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CHAP.    I. 

Now  in  these  days  were  Jiotte  wars  upon  the  Marches  of 
Wales. — Lewis's  History. 

I  HE  Chronicles,  from  winch  this  narrative  is  ex- 
tracted, assure  us,  that  during  the  long  period 

1  when  the  Welsh  princes  maintained  their  inde- 
pendence, the  year  1187  was  peculiarly  marked  as  favour- 
able to  peace  betwixt  them  and  their  warlike  neighbours, 
the  Lords  Marchers,  who  inhabited  those  formidable 
castles  on  the  frontiers  of  the  ancient  British,  on  the 
ruins  of  which  the  traveller  gazes  with  wonder.  This 
was  the  time  when  Baldwin,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
accompanied  by  the  learned  Giraldus  de  Barn,  after- 
wards Bishop  of  St.  David's,  preached  the  Crusade  from 
casde  to  castle,  from  town  to  town ;  awakened  the  in- 
most valleys  of  his  native  Cambria  with  the  call  to  arms 
for  recovery  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  ;  and,  while  he  depre- 
cated the  feuds  and  wars  of  Christian  men  against  each 
other,  held  out  to  the  martial  spirit  of  the  age  a  general 
object  of  ambition,  and  a  scene  of  adventure,  where  the 
favour  of  Heaven,  as  well  as  earthly  renown,  was  to 
reward  the  successful  champions. 

Yet  the  British  chieftains,  among  the  thousands  whom 
this  spirit-stirring  summons  called  from  their  native  land 
to  a  distant  and  perilous  expedition,  had  perhaps  the 
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best  excuse  for  declining  the  summons.  The  superior 
skill  of  the  Anglo-Norman  knights  who  were  engaged  in 
constant  inroads  on  the  Welsh  frontier,  and  who  were 
frequently  detaching  from  it  large  portions,  which  they 
fortified  with  castles,  thus  making  good  what  they  had 
won,  was  avenged,  indeed,  but  not  compensated,  by  the 
furious  inroads  of  the  British,  who,  like  the  billows  of  a 
retiring  tide,  rolled  on  successively,  with  noise,  fury,  and 
devastation  ;  but,  on  each  retreat,  yielded  ground  insen- 
sibly to  their  invaders. 

A  union  among  the  native  princes  might  have  opposed 
a  strong  and  permanent  barrier  to  the  encroachments 
of  the  strangers  ;  but  they  were,  imhappily,  as  much  at 
discord  among  themselves  as  they  were  with  the  Nor- 
mans, and  were  constantly  engaged  in  private  war  with 
each  other,  of  which  the  common  enemy  had  the  sole 
advantage. 

The  invitation  to  the  Crusade  promised  something  at 
least  of  novelty  to  a  nation  peculiarly  ardent  in  their 
temper  ;  and  it  was  accepted  by  many,  regardless  of  the 
consequences  which  must  ensue  to  the  coimtry  which 
they  left  defencdess.  Even  the  most  celebrated  enemies 
of  the  Saxon  and  Norman  race  laid  aside  their  enmity 
against  the  invaders  of  their  country,  to  enrol  themselves 
aader  the  banners  of  the  Crusade. 

Amongst  these  was  reckoned  Gwenwyn  (or  more  pro- 
perly Gwenwynwen,  though  we  retain  the  briefer  appel- 
iative),  a  British  prince  who  continued  exercising  a  pre- 
carious sovereignty  over  such  parts  of  Powys-Land  as 
had  not  been  subjugated  by  the  Mortimers,  Guarines, 
Latimers,  FitzAlansv  and  other  Norman  nobles,  who, 
under  various  pretexts,  and  sometimes  contemning  all 
other  save  the  open  avowal  of  superior  force,  had  severed 
and  appropriated  large  portions  of  that  once  extensive 
and  independent  principality,  which,  when  Wales  was 
unhappily  divided  into  three  parts  on  the  death  of 
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Roderick  Mawr,  fell  to  the  lot  of  his  youngest  son» 
Mervyn.  The  uodaQnted  resolution  and  stubborn  ferocity 
of  Gwenwyn,  descendant  of  that  prince,  had  long  made 
him  beloved  among  the  "  Tall  men,"  or  Champions  of 
Wales ;  and  he  was  enabled,  more  by  the  ntimber  of 
those  who  served  under  him,  attracted  by  his  reputation, 
than  by  the  natural  strength  of  his  dilapidated  prind* 
paKty,  to  retaliate  the  encroachments  of  the  English  by 
the  most  wasteful  inroads. 

Yet  even  Gwenwyn  on  the  present  occasion  seemed  to 
forget  his  deeply-sworn  hatred  against  his  dangerous 
neighbours.  The  Torch  of  Pengwern  (for  so  Gwenwyn 
was  called,  from  his  frequently  laying  the  province  of 
.  Shrewsbury  in  conflagration)  seemed  at  present  to  bum 
as  calmly  as  a  taper  in  the  bower  of  a  lady ;  and  the 
Wolf  of  PHnliramon,  another  name  with  which  the  bards 
had  graced  Gwenwyn,  now  slumbered  as  peacefully  as 
the  shepherd's  dog  on  the  domestic  hearth. 

But  it  was  not  alone  the  eloquence  of  Baldwin  or  of 
Girald  which  had  lulted  into  peace  a  spirit  so  resdess  and 
fierce.  -It  is  true,  their  exhortations  had  done  more  to- 
wards it  than  Gwenwyn's  followers  had  thought  possible. 
The  Ardibishop  had  induced  the  British  Chief  to  break 
bread,  and  to  mingle  in  silvan  sports,  with  his  nearest, 
and  hitherto  one  of  his  most  determined  enemies,  the 
old  Norman  warrior  Sir  Raymond  Berenger,  who,  some- 
times beaten,  sometimes  victorious,  but  never  subdued, 
had,  in  spite  of  Gwenwyn's  hottest  incursions,  maintained 
his  Castle  of  Garde  Doloureuse  upon  the  marches  of 
Wales ;  a  place  strong  by  nature,  and  well  fortified  by 
art,  which  the  Welsh  prince  had  found  it  impossible  to 
conqucTi  either  by  open  force  or  by  stratagem,  and 
whicb^  remaining  with  a  strong  garrison  in  his  rear, 
often  checked  his  incursions,  by  rendering  his  retreat 
precarious. 

On  this  account^'  Gwenwyn  of  Powys-Land  had  an 
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faundred  times  vowed  the  death  of  Raymond  Berenger, 
and  the  demolition  of  his  castle  ;  but  the  policy  of  the 
sagacious  old  warrior,  and  his  long  experience  in  all 
warlike  practice,  were  such  as,  with  the  aid  of  his 
more  powerful  countr3rmen,  enabled  him  to  defy  the 
attempts  oi  his  fiery  neighbour.  If  there  was  a  man, 
therefore,  throughout  England,  whom  Gwenwya  hated 
more  than  another,  it  was  Raymond  Berenger;  and 
yet  the  good  Archbishop  Baldwin  could  prevail  on  the 
Welsh  prince  to  meet  him  as  a  friend  and  ally  in  the 
cause  of  the  Cross.  He  even  invited  Raymond  to  the 
autumn  festivities  of  his  W6lsh  palace^  where  the  old 
knight,  in  all  honourable  courtesy,  feasted  and  hunted 
fOT  moce  than  a  week  in  the  dominions  of  his  hereditary 
foe. 

To  requite  this  hospitality,  Raymond  invited  the 
Prince  of  Powys,  with  a  chosen  but  Umited  train,  during 
the  ensuing  Christmas,  to  iht  Garde  Doloureuse,  which 
some  antiquaries  have  endeavdured  to  identify  with  the 
Castle  of  Colwin,  on  the  river  of  the  same  name.  But 
the  length  of  time,  and  some  geographical  difficulties, 
threw  doubts  upon  this  ingenious  conjecture. 

As  the  Welshman  crossed  the  diawbridge,  he  was  ob- 
served by  his  faithful  bard  to  shudder  with  involuntary 
emoti(Hi ;  nor  did  Cadwallon,  experienced  as  he  was  in 
life,  and  well  acquainted  with  the  character  of  his  master, 
make  any  doubt  that  he  was  at  that  moment  strongly 
urged  by  the  apparent  opportunity,  to  seize  upon  the 
Strong  fortress  which  had  been  so  long  the  object  of 
his  cupidity,  even  at  the  expense  of  violating  his  good 
faith. 

Dreading  lest  the  struggle  of  his  master's  conscience 
and  his  ambition  should  terminate  unfovourably  for  his 
fame,  the  bard  arrested  his  attention  by  whispering  in 
their  native  language,  that  "  the  teeth  which  bite  hardest 
are  those  which  are  out  of  sight ;  "apd  Gwenwyn,  look- 
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ing  around  him,  b'ecame  aware,  that,  though  only  im^ 
armed  squires  and  pages  appeared  in  the  courtyard,  yet 
the  towers  and  battlements  connecting  them  were  gar- 
nish«l  with  archers  and  men-at-arms. 

They  proceeded  to  the  banquet,  at  which  Gwenwyn, 
for  the  first  time,  beheld  Eveline  Berenger,  the  sole  child 
of  the  Norman  castellane,  the  inheritor  of  his  domains 
and  of  his  supposed  wealth,  aged  only  sixteen,  and  the 
most  beautiful  damsel  upon  the  Welsh  marches.  Many 
a  spear  had  already  been  shivered  in  maintenance  of  her 
charms ;  and  the  gallant  Hugo  de  Lacy,  Constable  of 
Chester,  one  of  the  most  redoubted  warriors  of  the  time, 
had  laid  at  Eveline's  feet  the  prize  which  his  chivalry  had 
gained  in  a  great  tournament  held  near  that  ancient 
town.  Gwenwyn  considered  these  triumphs  as  so  many 
additional  recommendations  to  Eveline  ;  her  beauty  was 
incontestable,  and  she  was  heiress  of  the  fortress  which 
he  so  much  longed  to  possess,  and  which  he  b^:an  now 
to  thiidc  might  be  acquired  by  means  more  smooth  than 
those  with  which  he  was  in  the  use  of  working  out  his 
will. 

Again,  the  hatred  which  subsisted  between  the  British 
and  their  Saxon  and  Norman  invaders  ;  his  long  and  ill- 
extinguished  feud  with  this  very  Raymond  Berenger  ;  a 
general  recollection  that  alliances  between  the  Welsh 
and  English  had  rarely  been  happy ;  and  a  conscious- 
ness that  the  measure  which  he  meditated  would  be  un- 
popular among  his  followers,  and  appear  a  dereliction  of 
the  systematic  princii^es  on  i^ich  he  had  hitherto  acted, 
restrained  him  from  speaking  his  wishes  to  Raymond  or 
his  dai^hter.  The  idea  of  the  rejection  of  his  suit  did 
not  for  a  moment  occur  to  him  ;  he  was  convinced  he 
had  but  to  speak  his  wishes,  and  that  the  daughter  of  a 
Norman  castellane,  whose  rank  or  power  were  not  of  the 
highest  order  among  the  nobles  of  the  fr<mtiers,  must  be 
delighted  and  honoured  by  a  proposal  for.  allying  his 
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family  with  that  of  the  sovereign  of  a  hundred  vaxma^ 
tains. 

There  was  indeed  another  objection,  which  in  later 
times  would  have  been  o£  considerable  weight — Gwenwyn 
was  already  married.  But  Brengwain  was  a  childless 
bride ;  sovereigns  (and  among  sovereigns  the  Welsh 
prince  ranked  himself)  marry  for  lineage,  and  the  Pope 
was  not  likely  to  be  scrupulous,  where  the  question  was 
to  oblige  a  prince  who  had  assumed  the  Cross  with  such 
ready  zeal,  even  although,  in  fact,  his  thoughts  had  been 
much  more  on  the  Garde  Doloureuse  than  on  Jerusalem. 
In  the  meanwhile,  if  Raymond  Berenger  (as  was  sus- 
pect*^) was  not  liberal  enough  in  his  opinions  to  permit 
Eveline  to  hold  the  temporary.rank  of  concubine,  which 
the  manners  of  Wales  warranted  Gwenwyn  to  offer  as  an 
interim  arrangement,  he  had  only  to  wait  for  a  few  months, 
and  sue  for  a  divorce  through  the  Bishop  of  Saint  David's* 
or  some  other  intercessor  at  the  Court  of  Rome, 

Agitating  these  thoughts  in  his  mind,  Gwenwyn  pro- 
longed his  residence  at  the  Castle  of  Berenger,  from 
Christmas  till  Twelfthday  ;  and  endured  the  presence  of 
the  Norman  cavaliers  who  resorted  to  Raymond's  festal 
halls,  although,  regarding  themselves,  in  virtue  of  their 
rank  of  knighthood,  equal  to  the  most  potent  sovereigns, 
they  made  small  account  of  the  long  descent  of  the 
Welsh  prince,  who,  in  their  eyes,  was  but  the  chief  of  a 
semi-barbarous  provipce ;  while  he,  on  his  part,  con- 
sidered them  little  better  than  a  sort  of  privileged  robbers, 
and  with  the  utmost  difl&culty  restrained  himself  from 
manifesting  his  open  hatred,  when  he  beheld  them 
careering  in  the  exercises  of  chivalry,  the  habitual  use  of 
which  rendered  them  such .  formidable  enemies  to  his 
country.  At  length,  the  term  of  feasting  was  ended, 
and  knight  and  squire  departed  from  the  castlet  which 
once  more  assumed  the  aspect  of  a  sohtary  and  guarded 
frontier  fort. 
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But  the  Prince  of  Powys-Land,  whife  pursuing  his 
sports  on  his  own  mountains  and  valleys,  found  that 
even  the  abundance  of  the  game,  as  well  as  his  release 
from  the  society  of  the  Norman  chivalry,  who  affected  to 
treat  him  as  an  equal,  profited  him  nothing,  so  long  as 
the  light  and  beautiful  form  of  Eveline,  on  her  white 
palfrey,  was  banished  firom  the  train  of  sportsmen.  In 
short,  he  hesitated  no  longer,  but  took  into  his  confidence 
his  chaplain,  an  able  and  sagacious  man,  whose  pride 
was  flattered  by  his  patron's  communication,  and  who, 
besides,  saw  in  the  proposed  scheme  some  contingent 
advantages  for  himself  and  his  order.  By  his  counsel, 
the  proceedings  for  Gwenw3m's  divorce  were  prosecuted 
imder  favourable  auspices,  and  the  unfortunate  Breng- 
wain  was  removed  to  a  nunnery,  which  perhaps  she 
found  a  more  cheerful  habitation  than  the  londy  retreat 
in  which  she  had  led  a  neglected  life,  ever  since  Gwen- 
wyn  had  despaired  of  her  bed  being  blessed  with  issue. 
Father  Emion  also  dealt  with  the  chiefs  and  elders  of  the 
land,  and  represented  to  them  the  advantage  which  in 
future  wars  tiiey  were  certain  to  obtain  by  the  possession 
of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  which  had  for  more  than  a 
century  covered  and  protected  d.  considerable  tract  of 
country,  rendered  their  advance  difficult,  and  their  re- 
treat perilous,  and,  in  a  word,  prevented  their  carrying 
their  incursions  as  far  as  the  gates  of  Shrewsbury.  As 
for  the  union  with  the  Saxon  damsel,  the  fetters  which  it 
was  to  form  might  not  (the  good  father  hinted)  be  found 
more  permanent  than  those  which  had  bound  Gwenwyn 
to  her  predecessor,  Brengwain. 

These  arguments,  mingled  with  others  adapted  to  the 
views  and  wishes  of  different  individuals,  were  so  prevail- 
ing, that  the  chaplain,  in  the  course  of  a  few  weeks,  was 
able  to  report  to  his  princely  patron  that  his  proposed 
match  would  meet  with  no  opposition  from  the  elders 
and  nobles />f  his  dominions.  A  golden  bracelet^  six 
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ounces  in  weight,  was  the  instant  reward  of  the  priest's 
dexterity  in  negociation,  and  he  was  appointed  by  Gwen- 
wyn  to  commit  to  paper  those  proposals  which  he  doubted 
not  were  to  throw  the  Castle  of  Garde  Doloureuse,  not- 
withstanding its  melancholy  name,  into  an  ecstasy  of  joy. 
With  some  difficulty  the  chaplain  prevailed  on  his  patron 
to  say  nothing  in  this  letter  upon  his  temporary  plan  of 
concubinage,  which  he  wisely  judged  might  be  considered 
as  an  affront  both  by  EveUne  and  her  father.  The  matter 
of  the  divorce  he  represented  as  almost  entirely  settled, 
and  wound  up  his  letter  with  a  moral  application,  in 
which  were  many  allusions  to  Vashti,  Esther,  and 
AhasueruSk 

Having  dispatched  this  lettex  by  a  swift  and  trusty 
messenger,  the  British  prince  opened  in  all  solemnity  the 
feast  of  Easter,  which  had  come  round  during  the  ooiurse 
of  these  external  and  internal  negociations. 

Upon  the  s^proaching  Holy-tide,  to  propitiate  the 
Jiinds  of  his  subjects  and  vassals,  they  were  invited  in 
iarge  numbers  to  partake  a  princely  festivity  at  CastcU- 
Coch,  or  the  Red  Castle,  as  it  was  then  called,  since 
better  known  by  the  name  of  Powys  Castle,  and  in  latter 
times  the  princely  seat  of  the  Duke  of  Beaufort.  The 
architectural  magnificence  of  this  noble  residence  is  of  a 
much  later  period  than  that  of  GwenM^yn,  whose  palace, 
at  the  time  we  speak  of,  was  a  long,  low-roofed  edifice  of 
red  stone,  whence  the  castle  derived  its  name  ;  while  a 
ditch  and  palisade  were,  in  addition  to  the  commanding 
situation,  its  most  iaporUuxt  defences. 
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CHAP.   II. 

In  Madocs  tent  tJie  clarion  sounds, 
With  raj>id  clangour  Jiurriedfar  ;    ' 

Each  kill  and  dale  the  note  reboiindSy 
But  itfken  return  the  sons  of  war? 

ThoUf  born  of  stern  Necessity, 

Dull  Peace  I  the  valley  yields  to  thee, 
A  fid  owns  thy  melancholy  s^vay. 

Welsh  Pcem. 

j  HE  feasts  of  the  ancient  British  princes  usually 
I  exhibited  all  the  rude  splendour  and  liberal  in- 
1  dulgence  of  mountain  hospitality,  and  Gwenwyn 
was,  on  the  present  occasion,  anxious  to  purchase  popu- 
larity by  even  an  unusual  display  of  profusion ;  for  he  was 
sensible  that  the  alliance  which  he  meditated  might  in- 
deed be  tolerated,  but  could  not  be  approved,  by  his 
subjects  and  followers. 

The  following  incident,  trifling  in  itself,  confirmed  his 
ap]»'efaensions.  Passing  one  evening,  when  it  was  be^ 
come  nearly  dark,  by  the  open  window  of  a  guard-room, 
usually  occupied  by  some  few  of  his  most  celebrated 
soldiers^  who  relieved  each  other  in  watching  his  palace, 
he  heard  Moi^an,  a  man  distinguished  for  strength, 
cottrage,  and  ferocity,  say  to  the  companion  with  whom 
he  was  sitting  by  the  watch-fire,  •'  Gwenw)m  is  turned  to 
a  priest,  or  a  woman  !  When  was  it  before  these  last 
months,  that  a  follower  of  his  was  obliged  to  gnaw  the 
meat  from  the  bone  so  closely,  as  I  am  now  peeling  the 
morsel  which  I  hold  in  my  hand  ?  " 

"Wait  but  awhile,"  replied  his  comrade,  "till  the 
N<Hinan  match  be  accomplished  ;  and  so  small  will  be 
the  prey  we  shall  then  drive  from  the  Saxon  churls,  that 
we  may  be  glad  to  swallow,  like  hungry  dogs,  the  very 
bones  themselves." 

Gwenwyn  heard  no  more  of  their  conversation ;  but 
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this  was  enough  to  alarm  his  pride  as  a  soldier,  and  his 
jealousy  as  a  prince.  He  was  sensible  that  the  people 
over  whom  he  ruled  were  at  once  fickle  in  their  disposi- 
tion, impatient  of  long  repose,  and  full  of  hatred  against 
their  neighbours;  and  he  almost  dreaded  the  conse- 
quences of  the  inactivity  to  which  a  long  truce  might 
reduce  them.  The  risk  was  now  incurred,  however  ;  and 
to  dbplay  even  more  than  his  wonted  splendour  and 
liberality  seemed  the  best  way  of  reconciling  the  wavering 
affections  of  his  subjects. 

A  Norman  would  have  despised  the  barbarous  magni- 
ficence of  an  entertainment,  consisting  of  kine  and  sheep 
roasted  whole,  of  goat's  flesh  and  deer's  flesh  seethed  in 
the  skins  of  the  animals  themselves  ;  for  the  Normans 
piqued  themselves  on  the  quality  rather  than  the  quantity 
of  their  food,  and  eating  rather  delicately  than  largely, 
ridiculed  the  coarser  taste  of  the  Britons,  although  the 
last  were  in  their  banquets  much  more  moderate  than 
were  the  Saxons ;  nor  would  the  oceans  of  Crw  and 
hydromel,  which  overwhelmed  the  guests  like  a  deluge, 
have  made  up,  in  their  opinion,  for  the  absence  of  the 
more  elegant  and  costly  beverage  which  they  had  learnt 
to  love  in  the  south  of  Europe.  Milk,  prepared  in 
various  ways,  was  another  material  of  the  British  enter- 
tainment, which  would  not  have  received  their  approba-< 
tion,  although  a  nutriment  which,  on  ordinary  occasions, 
often  supplied  the  want  of  all  others  among  the  ancient 
inhabitants,  whose  country  was  rich  in  flocks  and  herds, 
but  poor  in  agricultural  produce. 

The  banquet  was  spread  in  a  long  low  hall,  built  of 
rough  wood  lined  with  shingles,  having  a  fire  at  each 
end,  the  smoke  of  which,  unable  to  find  its  way  through 
tlie  imperfect  chimneys  in  the  roof,  rolled  in  cloudy 
billows  above  the  heads  of  the  revdlers,  who  sat  on 
low  seats,  purposely  to  avoid  its  stifling  fumes.*  The 
mien  and  appearance  of  the  company  assembled  was 
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wild,  ^d,  even  in  thHr  social  hours,  almost  terrific. 
Their  prince  himself  had  the  gigantic  port  and  fiery  eye 
fitted  to  sway  an  unruly  people,  whose  deKght  was  in  the 
field  of  battle ;  and  the  long  mustaches  which  he  and 
most  of  his  champions  wore,  added  to  the  formidable 
dignity  of  his  presence.  Like  most  of  those  present, 
Gwenwyn  was  clad  in  a  simile  tunic  of  white  linen  cloth, 
a  remn&nt  of  the  dress  which  the  Romans  had  introduced 
into  provincial  Britain  ;  and  he  was  distinguished  by  the 
Eudorchawg,  or  chain  of  twisted  gold  links,  with  which 
the  Celtic  tribes  always  decorated  their  chiefs.  The 
collar,  indeed,  representing  in  form  the  species  of  links 
made  by  children  out  of  rushes,  was  common  to  chieftains 
of  inferior  rank,  many  of  whom  bore  it  in  virtue  of  their 
birth,  or  had  won  it  by  military  exploits  ;  but  a  ring  of 
gold,  bent  around  the  head,  intermingled  with  Gwenwyn's 
hair — ^for  he  cls»med  the  rank  of  one  of  three  diademed 
princes  of  Wales,  and  his  armlets  and  anklets,  of  the 
same  metal,  were  peculiar  to  the  Prince  of  Powys,  as  an 
independent  sovereign.  Two  squires  of  his  body,  who 
dedicated  their  whole  attention  to  his  service,  stood  at 
the  Prince's  back  ;  and  at  his  feet  sat  a  page,  whose 
duty  it  was  to  keep  them  warm  by  chafing,  and  by 
wrapping  them  in  his  mantle.  The  same  right  of 
sovereignty,  which  assigned  to  Gwenwyn  his  golden 
crownlet,  gave  him  a  title  to  the  attendance  of  the 
foot-bearer,  or  youth,  who  lay  on  the  rushes,  and  whose 
duty  it  was  to  cherish  the  Prince's  feet  in  his  lap  or 
bosom. 

Notwithstanding  the  military  disposition  of  the  guests, 
and  the  danger  arising  from  the  feuds  into  which  they 
were  divided,  few  of  the  feasters  wore  any  defensive 
armour,  except  the  light  goat-skin  buckler,  which  hung 
behind  each  man's  seat.  On  the  other  hand,  they  were 
well  provided  with  offensive  weapons  ;  for  the  broad, 
sharp,  short,  two*edged  sword  was  another  legacy  of  the 
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Romans.  Most  added  a.  wood-knife  or  poniard ;  and 
there  were  stores  of  javelins,  darts,  bows  and  arrows, 
pikes,  halberds,  Danish  axes,  and  Welsh  hooks  and 
bills ;  so,  in  case  of  ill-blood  arising  during  the  ban- 
quet, there  was  no  lack  of  weapcms  to  work  mischief. 

But  although  the  form  of  the  feast  was  somewhat  dis- 
orderly, and  that  the  revellers  were  unrestrained  by  the 
stricter  rules  of  good-breeding  which  the  laws  of  Chivalry 
imposed,  the  Easter  banquet  of  Gwenwyn  possessed,  in 
the  attendance  of  tweRe  eminent  bards,  one  source  of 
the  most  exalted  pleasure,  in  a  much  higher  degree 
than  the  proud  Normans  could  themselves  boast. .  The 
latter,  it  is  true,  had  their  minstrels,  a  race  of  men 
trained  to  the  profession  of  poetry,  song,  and  music ; 
but  although  those  arts  were  highly  honoured,  and  the 
individual  professors,  when  they  attained  to  eminence, 
were  often  richly  rewarded,  and  treated  with  distinction, 
the  order  of  minstrds,  as  such,  was  held  in  low  esteem, 
being  composed  chiefly  of  worthless  and  dissolute 
strollers,  by  whom  the  art  was  assumed  in  order  to 
escape  from  the  necessity  of  labour,  and  to  have  the 
means  of  pursuing  a  wandering  and  dissipated  course 
of  life.  Such,  in  all  times,  has  been  the  censure  upom 
the  calling  of  those  who  dedicate  themselves  to  the 
public  amusement ;  among  whom  those  distinguished 
by  individual  excellence  are  sometimes  raised  high  in 
the  social  circle,  while  far  the  more  numerous  professors, 
who  only  reach  mediocrity,  are  sunk  into  the  lower 
scale.  But  such  was  not  the  case  with  the  order  of 
bards  in  Wales,  who,  succeeding  to  the  dignity  of  the 
Druids,  under  whom  they  had  originally  formed  a  sub- 
ordinate fraternity,  had  many  immunities,  were  held  in 
the  highest  reverence  and  esteem,  and  exercised  mudi 
influence  with  their  countrymen.  Their  power  over  the 
public  mind  even  rivalled  that  of  the  priests  themselves, 
to  whom  indeed  they  bore  some  resemblance  ;  for  they 
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never  wore  arms,  were  initiated  into  their  order  by  secret 
and  m3^tic  solemnities,  and  homage  was  rendered  to 
their  Awen,  or  flow  erf  poctio  inspwration,  as  if  it  had 
been  indeed  marked  with  a  divine  charact«".  Thus 
possessed  of  power  and  consequence,  the  bards  were 
not  unwilKng  to  exercise  their  privileges,  and  some- 
times, in  doing  so,  their  manners  frequently  savoured 
of  caprice. 

This  was  perhaps  the  case  with  Cadwallon,  the  chief 
bard  of  Gwenwyn,  and  who,  as  such,  was  expected  to 
have  poured  forth  the  tide  of  song  in  the  banqueting 
hall  of  his  prince.  But  neither  the  anxious  and  breath- 
less expectation  of  the  assembled  chiefs  and  champions 
— ^neither  the  dead  silence  which  stilled  the  roaring  hall, 
when  his  harp  was  reverently  placed  before  bim  by  his 
attendant — ^nor  even  the  commands  or  entreaties  of  the 
Prince  himself— could  extract  from  Cadwallon  more  than 
a  short  and  interrupted  prelude  upon  the  instrument,  the 
notes  of  which  arranged  themselves  into  an  air  inex- 
pressibly mournful,  and  died  away  in  silence.  The 
Prince  frowned  darkly  on  the  bard,  who  was  himself 
far  too  deeply  lost  in  gloomy  thought,  to  offer  any 
apology,  or  even  to  observe  his  displeasure.  Again  he 
touched  a  few  wild  notes,  and,  raising  his  looks  upward, 
seemed  to  be  on  the  very  point  of  bursting  forth  into  a 
tide  of  song  similar  to  those  with  which  this  master  of 
his  art  was  wont  to  enchant  his  hearers.  But  the  effort 
was  in  vain — ^he  declared  that  his  right  hand  was  withered 
and  pushed  the  instrument  from  him. 

A  murmur  went  round  the  company,  and  Gwenwyn 
read  in  their  aspfects  that  they  received  the  unustial 
silence  of  Cadwallon  on  this  high  occasion  as  a  bad 
omen.  He  called  hastily  on  a  young  and  ambitious 
bard,  named  Caradoc  of  Menwygent,  whose  rising  fame 
was  likely  soon  to  vie  with  the  established  reputation  of 
Cadwallon,  and  summoned  him  to  sing  something  which 
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might  command  the  applausis  of  his  sovereign  and  the 
gratitude  of  the  company.  The  young  man  was  am- 
bitious, and  understood  the  arts  of  a  coiutier.  He 
coinmeniced  a  poem,  in  which,  although  under  a  feigned 
name,  he  drew  such  a  poetic  picture  of  Eveline  Berenger, 
that  Gwenwyn  was  enraptured ;  and  while  all  who  had 
seen  the  beautiful  original  at  once  recognised  the  re- 
semblance, the  eyes  of  the  Prince  confessed  at  once  his 
passion  for  the  subject,  and  his  admiration  of  the  poet. 
The  figures  of  Celtic  poetry,  in  themselves  highly  imagi> 
native,  were  scarce  sufficient  for  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
ambitious  bard,  rising  in  his  tone  as  he  perceived  the 
feelings  which  he  was  exciting.  The  praises  of  the  Prince 
mingled  with  those  of  the  Norman  beauty  ;  and  "as  a 
lion,"  said  the  poet,  "can  only  be  led  by  the  hand  of 
)a  chaste  and  beautiful  maiden,  so  a  chief  can  only 
acknowledge  the  empire  of  the  most  virtuous,  the  most 
lovely  of  her  sex.  Who  asks  erf  the  noonday  sun,  in 
what  quarter  of  the  world  he  was  bom  ?  and  who  shall 
ask  of  such  charms  as  hers,  to  what  country  they  owe 
their  birth?" 

Enthusiasts  in  pleasure  as  in  war,  and  possessed  of 
imaginations  which  answered  readily  to  the  summons 
of  their  poets,  the  Welsh  chiefs  and  leaders  united  in 
acclamations  of  applause  ;  and  the  song  of  the  bard 
went  farther  to  render  popular  the  intended  alliance  of 
the  Prince,  than  had  all  the  graver  arguments  of  his 
priestly  precursor  in  the  same  topic. 

Gwenwyn  himself,  in  a  transport  of  delight,  tore  oflf 
the  golden  bracelets  which  he  wore,  to  bestow  them 
upon  a  bard,  whose  song  had  produced  an  effect  so 
desirable  ;  and  said,  as  he  looked  at  the  silent  and 
sullen  Cadwallon,  "The  silent  harp  was  never  strung^ 
with  golden  wires." 

"Prince,"  answered  the  bard,  whose  pride  was  at 
least  equal  to  that  of  Gwenwyn  himself,  "you  pervert 
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the  proverb  of  Taliessin — it  is  the  flattering  harp  Which 
never  lacked  golden  strings." 

Gwenw3m,  turning  sternly  towards  him,  was  about  to 
make  an  angry  answer,  when  the  sudden  appearance 
of  Jorworth,  the  messenger  whom  he  had  dispatched  to 
Raymond  Berenger,  arrested  his  purpose.  This  rude 
envoy  entered  the  hall  bare-legged,  excepting  the  sandals 
of  goat-skin  which  he  wore,  and  having  on  his  shouldei 
a  cloak  of  the  same,  and  a  short  javelin  in  his  hand. 
The  dust  on  his  garments,  and  the  flush  on  his  brow, 
showed  with  what  hasty  zeal  his  errand  had  been 
executed.  Gwenwyn  demanded  of  him  eagerly,  "What 
news  from  Garde  Doloureuse,  Jorworth  ap  Jevan  ?  " 

"  I  bear  them  in  my  bosom,"  said  the  son  of  Jevan  ; 
and,  with  much  reverence,  he  delivered  to  the  Prince  a 
packet,  bound  with  silk,  and  sealed  with  the  impression 
of  a  swan,  the  ancient  cognisance  of  the  House  of 
Berenger.  Himself  ignorant  of  writing  or  reading, 
.  Gwenwyn,  in  anxious  haste,  delivered  the  letter  to 
Cadwallon,  who  usually  acted  as  secretary  when  the 
chaplain  was  not  in  presence,  as  chanced  then  to  be 
the  case.  Cadwallon,  looking  at  the  letter,  said  briefly, 
•'  I  read  no  Latin.  Ill  betide  the  Norman,  who  writes 
to  a  Prince  of  Powys  in  other  language  than  that  of 
Britain  !  and  well  was  the  hour  when  that  noble  tongue 
alone  was  spoken  from  Caerleon  to  Tintagel ! " 

Gwenwyn  only  replied  to  him  with  an  angry  glance. 

"  Where  is  Father  Einion  ? "  said  the  impatient 
Prince. 

"He  assists  in  the  church,"  replied  one  of  his  at- 
tendants, "for  it  is  the  feast  of  Saint " 

"Were  it  the  feast  of  Saint  David,"  said  Gwen\\'yn, 
"and  were  the  pyx  between  his  hands,  he  must  come 
hither  to  me  instantly ! " 

One  of  the  chief  henchmen  sprung  off,  to  command 
his  attendance,  and,  in  the  meantime,  Gwenwyn  eyed 
IS 
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the  letter  containing  the  secret  of  his  fate,  but  which  it 
required  an  interpreter  to  read,  with  such  eagerness  and 
anxiety,  that  Caradoc,  elated  by  his  former  success, 
threw  in  a  few  notes  to  divert,  if  possible,  the  tenor  of 
his  patron's  thoughts  during  the  interval.  A  light  and 
lively  air,  touched  by  a  hand  which  seemed  to  hesitate, 
like  the  submissive  voice  of  an  inferior,  fearing  /o  inter* 
rupt  his  master's  meditations,  introduced  ajstanza  or  two 
applicable  to  the  subject 

"And  what  though  thou,  O  scroll,"  he  said,  apostro- 
phising the  letter,  which  lay  on  the  table  before  his 
master,  "dost  speak  with  the  tongue  of  the  stranger? 
Hath  not  the  cuckoo  a  harsh  note,  and  yet  she  tells  us 
of  green  buds  and  springing  flowers  ?  What  if  thy  lan- 
guage be  that  of  the  stoled  priest,  is  it  not  the  same 
which  binds  hearts  and  hands  together  at  the  altar  ?  And 
what  though  thou  delayest  to  render  up  thy  treasures,  are 
not  all  pleasures  most  sweet  when  enhanced  by  expec- 
tation? What  were  the  chase,  if  the  deer  dropped  at 
our  feet  the  instant  he  started  from  the  cover — or  what 
value  were  there  in  the  love  of  the  maiden,  were  it  yielded 
without  coy  delay?  " 

The  song  of  the  bard  was  here  broken  short  by  the 
entrance  of  the  priest,  who,  hasty  in  obeying  the  sum- 
mons of  his  impatient  master,  had  not  tarried  to  lay 
aside  even  the  stole,  which  he  had  worn  in  the  holy 
service  ;  and  many  of  the  elders  thought  it  was  no  good 
omen,  that,  so  habited,  a  priest  should  appear  in  a 
festive  assembly,  and  amid  profane  minstrelsy. 

The  priest  opened  the  letter  of  the  Norman  Baron, 
and,  struck  with  surprise  at  the  contents,  lifted  his  eyes 
m  silence. 

"  Read  it !  "  exclaimed  the  fierce  Gwenwyn. 

"  So  please  you,"  replied  the  more  prudent  chaplain, 
••  a  smaller  company  were  a  fitter  audience." 

' '  Read  it  aloud  !  "  repeated  the  Prince,  in  a  still  higher 
i6 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE    BmWTHEO. 
tofie ;  *'  there  sit  none  here  who  respect  not  the  honour 
ei  their  prince,  or  who  deserve  not  his  confidence.    Read 
it,  I  say.  aloud  I  and  by  Saint  David,  if  Rajrmond  the 
Norman  hath  dared  "— — 

He  stopped  short,  and,  reclining  on  his  seat,  com- 
posed himself  to  an  attitude  of  attention ;  hut  it  was  easy 
for  his  followers  to  fill  up  the  breach  in  his  exclamation 
which  prudenee  had  recommended. 

The  voice  of  the  chaplain  was  low  and  ill-assured  as 
he  read  the  following  epistle : — 

"Raymond  Berenger,  the  noble  Norman  Knight, 
Seneschal  of  the  Gard^  Doloureuse,  to  Gwenwyn, 
Prince  of  Powys  (May  peace  be  between  them !) 
sendeth  health. 

**  Your  letter,  craving  the  hand  of  our  daughter,  Eve- 
line Berenger,  was  safely  delivered  to  us  by  your  servant, 
Jorworth  ap  Jevan,  and  we  thank  you  heartily  for  the 
good  meaning  therein  expressed  to  us  and  to  ours.  But, 
considering  within  ourselves  the  difference  of  blood  and 
lineage,  with  the  impediments  and  causes  of  offence 
which  have  often  arisen  in  the  like  cases,  we  hold  it  fitter 
to  match  our  daughter  among  our  own  people ;  and  this 
by  no  case  in  disparagement  of  you,  but  solely  for  the 
weal  of  you,  of  ourselves,  and  of  our  mutual  dependants, 
who  will  be  the  more  safe  from  the  risk  of  quarrel  betwixt 
us,  that  we  essay  not  to  draw  the  bonds  of  our  intimacy 
more  close  than  beseemeth.  The  sheep  and  the  goats 
feed  together  in  peace  on  the  same  pastures,  but  they 
mingle  not  in  blood,  or  race,  the  one  with  the  other. 
Moreover,  our  daughter  Eveline  hath  been  sought  in 
marriage  by  a  noble  and  potent  Lord  of  the  Marches, 
Hugo  de  Lacy,  the  Constable  of  Chester,  to  which  most 
honourable  suit  we  have  returned  a  favourable  answer. 
It  is  therefore  impossble  that  we  should  in  this  matter 
grant  to  you  the  boon  you  seek ;  nevertheless,  you  shall 
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at  all  times  find  us»  in  other  matters,  witling  to  pleasure 
you ;  and  hereunto  we  call  God,  and  Our  Lady,  and 
Saint  Mary  Magdalene  of  Quatford,  to  witness ;  to  whose 
keeping  we  heartily  recommend  you. 

••Written  by  our  command  at  Our  Castle  of  Garde 
Doloureuse,  within  the  Marches  of  Wales,  by  a  reverend 
priest.  Father  Aldrovand,  a  black  monk  of  the  house  of 
Wenlock;  and  to  which  we  have  appended  our  seal, 
upon  the  eve  of  the  blessed  mart)rr  Saint  Alphegius,  to 
whom  be  honour  and  glory ! " 

The  voice  of  Father  Einion  faltered,  and  the  scroll 
which  he  held  in  his  hand  trembled  in  his  grasp,  as  he 
arrived  at  the  conclusion  of  this  epistle ;  for  well  be  knew 
that  insults  more  slight  than  Gwenwyn  would  hold  the 
least  word  it  contained,  were  sure  to  put  every  drop  of 
his  British  blood  into  the  most  vehement  commotion. 
Nor  did  it  fail  to  do  so.  The  Prince  had  gradually 
drawn  himself  up  from  the  posture  of  repose  in  which  he 
had  prepared  to  listen  to  the  epistle ;  and  when  it  con- 
cluded, he  sprung  on  his  feet  like  a  startled  lion,  spum- 
ing from  him  as  he  rose  the  footbearer,  who  rolled  at 
some  distance  on  the  floor.  • '  Priest, "  he  said,  • '  hast  thou 
read  that  acctu^ed  scroll  fairly?  for  if  thou  hast  added  or 
diminished  one  word,  or  one  letter,  I  will  have  thine  eyes 
so  handled  that  thou  shalt  never  read  letter  more ! " 

The  monk  replied.,  trembling  (for  he  was  well  aware 
that  the  sacerdotal  character  was  not  uniformly  respected 
among  the  irascible  Welshmen),  "By  the  oath  of  my 
order,  mighty  prince,  I  have  read  word  for  word,  and 
letter  for  letter." 

There  was  a  momentary  pause,  while  the  fury  of 
Gwenwyn,  at  this  unexpected  affront,  offered  to  him  in 
the  presence  of  all  his  Uckdwyr  {i.e.  noble  chiefs, 
litersdly  men  of  high  stature),  seemed  too  big  for  utter- 
ance, when  the  silence  was  broken  by  a  few  notes  from 
i8 
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the  hitherto  mute  harp  of  Cadwallon.  The  Prince 
looked  round  at  first  with  displeasure  ^X  the  interruption, 
for  he  was  himself  about  to  speak  ;  but  when  he  beheld 
the  bard  bending  over  his  harp  with  an  air  of  inspiration, 
and  blending  together,  with  unexampled  skill,  the  wildest 
and  most  exalted  tones  of  his  art,  he  himself  became  an 
auditor  instead  of  a  speaker,  and  Cadwallon,  not  the 
Prince,  seemed  to  become  the  central  point  of  the  assem- 
bly, on  whom  all  eyes  were  bent,  and  to  whom  each  ear 
was  turned  with  breathless  eagerness,  as  if  his  strains 
were  the  responses  of  an  oracle. 

"  We  wed  not  with  the  stranger," — thus  burst  the  song 
from  the  lips  of  the  poet.  "  Vortigem  wedded  with  the 
stranger  ;  thence  came  the  first  woe  upon  Britain,  and  a 
sword  upon  her  nobles,  and  a  thunderbolt  upon  her 
palace.  We  wed  not  with  the  enslaved  Saxon — the  free 
and  princely  stag  seeks  not  for  his  bride  the  heifer  whose 
neck  the  yoke  hath  worn.  We  wed  not  with  the  rapacious 
Norman — ^the  noble  hound  scorns  to  seek  a  mate  from  the 
herd  of  ravening  wolves.  When  was  it  heard  that  the 
Cymry,  the  descendants  of  Brute,  the  true  children  of  the 
soil  of  fair  BritaiiT,  were  plundered,  oppressed,  bereft  of 
their  birthright,  and  insulted  even  in  their  last  retreats  ? — 
when,  but  since  they  stretched  their  hand  in  friendship  to 
the  stranger,  and  clasped  to  their  bosoms  the  daughter  of 
the  Saxon  ?  Which  of  the  two  is  feared  ? — the  empty 
water-course  of  summer,  or  the  channel  of  the  headlong 
winter-torrent  ? — A  maiden  smiles  at  the  smnmer-shrunk 
brook  while  she  crosses  it,  but  a  barbed  horse  and  his 
rider  will  fear  to  stem  the  wintry  flood.  Men  of  Math- 
ravel  and  Powys,  be  the  dreaded  flood  of  winter — Gwen- 
wyn,  son  of  Cyverliock  ! — may  thy  plume  be  the  topmost 
of  its  waves  !  " 

All  thoughts  of  peace,  thoughts  which,  in  themselves, 
were  foreign  to  the  hearts  of  the  wariike  British,  passed 
before  the  song  of  Cadwallon  like  dust  before  the  whirU 
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wind,  and  the  unanimous  shout  of  the  assembly  declared 
for  instant  war.  The  Prince  himself  spoke  not,  but, 
looking  proudly  around  him,  flung  abroad  his  arm,  as 
one  who  cheers  his  followers  to  the  attack. 

The  priest,  had  he  dared,  might  have  reminded  Gwen- 
wyn  that  the  Cross  which  he  had  assumed  on  his  shoulder 
had  consecrated  his  arm  to  the  Holy  War,  and  precluded 
his  engaging  in  any  civil  strife.  But  the  task  was  too 
dangerous  for  Father  Einion's  courage,  and  he  shrunk 
from  the  hall  to  the  seclusion  of  his  own  convent, 
Caradoc,  whose  brief  hour  of  popularity  was  past,  also 
retired,  with  humbled  and  dejected  looks,  and  not  with- 
out a  glance  of  indignation  at  his  triumphant  rival,  who 
had  so  judiciously  reserved  his  display  of  art  for  the  theme 
of  war,  that  was  ever  most  popular  with  the  audience. 

The  chiefs  resumed  their  seats,  no  longer  for  the  pur- 
pose of  festivity,  but  to  fix,  in  the  hasty  manner  customary 
among  these  prompt  warriors,  where  they  were  to  as- 
semble their  forces,  which  upon  such  occasions,  com- 
prehended almost  all  the  able-bodied  males  of  the 
country — for  all,  excepting  the  priests  and  the  bards,  were 
soldiers — and  to  settle  the  order  of  their  descent  upon  the 
devoted  marches,  where  they  proposed  to  signalise,  by 
general  ravage,  their  sense  of  the  insult  which  their  Prince 
had  received  by  the  rejection  of  his  suit. 


CHAP.  III. 

The  i&nds  are  number' d^  that  make  up  my  Ufe  I 
Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end, 

Henry  VL,  Act  I.  Scene  4. 

J  HEN   Rajrmond  Berenger  had  dispatched  his 
mission  to  the  Prince  of  Powys,  he  was  not  un- 
suspicious,  though  altogether  fearless,   of  the 
result.    He  sent  messengers  to  the  several  dependants 
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who  held  their  fiefs  by  the  tenure  of  comage,  and  warned 
them  to  be  on  the  alert,  that  he  might  receive  instant 
tiotice  of  the  approach  of  the  enemy.  These  vassals,  as 
is  wftll  known,  occupied  the  nmnerous  towers,  which, 
like  so  many  falcon-nests,  had  been  built  on  the  points 
most  convenient  to  defend  the  frontiers,  and  were  bound 
to  give  signal  of  any  incursion  of  the  Welsh,  by  blowing 
thdr  horns ;  which  sounds,  answered  from  tower  to  tower, 
and  from  station  to  station,  gave  the  alarm  for  general 
defence.  But  although  Raymond  considered  these  pre- 
cautions as  necessary,  from  the  fickle  and  precarious 
temper  of  his  neighbours,  and  for  maintaining  his  own 
credit  as  a  soldier,  he  was  far  from  believing  the  danger 
to  be  imminent ;  for  the  preparations  of  the  Welsh, 
though  on  a  much  more  extensive  scale  than  had  lately 
been  usual,  were  as  secret  as  their  resolution  of  war  had 
been  suddenly  adopted. 

It  was  upon  the  second  morning  after  the  memorable 
festival  of  Castell-Coch,  that  the  tempest  broke  on  the 
Norman  frontier.  At  first,  a  single  long  and  keen  bugle- 
blast  announced  the  approach  of  the  enemy  ;  presently  the 
signals  of  alarm  were  echoed  from  every  castle  and  tower 
on  the  borders  of  Shropshire,  where  every  place  of  habita- 
tion was  then  a  fortress.  Beacons  were  lighted  upon  crags 
and  eminences,  the  beUs  were  rung  backward  in  the 
churches  and  towns,  while  the  general  and  earnest  sum- 
mons to  arms  annoimced  an  extremity  of  danger  which 
even  the  inhabitants  of  that  unsettled  country  had  not 
hitherto  experienced. 

Amid  this  general  alarm,  Raymond  Berenger,  having 
busied  himsdf  in  arranging  his  few  but  gallant  followers 
and  adherents,  and  taken  such  modes  of  procuring  in- 
telligence of  the  enemy's  strength  and  motions  as  were 
in  his  power,  at  length  ascended  the  watch-tower  of  the 
castle,  to  observe  in  person  the  country  aroimd,  a.lready 
obscured  in  several  places  by  the  clouds  of  smoke,  which 
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announced  the  progress  and  the  ravages  of  the  invaders. 
He  was  speedily  joined  by  his  favourite  squire,  to  whom 
the  unusual  heaviness  of  his  master's  looks  was  cause  of 
much  surprise,  for  till  now  they  had  ever  been  blithest  at 
the  hour  of  battle.  The  squire  held  in  his  hand  his 
master's  helmet,  for  Sir  Raymond  was  all  armed  saving 
the  head. 

"  Dennis  Morolt,"  said  the  veteran  soldier,  "  are  our 
vassals  and  liegemen  all  mustered? !' 

"All,  noble  sir,  but  the  Flemings,  who  are  not  3ret 
come  in." 

"  The  lazy  hounds,  why  tarry  they  ?  "  said  Raymond. 
"Ill  policy  it  is  to  plant  such  sluggish  natures  in  our 
borders.  They  are  like  their  own  steers,  fitter  to  tug  a 
plough,  than  for  aught  that  requires  metde." 

"With your  favour,"  said  Dennis^  "the  knaves  can 
do  good  service  notwithstanding.  That  Wilkin  Flam- 
mock  of  the  Green  can  strike  like  the  hammers  of  his  own 
fulling-mill." 

"  He  will  fight,  I  beUeve,  when  he  cannot  help  it,"  said 
Raymond;  "but  he  has  no  stomach  for  such  exercise, 
and  is  as  slow  and  as  stubborn  as  a  mule." 

"And  therefore  are  his  countrymen  rightly  matched 
against  the  Welsh,"  replied  Dennis  Morolt,  "  that  their 
solid  and  unyielding  temper  may  be  a  fit  foil  to  the  fieiy 
and  headlong  dispositions  of  our  dangerous  neighbotu*s, 
just  as  restless  waves  are*  best  opposed  by  stedfast  rocks. 
— Hark,  sir,  I  hear  Wilkin  Flammock's  step  ascending 
the  tiuret-stair,  as  deliberately  as  ever  monk  mounted  to 
matins." 

Step  by  step  the  heavy  sound  approached,  tmtil  the 
form  of  the  huge  and  substantial  Fleming  at  length 
issued  from  the  turret-door  to  the  platform  where  they 
were  conversing.  Wilkin  Flammock  was  cased  in  bright 
armoui^  of  unusual  weight  and  thickness,  and  cleaned 
with  exceeding  care,  which  marked  the  neatness  of  his 
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nation,  bnt,  contrary  to  the  custom  of  the  Normans, 
entirely  plain,  and  void  of  carving,  gilding,  or  any  sort  of 
ornament.  The  basenet,  or  steel-cap,  had  no  visor,  and 
left  exposed  a  broad  countenance,  "with  heavy  and  un^ 
pliable  features,  which  announced  the  character  of  his 
temper  and  understanding.  He  carried  in  his  hatid  a 
heavy  mace. 

"So,  Sir  Fleming,"  said  the  Castellane,  "you  are 
in  no  hmry,  methinks,  to  repair  to  the  rendezvous." 

"So  please  you,"  answered  the  Fleming,  "we  were 
compelled  to  tarry  that  we  might  load  our  wains  with 
our  bales  of  cloth  and  other  property." 

"Ha!  wains?— how  many  wains  have  jrou  brought 
with  you?" 

"  Six,  noble  sir,"  replied  Wilkin. 

"And  how  many  men?"  demanded  "Raymond  Be- 
renger. 

"  Twelve,  valiant  s^"  answered  Flammock. 

"Only  two  men  to  each  baggage  wain?  I  wonder 
you  would  thus  encumber  yourself,"  said  Berenger. 

"  Under  your  fevour,  sir,  once  more,"  replied  Wilkin, 
"it  is  only  the  value  which  I  and  my  comrades  set  upon 
our  goods  that  inclines  us  to  defend  them  with  our 
bodies  ;  and  had  we  been  obliged  to  leave  our  cloth  to 
the  plimdering  clutches  of  yonder  vagabonds,  I  should 
have  seen  small  policy  in  stopping  here  to  give  them  the 
opportunity  of  adding  murder  to  robbery.  Gloucester 
should  have  been  my  first  halting-place." 

The  Norman  knighf  gazed  on  the  Flemish  artisan,  for 
such  was  Wilkin  Flammock,  with  such  a  mixture  of  sur- 
prise and  contempt  as  excluded  indignation.  "  I  have 
heard  much,"  he  said,  "  but  this  is  the  first  time  that  I 
have  heard  one  with  a  beard  on  his  lip  avouch  himself  a 
coward." 

"  Nor  do  you  hear  it  now,"  answered  Flammock,  with 
the  utmost  composure^-"  I  am  always  ready  to  fight  for 
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Ufe  and  property ;  and  my  coming  to  this  country,  wbere 
they  are  both  in  constant  danger,  shows  that  I  caie  not 
much  how  often  I  do  so.  But  a  sound  skin  is  better 
than  a  slashed  one,  for  all  that." 

"Well."  said  Raymond  Berenger,  "fight  after  thine 
own  fashion,  so  thou  wilt  but  fight  stoutly  with  that  kmg 
body  of  thine.  We  are  like  to  have  need  for  all  that  we 
can  do.--Saw  you  aught  of  these  YascaiUe  Welsh  ?— have 
they  Gwenwyn's  banner  amongst  them  ?  " 

"  I  saw  it  with  the  white  dragon  displayed,"  replied 
Wilkin  ;  "  I  could  not  but  know  it,  since  it  was  broidered 
in  my  own  loom." 

Raymond  locked  so  grave  upon  this  intelligence  that 
Dennis  Morolt,  unwilling  the  Fleming  should  mark  it, 
thought  it  necessary  to  withdraw  his  attention.  "  I  can 
tell  thee,"  he  said  to  Flammock,  "  that  wheb  the  Con< 
stable  of  Chester  joins  us  with  his  lances,  you  shall  see 
yoiu-  handiwork,  the  dragon,  fly  faster  homeward  than 
ever  flew  the  shuttle  which  wove  it." 

"It  must  fl^y  before  the  ConstaUe  comes  up,  Dennis 
Morolt,"  said  Berenger,  "  else  it  will  fly  triumphant  over 
all  oiu:  bodies." 

"In  the  name  of  God  and  the  Holy  Virgin  1 "  said 
Dennis,  "what  may  you  mean,  Sir  Knight? — not  that 
we  should  fight  with  the  Welsh  before  the  Constable 
joins  us?" — He  paused,  and  then,  well  understanding 
tfie  firm,  yet  melancholy  glance  wth  which  his  master 
answered  the  question,  he  proceeded,  with  yet  more 
vehement  earnestness — "  You  caimot  mean  it — ^you  can- 
not intend  that  we  shall  quit  this  castle,  which  we  have 
so  often  made  good  against  them,  and  contend  in  the 
field  with  two  hundred  men  against  thousands  ?— Think 
better  of  it,  my  beloved  master,  and  let  not  the  rashness 
of  your  old  age  blemish  that  character  for  wisdom  and 
warlike  skill  which  your  former  life  has  so  nobly  won." 

"  I  am  not  angry  with  you  for  blaming  my  purpose, 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE    OeTROTHEO. 

Deimb/'  answered  the  Nonaaa,  "  for  I  know  you  do  it 
in  lore  to  me  and  mine.  But,  Dennis  Morolt,  this  thing 
must  be— we  must  fight  the  Welshmen  within  these  three 
hours,  or  the  name  of  Ra^ond  Berei^r  must  be 
blotted  fitnn  the  genealogy  of  his  house." 

"And  so  we  wiB-i-^e  wiU  fight  them,  my  noble 
master,"  said  the  esqiure  ;  "fear  not  cold  counsel  from 
Dennis  Morolt,  where  l;>attle  is  the  theme.  But  we  will 
f^ht  them  under  the  walls  of  the  casde,  with  honest 
Wilkin  Flammock  and  his  cnxssbows  on  the  WaU  to  pro- 
tect our  flanks,  and  afford  us  some  balance  against  the 
numerous  odds." 

"Not  so,  Dennis,"  answered  his  master*^" In  the 
open  field  we  must  fig^t  them,  or  thy  master  must  rank 
but  as  a  manswom  knight.  Know  that  when  I  feasted 
yonder  wily  savage  in  my  balls  at  Christmas,  and  when 
the  wine  was -flowing  fastest  around,  Owenwyn  threw  out 
some  praises  of  the  fastness  and  strength  of  my  castle,  in 
a  manner  which  intimated  it  was  these  advantages  alone 
that  had  secured  me  in  farmer  wars  from  defeat  and  cap- 
tivity. I  spoke  in  answer,  wljien  I  had  ffur  better  been 
silent ;  for  what  availed  my  idle  boast  but  as  a  fetter  to 
bind  me  to  a  deed  next  to  madness?  If,  I  said,  a  prince 
of  the  Cymry  shaU  come  in  hostile  fashion  before  the 
Garde  Doloureuse,  let  him  {xtch  his  standard  down  in 
yonder  plain  by  the  bridge,  and,  by  the  word  of  a  good 
knight,  and  the  faith  of  a  Christian  man,  Raymond 
Berenger  will  meet  him  as  willingly,  be  he  many  or  be  he 
few,  as  ever  Welshman  was  met  witbjd." 

Dennis  was  struck  speechless  when  he  heard  of  a 
INXHnise  so  rash,  so  fatal ;  but  his  was  not  the  casuistry 
which  could  release  hi^  master  from  the  fetters  with 
whi<^  his  unwary  confidence  had  bound  him.  It  was 
otherwise  with  Wilkin  Flammock.  He  stared — he  al- 
most, laughed,  notwithstanding  the  reverence  due  to  the 
CastHlaae,  and  his  own  insensibilitv  to  risil^  amotions. 
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'^  And  is  this  all?"  he  said.  "  If  your  honour  had 
pledged  yourself  to  pay  one  hundred  florins  to  a  Jew  or 
to  a  Lombard,  no  doubt  you  must  have  kept  the  day,  or 
forfeited  your  pledge ;  but  surely  one  day  is  as  good  as 
another  to  keep  a  promise  for  fightmg,  and  that  day  is 
best  in  which  the  promiser  is  strongest.  But  indeed, 
after  ail,  what  signifies  any  promise  over  a  wine  flagon?  " 

"  It  signifies  as  much  as  a  promise  can  do  that  is 
given  elsewhere.  The  promiser,"  said  Berenger,  "es- 
capes not  the  sin  of  a  word-breaker,  because  he  hath 
been  a  drunken  braggart." 

"  For  the  sin,"  said  Dennis,  "  sure  I  am,  that  rather 
than  you  should  do  such  a  deed  of  dole,  the  Abbot  of 
Glastonbury  would  absolve  you  for  a  florin." 

"But  what  shall  wipe  out  the  shame?"  demanded 
Berenger — "  how  shall  I  dare  to  show  mysdf  again 
among  press  of  knights,  who  have  broken  my  word  of 
battle  pledged,  for  fear. of  a  Welshman  and  his  naked 
savages  ?  No !  Dennis  Morolt,  speak  on  it  no  more. 
Be  it  for  weal  or  woe,  we  fight  them  to-day,  and  upon 
yonder  fair  field." 

"  It  maybe,"  said  Flammock,  "that  Gwenwyn  may 
have  forgotten  the  promise,  and  so  fail  to  appear  to 
daim  it  in  the  appointed  space  ;  for,  as  we  heard,  your 
wines  of  France  flooded  his  Welsh  brains  deeply." 

"  He  again  alluded  to  it  on  the  morning  after  it  was 
made,"  said  the  Castellane — "  trust  me,  he  will  not  for- 
get what  wiE  give  him  such  a  chance  of  removing  me 
from  his  path  for  ever." 

As  he  spoke,  they  observed  that  large  clouds  of  dust, 
which  had  been  seen  at  different  points  of  the  landscape, 
were  drawing  down  towards  the  opposite  side  of  the 
river,  over  which  an  ancient  bridge  extended  itself  to  the 
appointed  place  of  combat.  They  were  at  no  loss  to 
conjecture  the  cause.  It  was  evident  that  Gwenwyn, 
recalling  the  parties  who  bad  been  engaged  in  partial 
a6 
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(devastation,  was  bending  with  his  whole  forces  towards 
the  bridge  and  the  plain  beyond  it. 

*•  Let  us  rush  down  and  secure  the  pass/'  said  Dennis 
Morolt ;  "  we  may  debate  with  them  with  some  equality 
by  th^  advantage  of  defending  the  bridge.  Your  word 
bound  you  to  the  plain  as  to  a  field  of  battle,  but  it  did 
not  oblige  you  to  forego  such  advant^es  as  the  passage 
of  the  bridge  would  afford.  Our  men,  our  horses,  aie 
ready — let  our  bowmen  secure  the  banks,  and  my  life  on 
the  issue." 

••When  I  promised  to  meet  him  in  yonder  field,  I 
nieant,"  replied  Ra3rmond  Berenger,  •*  to  give  the  Welsh- 
men the  fiill  advantage  of  equality  of  ground.  I  so 
meant  it~he  so  understood  it ;  and  what  avails  keeping 
my  word  in  the  letter,  if  I  break  it  in  the  sense  ?  We 
move  not  till  the  last  Welshman  has  crossed  the  bridge ; 
and  then  " 

•'  And  then,"  said  Dennis,^  "  we  move  to  our  death  I— 
May  God  forgive  our  sins ! — But  "-— 

•'3ut  what?"  said  Berrager ;  "something  sticks  in 
thy  mind  that  should  have  vent." 

"  My  young  lady,  your  daughter  the  Lady  Eve- 
line" . 

•'  I  have  told  her  what  is  to  be.  She  shall  remain  in 
the  castle,  where  I  will  leave  a  few  chosen  veterans,  with 
you,  Dennis,  to  command  them.  In  twenty-four  hours 
the  siege  will  be  relieved,  and  we  have  defended  it  longer 
with  a  slighter  garrison.  Then  to  her  aunt,  the  Abbess 
of  the  B^iedictine  sisters— thou,  Dennis,  wilt  see  her 
placed  there  in  honour  and  safety,  and  my  sister  will 
care  for  her  future  provision  as  her  wisdom  shall 
determine." 

'•/leave  you  at  this  pinch!"  said  Dennis  Morolt, 
bursting  into  tears — ••  /  shut  myself  up  within  walls  when 
my  master  rides  to  his  last  of  battles  1—7  become  esquire 
to  a  lady,  even  though  it  be  to  the  Lady  Eveline,  when 
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he  lies  dead  under  his  shield  !— Raymond  Berenger,  Is  It 
for  this  that  I  have  buckled  thy  armour  so  often  ?  " 

The  tears  gushed  from  the  old  warrior's  eyes  as  fast 
as  from  those  of  a  girl  who  weeps  for  her  lover ;  and 
Raymond,  taking  him  kindly  by  the  hand,  said,  in  a 
soothing  tone,  "  Do  not  think,  my  good  old  servant, 
that,  were  honour  to  be  won,  I  would  drive  thee  from 
my  side.  But  this  is  a  wild  and  an  inconsiderate  deed, 
to  which  my  fate  or  my  folly  has  bound  me.  I  die  to 
save  my  name  from  dishonour  ;  but,  alas  I  I  must  leave 
on  my  memoiy  the  charge  of  imprudence." 

"Let  me  share  your  imprudence,  my  dearest  master," 
said  Denis  Morolt,  earnestly — "  the  poor  esquire  has  no 
business  to  be  thought  wiser  than  his  master.  In  mai^y 
a  battle  my  valour  derived  some  litde  fame  from  par- 
taking in  the  deeds  which  won  your  renown— deny  me  not 
the  right  to  share  in  that  blame  which  your  temerity  may 
incur ;  let  them  not  say  that,  so  rash  was  his  action,  even 
his  old  esquire  was  not  permitted  to  partake  in  it !  I  am 
port  of  yourself— it  is  murder  to  every  man  whom  you 
take  with  you  if  you  leave  me  behind." 

"Dennis,"  said  Berenger,  "you  make  me  feel  yet 
more  bitterly  the  folly  I  have  yielded  to.  I  would 
grant  you  the  boon  you  ask,  sad  as  it  is— But  my 
daughter  " 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  Fleming,  who  had  Ustened  to 
this  dialogue  with  somewhat  less  than  his  usual  apathy, 
"  it  is  not  my  purpose  this  day  to  leave  this  castle  ;  now, 
if  you  could  trust  my  troth  to  do  what  A  plain  man  may 
for  the  protectioQ  of  my  Lady  Eveline  " 

"  How,  sirrah  I "  said  Raymond  ;  "  you  do  not  propose 
to  leave  the  castle  ?  Who  gives  you  right  to  propose 
or  dispose  in  the  case  until  my  pleasure  is  known  ?  " 

"  I  shall  be  sorry  to  have  words  with  you,  Sir  Castel- 
kme,"  said  the  imperturbable  Fleming; — "but  I  hold 
here  in  this  town:^ip  certain  mills,  tenements,   cloth* 
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yards,  and  so  forth,  for  which  I  am  to  pay  iiia:n*service  in 
defending  this  castle  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  and  in 
this  I  am  ready.  But  if  you  call  on  me  to  march  from 
hence,  leaving  the  same  castle  defenceless,  and  to  offer 
up  my  life  in  a  battle  which  you  acknowledge  to  be 
desperate,  I  must  needs  say  my  tenure  binds  me  not  to 
obey  thee." 

"  Base  mechanic  ! "  said  Morolt,  laying  his  hand  on  his 
dagger,  and  menacing  the  Fleming. 

But  Raymond  Berenger  interfered  with  voice  and  hand 
— "  Harm  him  not,  Morolt,  and  blame  him  not.  He 
hath  a  sense  of  duty,  though  not  after  our  manner  ;  and 
he  and  his  knaves  will  fight  best  behind  stone  walls. 
They  are  taught  also,  these  Flemings,  by  the  practice  of 
their  own  country,  the  attack  and  defence  of  walled  cities 
and  fortresses,  and  are  especially  skilful  in  working  of 
mangonels  and  military  engines.  There  are  several  of 
his  coimtr3rmen  in  the  castle,  besides  his  own  follDwers. 
These  I  propose  to  leave  behind  ;  and  I  think  they  will 
obey  him  more  readily  than  any  but  thyself— how  think'st 
thou?  Thou  wouldst  not,  I  know,  from  a  misconstrued 
point  of  honoiu:,  or  a  blind  love  to  me,  leave  this  im- 
portant place,  and  the  safety  of  Eveline,  in  doubtful 
hands  ? " 

"Wilkin  Flammock  is  but  a  Flemish  clown,  noble 
sir,"  answered  Dennis,  as  much  overjoyed  as  if  he  had 
obtained  some  important  advantage  ;  ' '  but  I  must  needs 
say  he  is  as  stout  and  true  as  any  whom  you  might  trust ; 
and,  besides,  his  own  shrewdness  will  teach  him  there  is 
more  to  be  gained  by  defending  such  a  castle  as  this, 
than  by  yielding  it  to  strangers,  who  may  not  be  likely  to 
keep  the  terms  of  surrender,  however  fairly  they  may 
offer  them." 

*'  It  is  fixed,  then,"  said  Ra3miond  Berenger.  *'  Then, 
Dennis,  thou  shalt  go  with  me,  and  he  shall  remain 
behind. — ^Wilkin  Flammock,"  he  said,  addressing  the 
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Fleming  solemnly,  "  I  speak  not  to  thee  the  language  of 
chivalry,  of  which  thou  knowest  nothing  ;  but  as  thou 
art  an  honest  man,  and  a  true  Christian,  I  conjure  thee 
to  stand  to  the  defence  of  this  castle.  Let  no  promise  of 
the  enemy  draw  thee  to  any  base  composition — no  threat 
to  any  surrender.  Relief  must  speedily  arrive ;  if  you 
fulfil  your  trust  to  me  and  to  my  daughter,  Hugo  de  Lacy 
will  reward  you  richly — ^if  you  fail,  he  will  punish  you 
severely." 

"Sir  Knight,"  said  Flammock,  "I  am  pleased  you 
have  put  your  trust  so  far  in  a  plain  handicraftsman. 
For  the  Welsh,  I  am  come  from  a  land  for  whidi  we 
were  compelled— ^yearly  compelled — to  struggle  with  the 
sea  ;  and  they  who  can  deal  with  the  waves  in  a  tempest 
need  not  fear  an  undisciplined  people  in  their  fury.  Your 
daughter  shall  be  as  dear  to  me  as  mine  own  ;  and  in  that 
faith  you  may  prick  forth — ^if,  indeed,  you  will  not  still, 
like  a  wiser  man,  shut  gate,  down  portcullis,  up  draw- 
bridge, and  let  your  archers  and  my  cross-bows  man  tho 
wall,  and  tell  the  knaves  you  are  not  the  fool  that  they 
take  you  for." 

"Good  fellow,  that  must  not  be,"  said  the  Knight. 
"  I  hear  my  daughter's  voice,"  he  added  hastily ;  "  I 
would  not  again  meet  her,  again  to  part  from  her.  Ta 
Heaven's  keeping  I  commit  thee,  honest  Fleming.— 
Follow  me,  Dennis  Morolt." 

The  old  Castellane  descended  the  stair  of  the  southern 
tower  hastily,  just  as  his  daughter  Eveline  ascended  that 
of  the  eastern  turret,  to  throw  herself  at  his  feet  once 
more.  She  was  followed  by  the  Father  Aldrovand,  chap- 
lain of  her  father  ;  by  an  old  and  almost  invalided  hunts- 
man, whose  more  active  services  in  the  field  and  the 
chase  had  been  for  some  time  chiefly  limited  to  the 
superintendence  of  the  Knight's  kennels,  and  the  charge 
especially  of  his  more  favourite  hounds ;  and  by  Rose 
Flanunock,  the  daughter  of  Wilkin,  a  blue-eyed  Flemish 
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maiden,  round,  phimp,  and  shy  as  a  partridge,  who  had 
been  for  some  time  permitted  to  keep  company  with  the 
high-born  Norman  damsel,  in  a  doubtful  station,  betwixt 
that  of  an  humble  friend  and  a  superior  domestic. 

Eveline  rushed  upon  the  battlements,  her  hair  dis- 
hevelled and  her  eyes  drowned  in  tears,  and  eagerly 
demanded  of  the  Fleming  where  her  father  was. 

Flammock  made  a  ^umsy  reverence,  and  attempted 
some  answer,  but  his  voice  seemed  to  fail  him.  He 
turned  his  back  upon  Eveline  without  ceremony,  and 
totally  disr^^ding  the  anxious  inquiries  of  the  hunts- 
man and  the  chaplain,  he  said  hastily  to  his  daughter,  in 
his  own  language,  "Mad  work  !  mad  work !  look  to  the 
poor  maiden,  Roschen — Der  alter  Herr  ist  verruckV 

Without  further  speech  he  descended  the  stairs,  and 
never  paused  till  he  reached  the  buttery.  Here  he 
called  like  a  lion  for  the  controller  of  these  regions,  by 
the  various  names  of  Kammerer,  Keller-master,  and  so 
forth,  to  which  the  old  Reinold,  an  ancient  Norman 
esquire,  answered  not,  until  the  Netherlander  fortunately 
recollected  his  Anglo-Norman  title  of  butler.  This,  his 
regular  name  of  office,  was  the  key  to  the  buttery-hatch, 
and  the  old  man  instantly  appeared,  with  his  grey  cas- 
sock and  high-rolled  hose,  a  ponderous  bunch  of  keys 
suspended  by  a  silver  chain  to  his  broad  leathern  girdle, 
which,  in  consideration  of  the  emergency  of  the  time,  he 
had  thought  it  right  to  balance  on  the  left  side  with  a 
huge  £edchion,  which  seemed  much  too  weighty  for  his 
old  arm  to  wield. 

"What  is  your  will,"  he  said,  "Master  Flammock? 
or  what  are  your  commands,  since  it  is  my  lord's  pleasure 
that  they  shall  be  laws  to  me  for  a  time  ?  '* 

"  Only  a  cup  of  wine,  good  Meister  Keller-master — 
buUer,  I  mean." 

"  I  am  glad  you  remembw  the  name  of  mine  office," 
said  Reinold,  with  some  of  the  petty  resentment  of  a 
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spoiled  domestic,  who  thinks  that  a  stranger  has  been 
irregularly  put  in  command  over  him. 

"A  flagon  of  Rhenish,  if  you  love  me,"  answered  the 
Fleming,  "  for  my  heart  is  low  and  poor  within  me,  and 
I  must  needs  drink  of  the  best." 

"And  drink  you  shall,"  said  Reinold,  "if  drink  will 
give  you  the  courage  which  perhaps  you  lack." — He 
descended  to  the  secret  crypts,  of  which  he  was  the 
giiardian,  and  returned  with  a  silver  flagon,  whidi  might 
contain  about  a  quart. — "  Here  is  such  wine,"  said 
Reinold,  ' '  as  thou  hast  seldom  tasted,"  and  was  about  to 
pour  it  out  into  a  cup. 

"  Nay,  the  flagon — the  flagon,  friend  Reinold ;  I  love 
a  deep  and  solemn  draught  when  the  business  is 
weighty,"  said  Wilkin.  He  seized  on  the  flagon  accord- 
ingly, and  drinking  a  preparatory  mouthful,  paused  as  if 
to  estimate  the  strength  and  flavour  of  the  generous  liquor. 
Apparently  he  was  pleased  with  both,  for  he  nodded  in 
approbation  to  the  butler ;  and  raising  the  flagon  to  his 
mouth  once  more,  he  slowly  and  gradually  brought  the 
bottom  of  the  vessel  parallel  with  the  roof  of  the  apart- 
ment, \vithout  suffering  one  drop  of  the  contents  to  escape 
liim. 

"That  hath  savour,  Herr  Keller-master,"  said  he, 
while  he  was  recovering  his  breath  by  intervals,  after  so 
long  a  suspense  of  respiration  ;  "but  may  Heaven  for- 
give you  for  thinking  it  the  best  I  have  ever  tasted  I  You 
httle  know  the  cellars  of  Ghent  and  Ypres." 

"And  I  care  not  for  them,"  said  Reinold  ;  "those  of 
gentle  Norman  blood  hold  the  wines  of  Gascony  and 
France,  generous,  light,  and  cordial,  worth  all  the  acid 
potations  of  the  Rhine  and  the  Neckar." 

"  All  is  matter  of  taste,"  said  the  Fleming  ;  "  but  hark 
ye — Is  there  much  of  this  wine  in  the  cellar?" 

"  Methought  but  now  it  pleased  not  your  dainty 
palate?"  said  Reinold. 
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"  Nay,  nay,  my  friend,"  said  Wilkin,  "  I  said  it  had 
savotir — I  may  have  drunk  betta* — but  this  is  right  good, 
where  better  may  not  be  had. — ^Again,  how  much  of  it 
hast  thou  ?  " 

"The  whole  butt,  man,"  answered  the  butler;  "I 
have  broached  a  fresh  piece  for  you." 

**Good,"  replied  Flammock ;  "get  the  quart-pot  of 
Christian  measure;  heave  the  cask  up  into  this  same 
buttery,  and  let  each  soldier  of  this  castle  be  served  with 
such  a  cup  as  I  have  here  swallowed.  I  feel  it  hath  done 
me  much  good — my  heart  was  sinking  when  I  saw  the 
black  smoke  arising  from  mine  own  fulling-mills  yonder. 
Let  each  man,  I  say,  have  a  full  quart-pot — men  defend 
not  castles  on  thin  liquors." 

"  I  must  do  as  you  will,  good  Wilkin  Flammock,"  said 
the  butler  ;  "  but  I  pray  remember  all  men  are  not  alike. 
That  which  will  but  warm  your  Flemish  hearts  will  put 
wildfire  into  Norman  brains  ;  and  what  may  only  en- 
coiu^e  your  countrymen  to  man  the  walls  will  make 
oars  fly  over  the  battlements. " 

"Well, 'you  know  the  conditions  of  your  own 
cotmtrymen  best ;  serve  out  to  them  what  wines  and 
measure  you  list — only  let  each  Fleming  have  a 
solemn  quart  of  Rhenish. — But  what  will  you  do  for 
the  English  churls,  of  whom  there  are  a  right  many 
left  with  us  ?  " 

.  The  old  butler  paused  and  rubbed  his  brow. — "  There 
will  be  a  strange  waste  of  liquor,"  he  said  ;  "  and  yet  I 
may  not  deny  that  the  emergency  may  defend  the  exr- 
penditure.  But  for  the  English,  they  are,  as  you  wot,  a 
mixed  breed,  having  much  of  your  German  sullenness, 
together  with  a  plentiful  touch  of  the  hot  blood  of  yonder 
Welsh  fiuries.  L4ght  wines  stir  them  not ;  strong  heavy 
draughts  would  madden  them.  What  think  you  of  ale, 
an  invigorating  strengthening  liquor,  that  warms  the 
heart  without  inflaming  the  brain  ?  " 
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"Ale!"  said  the  Fleming, — "Hum — ^ha — is  your  ale 
mighty,  Sir  Butler? — ^is  it  double  ale?" 

'  Do  you  doubt  my  skill?"  said  the  butler. — "  March 
and  October  have  witnessed  me  ever  as  they  came  round, 
for  thirty  years,  deal  with  the  best  barley  in  Shropshire. 
— You  sh^l  judge." 

He  filled,  from  a  large  hogshead  in  the  comer  of  the 
buttery,  the  flagon  which  the  Fleming  had  just  emptied, 
and  which  was  no  sooner  replenished  than  Wilkin  again 
drained  it  to  the  bottom. 

•'  Good  ware,"  he  said,  "  Master  Butler,  strong  sting- 
ing ware.  The  English  churls  will  fight  like  devils  upon 
it — ^let  them  be  famished  with  mighty  ale  along  with  their 
beef  and  brown  bread.  And  now,  having  given  you  your 
charge,  Master  Reinold,  it  is  time  I  should  look  after 
mine  own." 

Wilkin  Flammock  left  the  buttery,  and  with  a  mien 
and  judgment  alike  undisturbed  by  the  deep  potations  in 
which  he  had  so  recently  indulged,  undisturbed  also  by 
the  various  rumours  concerning  what  was  passing  without 
doors,  he  made  the  round  of  the  castle  and  its  outworks, 
mustered  the  little  garrison,  and  assigned  to  each  their 
posts,  reserving  to  his  own  coimtrjnmen  the  management 
of  the  arblasts,  or  crossbows,  and  of  the  military  engines 
which  were  contrived  by  the  proud  Normans,  and  were 
incomprehensible  to  the  ignorant  English,  or,  more 
properly,  Anglo-Saxons,  of  the  period,  but  which  his 
more  adroit  countrymen  managed  vrith  great  address. 
The  jealousies  entertained  by  both  the  Normans  and 
English,  at  being  placed  under  the  temporary  command 
of  a  Fleming,  gradually  yielded  to  the  military  and 
mechanical  skill  which  he  displayed,  as  well  as  to  a 
sense  of  the  emergency,  which  became  greater  with  every 
moment 
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CHAP.  IV. 

Beside  yon  hngg  out  oweryon  burn, 
'  Where  the  water  bickereth  bright  and  sheen. 
Shall  many  a  falling  courser  spvm^ 
And  knights  shall  die  in  battle  keen. 

Prophecy  of  Thomas  the  Rhyme 

Bisn|  HE  daughter  of  Raymond  Berenger,  with  tlie 
H  ^^  attendants  whom  we  have  mentioned,  continued 
HLSbB  to  remain  upon  the  battlements  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  in  spite  of  the  exhortations  of  the  priest  that 
she  would  rather  await  the  issue  of  this  terrible  interval 
in  the  chapel,  and  amid  the  rites  of  religion.  He  per- 
ceived at  length,  that  she  was  incapable,  from  grief  and 
fear,  of  attending  to  or  understanding  his  advice  ;  and, 
sitting  down  beside  her,  while  the  huntsman  and  Rose 
Flammock  stood  by,  endeavoured  to  suggest  sucli 
comfort  as  perhaps  he  scarcely  felt  himself. 

**  This  is  but  a  sally  of  your  noble  father's,"  he  said ; 
"and  though  it  may  seem  it  is  made  on  great  hazard, 
yet  who  ever  questioned  Sir  Raymond  Berenger's  policy 
of  wars  ? — He  is  close  and  secret  in  his  purposes.  I 
guess  right  well  he  had  not  marched  out  as  he  proposes, 
unless  he  knew  that  the  noble  Earl  of  Arundel,  or  the 
mighty  Constable  of  Chester,  were  close  at  hand." 

*' Think  you  this  assuredly,  good  father? — Go,  Raoul 
— go,  my  dearest  Rose — look  to  the  east — see  if  you  can- 
not descry  banners  or  clouds  of  dust. — Listen — listen — 
hear  you  no  trumpets  from  that  quarter  ?  " 

"Alas!  my  lady,"  said  Raoul,  "the  thunder  of 
heaven  could  scarce  be  heard  amid  the  howling  of  yonder 
Welsh  wolves. ' '  Eveline  turned  as  he  spoke,  and  looking 
towards  the  bridge  she  beheld  an  appalling  spectacle. 

The  river,  whose  stream  washes  on  three  sides  the  base 
<rf  the  proud  eminence  on  which  the  castle  is  situated, 
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curves  away  from  the  fortress  and  its  corresponding 
village  on  the  west,  and  the  hill  sinks  downward  to  an 
extensive  plain,  so  extremely  level  as  to  indicate  its 
alluvial  origin.  Lower  down,  at  the  extremity  of  this 
plain,  where  the  banks  again  close  on  the  river,  were 
situated  the  manufacturing  houses  of  the  stout  Flemings, 
which  were  now  burning  in  a  bright  flame.  The  bridge, 
a  high,  narrow  combination  of  arches  of  unequal  size, 
was  about  half-a-mile  distant  from  the  castle,  in  the  very 
centre  of  the  plain.  The  river  itself  ran  in  a  deep  rocky 
channel,  was  often  imfordable,  and  at  all  times  difficult 
of  passage,  giving  considerable  advantage  to  the  de- 
fenders of  the  castle,  who  had  spent  on  other  occasions 
many  a  dear  drop  of  blood  to  defend  the  pass,  which 
Raymond  Berenger'is  fantastic  scruples  now  induced  him 
to  abandon.  The  Welshmen,  seizing  the  opporttmity 
with  the  avidity  with  which  men  grasp  an  unexpected 
benefit,  were  fast  crowding  over  the  high  and  steep 
arches,  while  new  bands,  collecting  from  different  points 
upon  the  farther  bank,  increased  the  continued  stream  of 
warriors,  who,  ptissing  leisurely  and  uninterrupted, 
formed  their  line  of  battle  on  the  plain  opposite  to  the 
castle. 

At  first  Father  Aldrovand  viewed  their  motions  without 
anxiety,  nay,  with  the  scornful  smile  of  one  who  observes 
an  enemy  in  the  act  of  Calling  into  the  snare  spread  for 
them  by  superior  skill  Raymond  Berenger,  with  his 
little  body  of  infantry  and  cavalry,  were  drawn  up  on  the 
easy  hill  which  is  betwixt  the  castle  and  the  plain,  ascend- 
ing from  the  former  towards  the  fortress ;  and  it  seemed 
clear  to  the  Dominican,  who  had  not  entirely  forgotten 
in  the  cloister  his  ancient  military  experience,  that  it  was 
the  Knight's  purpose  to  attack  the  disordered  enemy 
when  a  certain  number  had  crossed  the  river,  and  the 
others  were  partly  on  the  farther  side,  and  partly  en- 
gaged in  the  slow  and  perilous  manoeuvre  of  effecting 
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thdr  passage.  But  when  large  bodies  of  the  white- 
mantled  Welshmen  were  permitted  without  interruption 
to  take  such  order  on  the  plain  as  their  habits  of  fighting 
recommended,  the  monk's  countenance,  though  he  still 
endeavoiured  to  speak  encouragement  to  the  terrified 
Eveline,  assumed  a  different  and  an  anxious  expression  ; 
and  his  acquired  habits  [of  resignation^contended  strenu- 
ously with  his  ancient  military  ardour.  "Be  patient," 
he  said,  *'  my  daughter,  and  be  of  good  comfort ;  thine 
eyes  shall  behold  the  dismay  of  yonder  barbarous  enemy. 
Let  but  a  minute  elapse,  and  thou  Shalt  see  them  scattered 
like  dust. — Saint  George  1  they  will  surely  cry  thy  name 
now,  or  never  !  '* 

The  monk's  beads  passed  meanwhile  rapidly  through 
his  hands,  but  many  an  expresaon  of  military  impatience 
mingled  itself  with  his  orisons.  He  could  not  conceive 
the  cause  why  each  successive  throng  of  mountaineers, 
led  under  their  different  banners,  and  headed  by  their 
respective  chieftains,  was  permitted,  without  interruption, 
to  pass  the  difficult  defile,  and  extend  themselves  in  battle 
array  on  the  near  side  of  the  bridge,  while  the  English, 
or  rather  Anglo-Norman  cavalry,  remained  stationary, 
without  so  much  as  laying  their  lances  in  rest.  There 
remained,  he  thought,  but  one  hope  —  one  only 
rational  explanation  of  this  imaccountable  inactivity — 
this  voluntary  surrender  of  every  advqjitage  of  ground, 
when  tfiat  of  niunbers  was  so  tremendously  on  the  side 
of  the  enemy.  Father  Aldrovand  concluded  that  the 
succours  of  the  Constable  of  Chester,  and  other  Lord 
Marchers,  must  be  in  the  immediate  vicinity,  and  that 
the  Welsh  were  only  permitted  to  pass  the  river  without 
opposition,  that  their  retreat  might  be  the  more  effectually 
cut  off,  and  their  defeat,  with  a  deep  river  in  their  rear, 
rendered  the  more  signally  calamitous.  But  even  while 
he  clung  to  this  hope,  the  monk's  heart  sank  within  him, 
as,  looking  in  every  direction  from  which  the  expected 


2n 


dbyGoOgll 


e 


THE  BETROTHED. 
succours  might  arrive,  he  could  neither  see  nor  hear  the 
slightest  token  which  announced  their  approach.  In  a 
frame  of  mind  approaching  naore  nearly  to  despair  than 
to  hope,  the  old  man  continued  alternately  to  tell  his 
beads,  to  gaze  anxiously  around,  and  to  address  some 
words  of  consolation  in  broken  phrases  to  the  young  lady, 
until  the  general  shout  of  the  Welsh,  ringing  from  the 
bank  of  the  river  to  the  battlements  of  the  castle,  warned 
him,  in  a  note  of  exultation,  that  the  very  last  of  the 
British  had  defiled  through  the  pass,  and  that  thdr 
whole  formidable  array  stood  prompt  for  action  upon 
the  hitha:  side  of  the  river. 

This  thrilling  and  astounding  clamour,  to  which  each 
Welshman  lent  his  voice  with  all  the  energy  of  defiance, 
thirst  of  battle,  and  hope  of  conquest,  was  at  length 
answered  by  the  Hast  of  the  Norman  trumpets, — the 
first  sign  of  activity  which  had  been  exhibited  on  the 
part  of  Ra)rmond  Berenger.  But  cheerily  as  they  rang, 
the  trumpets,  in  comparison  of  the  shout  which  they 
answered,  sounded  like  the  silver  whistle  of  the  stout 
boatswain  amid  the  howling  of  the  tempest 

At  the  same  moment  when  the  trumpets  were  blown, 
Berenger  gave  signal  to  the  archers  to  discharge  their 
arrows,  and  the  men-at-arms  to  advance  under  a  hail- 
storm of  shafts,  javelins,  and  stones,  shot,  darted,  and 
slung  by  the  We^h  against  their  steel-clad  assailants. 

The  veterans  of  Raymond,  on  the  other  hand,  stimu- 
lated by  so  many  victorious  recollections,  confident  in 
the  talents  of  their  accomplished  leader,  and  undismayed 
even  by  the  desperation  of  their  circumstances,  chai^ged  the 
mass  of  the  Wdshmen  with  their  usual  determined  valour. 
It  was  a  gallant  sight  to  see  this  little  body  of  cavahy 
advance  to  the  onset,  their  plumes  floating  above  their 
helmets,  their  lances  in  rest,  and  projecting  six  feet  in 
length  before  the  breasts  of  their  coursers  ;  their  shields, 
hanging  from  their  necks,  that  their  left  hands  might 
38 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE    BETROTHED. 

liave  freedom  to  guide  their  horses  ;  and  the  whole  body 
rushing  on  with  an  equal  front,  and  a  momentum  of  speed 
which  increased  with  every  second.  Such  an  onset 
might  have  startled  naked  men  (for  such  were  the  Welsh, 
in  respect  of  the  mail-sheathed  Normans),  but  it  brought 
no  terrors  to  the  ancient  British,  who  had  long'  made  it 
their  boast  that  they  exposed  their  bare  bosoms  and 
white  tunics  to  the  lances  and  swords  of  the  men-at-arms, 
with  as  much  confidence  as  if  they  had  been  bom 
invulnerable.  It  was  not  indeed  in  their  power  to  with> 
stand  the  weight  of  the  first  shock,  which,  breaking  their 
ranks,  densely  as  they  were  arranged,  carried  the  barbed 
horses  into  the  very  centre  of  their  host,  and  well-nigh 
up  to  the  fatal  standard,  to  which  Raymond  Berenger, 
bound  by  his  fatal  vow,  had  that  day  conceded  so  much 
vantage-ground.  But  they  yielded  like  the  billows, 
which  give  way,  indeed,  to  the  gallant  ship,  but  only  to 
assail  her  sides,  and  to  unite  in  her  wake.  With  wild 
and  horrible  clamours,  they  closed  their  tumultuous 
ranks  around  Berenger  and  his  devoted  followers,  and  a 
deadly  scene  of  strife  ensued. 

The  best  warriors  of  Wales  had  on  this  occasion 
joined  the  standard  of  Gwenwyn ;  the  arrows  of  the 
men  of  Gwentland,  whose  skill  in  archery  almost  equalled 
that  of  the  Normans  themsdves,  rattled  on  the  helmets 
of  the  men-atrarms ;  and  the  spears  of  the  people  of 
Deheubarth,  renowned  for  the  sharpness  and  terap)er  of 
their  steel-heads,  were  employed  against  the  cuirasses 
not  without  fatal  effect,  notwithstanding  the  protection 
which  these  afforded  to  the  rider. 

It  was  in  vain  that  the  archery  belonging  to  Raymond's 
little  band,  stout  yeomen,  who,  for  the  most  part,  held 
possessions  by  miUtary  tenure,  eidiausted  their  quivers 
on  the  broad  mark  afforded  them  by  the  Welsh  army. 
It  is  probable  that  every  shaft  carried  a  Welshman's  life 
on  its  point ;  yet,  to  have  afforded  important  reUef  to 
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the  cavalry,  now  closely  and  inextricably  engaged,  the 
slaughter  ought  to  have  been  twenty-fold  at  least. 
Meantime,  the  Welsh,  gaUed  by  this  incessant  discharge, 
answered  it  by  volleys  from  their  own  archers,  whose 
numbers  made  some  amends  for  their  inferiority,  and 
who  were  supported  by  numerous  bodies  of  darters  and 
slingers.  So  that  the  Norman  archers,  who  had  more 
than  once  attempted  to  descend  from  their  position  to 
operate  a  diversion  in  favour  of  Raymond  and  his 
devoted  band,  were  now  so  closely  engaged  in  front, 
as  obliged  them  to  abandon  all  thoughts  of  such  a 
movement. 

Meanwhile,  that  chivalrous  leader,  who  from  the  first 
had  hop^  for  no  more  than  an  honourable  death, 
laboured  with  all  his  power  to  render  his  fate  signal, 
by  involving  in  it  that  of  the  Welsh  Prince,  the  author 
of  the  war.  He  cautiously  avoided  the  expenditure  of 
his  strength  by  hewing  among  the  British  ;  but,  vjrith  the 
shock  of  his  managed  horse,  repelled  the  numbers  who 
pressed  on  hira,  and  leaving  the  pldseians  to  the  swords 
of  his  companions,  shouted  his  war-cry,  and  made  his 
way  towards  the  fatal  standard  of  Gwenwyn,  beside 
which,  discharging  at  once  the  duties  of  a  skilful  leader 
and  a  brave  soldier,  the  Prince  had  stationed  himself. 
Raymond's  experience  of  the  Welsh  disposition,  subject 
equally  to  the  highest  flood,  and  most  sudden  ebb  of 
passion,  gave  him  some  hope  that  a  successful  attack 
upon  this  point,  followed  by  the  death  or  capture  of  the 
Prince,  and  the  downfall  of  his  standard,  might  ev&i  yet 
strike  such  a  panic  as  should  change  the  fortunes  of  the 
day,  otherwise  so  nearly  desperate.  The  veteran,  there- 
fore, animated  his  comrades  to  the  chaise  by  voice  and 
example  ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  opposition,  forced  his  way 
gradually  onward.  But  Gwenw3m  in  person,  surrounded 
by  his  best  and  noblest  champions,  offered  a  defence  as 
obstinate  as  the  assault  was  intrepid,  In  vain  they  were 
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borne  to  the  earth  by  the  barbed  horaes,  or  hewed  down 
by  the  invuhierabie  riders.  Wounded  and  overthrown, 
the  Britons  contmued  their  resistance,  clung  round  the 
legs  of  the  Norman  steeds,  and  cumbered  their  advance  ; 
while  their  brethren,  thrusting  with  pikes,  proved  every 
joint  and  crevice  of  the  plate  and  mail,  or  grappling 
with  the  men-at-arms,  strove  to  pull  them  from  their 
horses  by  main  force,  etc  beat  them  down  with  their  bills 
and  Wdsh  hooks.  And  woe  betide  those  who  were  by 
these  various  means  dismounted,  for  the  long  sharp 
kmres  worn  by  the  Welsh  soon  pierced  them  with  a 
hundred  woimds,  and  were  then  only  merciful  when  the 
first  inflicted  was  deadly. 

The  combat  was  at  this  point,  and  had  raged  for  more 
than  half-an-hour,  when  Berenger,  having  forced  his 
horse  within  two  spears'  length  of  the  British  standard, 
he  and  Gwenwyn  were  so  near  to  each  other  as  to 
exchange  tokens  of  mutual  defiance. 

"Turn  thee.  Wolf  of  Wales,"  said  Berenger,  "and 
abide,  if  thou  darest,  one  blow  of  a  good  Knight's  sword ! 
Raymond  Berenger  spits  at  thee  and  thy  banner." 

"False  Norman  churl!"  said  Gwenwyn,  swinging 
around  his  head  a  mace  of  pfrodigious  weight,  and 
already  clotted  with  blood,  "thy  iron  head-piece  shall 
iU  protect  thy  l)ring  tongne,  with  which  I  will  this  day 
feed  the  ravens." 

Ra3rmond  made  no  farther  answer,  but  pushed  his 
horse  towards  the  Prince,  who  advanced  to  meet  him 
with  equal  readiness.  But  ere  they  came  within  reach 
of  each  other's  weapons,  a  Welsh  champion,  devoted 
like  the  Romans  who  opposed  the  elephants  of  Pyrrhus, 
finding  that  the  armoiur  of  Raymond's  horse  resisted  the 
repeated  thrusts  of  his  spear,  threw  himself  under  the 
animal,  and  stabbed  him  in  the  belly  with  his  long  knife. 
The  noble  horse  reared  and  fell,  crushing  with  his 
weight  the  Briton  who  had  wounded  him  ;  the  helmet 
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of  the  rider  burst  its  clasps  in  the  fall,  and  rolled  away 
from  his  head,  giving  to  view  his  noble  features  and  grey 
hairs.  He  made  more  than  one  effort  to  extricate  him- 
self from  the  fallen  horse,  but  ere  he  could  succeed, 
received  his  death's  wound  from  the  hand  of  Gwenwyn, 
who  hesitated  not  to  strike  him  down  with  his  mace 
while  in  the  act  of  extricating  himself. 

During  the  whole  of  this  bloody  day,  Dennis  Morolt's 
horse  had  kept  pace  for  pace,  and  his  arm  blow  for  blow, 
with  his  master's.  It  seemed  as  if  two  different  bodies 
had  been  moving  under  one  act  of  volition.  He  bus* 
banded  his  strength,  or  put  it  forth,  exactly  as  he 
observed  his  knight  did,  and  was  clo^  by  his  side  when 
he  made  the  last  deadly  effort.  At  that  fatal  moment, 
whai  Raymond  Berenger  rushed  on  the  chief,  the  bra.ve 
squire  forced  his  way  up  to  the  standard,  and  grasping 
it  firmly,  struggled  for  possession  of  it  with  a  gigantic 
Briton,  to  whose  care  it  had  been  confided,  and  who 
now  eicerted  his  utmost  strength  to  defend  it.  But  even 
while  engaged  in  this  mortal  struggle,  the  eye  of  Moroh 
scarcely  left  his  master  ;  and  when  he  saw  him  fall,  his 
own  force  seemed  by  sympathy  to  abandon  him,  and  the 
British  champion  had  no  longer  any  trouble  in  laying 
him  prostrate  among  the  slain. 

The  victory  of  the  British  was  now  complete.  Upon 
the  fall  of  their  leader,  the  followers  of  Raymond  Beren- 
ger would  willingly  have  fled  or  surrendered.  But  the 
first  was  impossible,  so  closely  had  they  been  enveloped ; 
and  in  the  cruel  wars  maintained  by  the  Welsh  upon 
their  frontiers,  quarter  to  the  vanquished  was  out  d 
question.  A  few  of  the  men-at-arms  were  lucky  enough 
to  disentangle  themselves  from  the  tumult,  and,  not  even 
attempting  to  enter  the  castle,  fled  in  various  directions, 
to  carry  their  own  fears  among  the  inhabitants  of  the 
marches,  by  announcing  the  loss  of  the  battle,  and  tht* 
fate  of  the  far-renowned  Raymond  Berenger 
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The  arcbers  of  the  fallen  leader,  as  they  had  never 
been  so  deeply  involved  in  the  combat,  which  had  been 
chiefly  maintained  by  the  cavalry,  became  now,  in  their 
turn,  the  sole  object  oi  the  enemy's  attack.  But  when 
they  saw  the  multitude  come  roaring  towards  them  Uke 
a  sea,  with  all  its  waves,  they  abandoned  the  bank  which 
they  had  hitherto  bravely  defended,  and  began  a  regular 
retreat  to  the  castle  in  the  best  order  which  they  could, 
as  the  only  remaining  means  of  securing  their  lives.  A 
few  of  their  light-footed  enemies  attempted  to  intercept 
them,  during  the  execution  of  this  prudent  manoeuvre, 
by  outstripping  them  in  their  march,  and  throwing  them- 
selves into  the  hollow  way  which  led  to  the  castle  to 
oppose  their  retreat.  But  the  coolness  of  the  English 
archers,  accustomed  to  extremities  of  every  kind,  sup- 
ported them  on  the  present  occasion.  While  a  part  of 
them,  armed  with  glaives  and  bills,  dislodged  the  Welsh 
from  the  hollow  way,  the  others,  facing  in  the  opposite 
direction,  and  parted  into  divisions,  which  alternately 
halted  and  retreated,  maintained  such  a  countenance  as 
to  chedc  pursuit,  and  exchange  a  severe  discharge  of 
missiles  with  the  WeWi,  by  which  both  parties  were 
considerable  sufferers. 

At  length,  having  left  more  than  two-thirds  of  their 
brave  companions  on  the  field,  the  yecwnanry  attained 
the  point,  which,  being  commanded  by  arrows  and 
engines  from  the  battlements,  might  be  considered  as 
that  of  comparative  safety.  A  volley  of  large  stones,  and 
square-headed  bolts  of  great  siee  and  thickness,  effec- 
tually stopped  the  farther  progress  of  the  pursuit,  and 
those  who  had  led  it  drew  back  their  desultory  forces  to 
the  plain,  where,  with  shouts  of  jubilee  and  exultation, 
their  countrymen  were  Mnployed  in  securing  the  plimder 
of  the  field  ;  while  some,  impelled  by  hatred  and  revenge, 
mangled  and  mutilated  the  limbs  of  the  dead  Normans, 
in  a  manner  unworthy  of  their  national  cause  and  their 
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own  courage.  The  fearful  yells  with  which  this  dreadful 
work  was  consummated,  while  it  struck  horror  into  the 
minds  of  the  slender  garrison  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse, 
inspired  them  at  the  same  time  with  the  resolution  rather 
to  defend  the  fortress  to  the  last  extremity,  than  to  sub- 
mit to  the  mercy  of  so  vengeful  an  enemy. 


CHAP.  V. 

That  Baron  he  io  his  castle  Jled^ 

To  Barnard  Castle  then  fled  he  ; 
The  uttermost  walls  were  eatJie  to  win. 

The  Earls  have  won  them  speedilie; — 
The  uttermost  walls  were  stone  and  brick; 

But  though  they  won  them  soon  anon. 
Long  ere  they  won  the  inmost  walls. 

For  they  were  hewn  in  rock  of  stone. 

Percy's  Relics  of  Ancient  Poetry. 

HE  unhappy  fate  of  the  battle  was  soon  evident 
to  the  anidous  spectators  upon  the  watch-towers 
!  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  which  name  the  castle 
that  day  too  well  deserved.  With  difficulty  the  con- 
fessor mastered  his  own  emotions  to  control  those  of  the 
females  on  whom  he  attended,  and  who  were  now  joined 
in  their  lamentation  by  many  others — ^women,  children, 
and  infirm  old  men,  the  relatives  of  those  whom  they 
saw  engaged  in  this  unavailing  contest.  These  helpless 
beings  had  been  admitted  to  the  castle  for  security's 
«ake,  and  they  had  now  thronged  to  the  battlements, 
from  which  Father  Aldrovand  found  difficulty  in  making 
them  descend,  aware  that  the  sight  of  them  on  the 
lowers,  that  should  have  appeared  lined  with  armed 
men,  would  be  an  additional  encouragement  to  the  exer- 
tions of  the  assailants.  He  urged  the  Lady  Eveline  to 
set  an  example  to  this  group  of  helpless,  yet  intractable 
mourners. 
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Preserving,  at  least  endeavouring  to  preserve,  even  in 
the  extremity  of  grief,  that  composure  which  the  man- 
ners of  the  time  enjoined— for  chivalry  had  its  stoicism 
as  well  as  philosophy — Eveline  repUed  in  a  voice  which 
she  would  fain  have  rendered  firm,  and  which  was  tre- 
mulous in  her  despite — "Yes,  father,  you  say  well^ 
here  is  no  longer  aught  left  for  maidens  to  look  upon. 
Warlike  meed  and  honoured  deed  sunk  when  yonder 
white  plume  touched  the  bloody  ground. — Come, 
maidens,  there  is  no  longer  aught  left  us  to  see — ^To 
mass,  to  mass — ^the  tourney  is  over ! " 

There  was  wildness  in  her  tone,  and  when  she  rose, 
with  the  air  of  one  who  would  lead  out  a  procession,  she 
staggered,  and  would  have  fallen,  but  for  the  support  of 
the  confessor.  Hastily  wrapping  her  head  in  her  mantle, 
as  if  ashamed  of  the  agony  of  grief  which  she  could  not 
restrain,  and  of  which  her  sobs  and  the  low  moaning 
sounds  that  issued  from  under  the  folds  enveloping  her 
face,  declared  the  excess,  she  suffered  Father  Aldrovand 
to  conduct  her  whither  he  would. 

"Our  gold,"  he  said,  "has  changed  to  brass,  our 
silver  to  dross,  our  wisdom  to  folly — it  is  His  will,  who 
confounds  the  counsels  of  the  wise,  and  shortens  the  arm 
of  the  mighty.  To  the  chapel— to  the  chapel.  Lady 
Eveline  ;  and  instead  of  vain  repining,  let  us  pray  to  God 
and  the  (saints  to  turn  away  their  displeasure,  and  to 
save  the  feeble  remnant  from  the  jaws  of  the  devouring 
wolf. " 

Thus  speaking,  he  half  led,  half  supported  Eveline, 
who  was  at  the  moment  almost  incapable  of  thought 
and  action,  to  the  castle  chapel,  where,  sinking  before 
the  altar,  she  assumed  the  attitude  at  lea^t  of  devotion, 
though  her  thoughts,  despite  the  pious  words  which  her 
tongue  faltered  out  mechanically,  were  upon  the  fieki  of 
battle,  beside  the  body  of  her  slaughtered  parent.  The 
rest  of  the  mourners  imitated  their  young  lady  in  her 
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devotional  posture,  and  in  the  absence  of  her  thoughts. 
The  consciousness  that  so  many  of  the  garrison  had 
been  cut  off  in  Raymond's  incautious  sally,  added  to 
their  sorrows  the  sense  of  personal  insecurity,  which  was 
exaggerated  by  the  cruelties  which  were  too  often  exer- 
cised by  the  enemy,  who,  in  the  heat  of  victory,  were 
accustomed  to  spare  neither  sex  nor  age. 

The  monk,  however,  assumed  among  them  the  tone 
of  authority  which  his  character  warranted,  rebuked 
their  wailing  and  ineffectual  complaints,  and  having,  as 
he  thought,  brought  them  to  such  a  state  of  mind  as 
better  became  their  condition,  he  left  them  to  their 
private  devotions  to  indulge  his  own  anxious  curiosity 
by  inquiring  into  the  defences  of  the  castle.  Upon  the 
outward  walls  he  found  Wilkin  Flammock,  who,  having 
done  the  office  of  a  good  and  skilful  captain  in  the  mode 
of  managing  his  artillery,  and  beating  back,  as  we  have 
already  seen,  the  advanced  guard  erf  the  enemy,  was 
now,  with  his  own  hand,  measuring  out  to  his  little  gar- 
rison no  stinted  allowance  of  wine. 

"  Have  a  care,  good  Wilkin,"  said  the  father,  *'  that 
thou  dost  not  exceed  in  this  matter.  Wine  is,  thou 
knowest,  like  fire  and  water,  an  excellent  servant,  but  a 
very  bad  master." 

'•  It  will  be  long  ere  it  overflow  the  deep  and  solid 
skulls  of  my  countrjmtien/'  said  Wilkin  Flammock. 
"  Our  Flemish  courage  is  like  our  Flanders  horses — the 
one  needs  the  spur,  and  the  other  must  have  a  taste  of 
the  wine-pot ;  but  credit  me,  father,  they  are  of  an  en- 
during generation,  and  will  not  shrink  in  the  washing. 
But  indeed,  if  I  were  to  give  the  knaves  a  cup  more 
than  enough,  it  were  not  altogether  amiss,  since  they 
are  like  to  have  a  platter  the  less." 

"  How  do  you  mean?"  cried  the  monk,  starting  ;  •* I 
trust  in  the  saints  the  provisions  have  been  cared  for  ?  " 

"  Not  so  well  as  in  your  convent,  good  father,"  re- 
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plied  Wilkin,  with  the  same  immovable  stolidity  of 
countenance.  "  We  had  kept,  as  you  know,  too  jolly  a 
Christmas  to  have  a  very  fat  Easter.  Yon  Welsh 
hounds,  who  helped  to  eat  up  our  victuals,  are  now  like 
to  get  into  our  hold  for  the  lade  of  them." 

••  Thou  talkest  mere  folly,"  answered  the  monk ; 
'•  orders  were  last  evening  given  by  our  lord  (whose  soul 
God  assoilzie  !)  to  fetch  in  the  necessary  supplies  from 
the  coimtry  around." 

"Ay,  but  the  Welsh  were  too  sharp  set  to  permit  us 
to  do  that  at  our  ease  this  morning,  which  should  have 
been  done  weeks  and  months  since.  Our  lord  deceased, 
if  deceased  he  be,  was  one  of  those  who  trusted  to  the 
edge  of  the  sword,  and  even  so  hath  come  of  it.  Com- 
mend me  to  a  cross-bow  and  a  well-victualled  castle,  if  I 
must  needs  fight  at  all. — You  look  pale,  my  good 
father  ;  a  cup  of  wine  will  revive  you." 

The  monk  motioned  away  from  him  the  untasted  cup,, 
which  Wilkin  pressed  him  to  with  clownish  civility. 
"We  have  now,  indeed,"  he  said,  "no  refuge,  save  in 
prayer ! " 

"  Most  true,  good  father ;"  again  replied  the  impas- 
sible Fleming  ;  "  pray  therefore  as  much  as  you  will  I 
will  content  myself  with  fasting,  which  will  come  whether 
I  will  or  no." — ^At  this  moment  a  horn  was  heard  before 
the  gate. — "  Look  to  the  portcullis  and  the  gate,  ye 
knaves  ! — ^What  news,  Neil  Hansen?" 

"A  messenger  from  the  "S^elsh  tarries  at  the  Mill-hill, 
just  within  shot  of  the  cross-bows  ;  he  has  a  white  flag, 
and  demands  admittance." 

"Admit  him  not,  upon  thy  life,  till  we  be  prepared 
for  him,"  said  Wilkin.  "  Bend  the  bonny  mangonel 
upon  the  place,  and  shoot  him  if  he  dare  to  stir  from  the 
spot  where  he  stands  till  we  get  all  prepared  to  receive 
him,"  said  Flammock  in  his  native  language.  "And, 
Neil,  thou  houndsfoot,  bestir  thyself, — let  every  pike. 
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lance,  and  pole  in  the  castle  be  ranged  along  the  battle- 
ments, and  pointed  through  the  shot-holes — cut  up 
some  tapestry  into  the  shape  of  banners,  and  show  them 
from  the  highest  towers. — Be  ready,  when  I  give  a 
signal,  to  strike  drum,  and  blow  tnmipets,  if  we  have 
any ;  if  not,  some  cowhoms — anything  for  a  noise.  And 
hark  ye,  Neil  Hansen,  do  you,  and  four  or  five  of  your 
fellows,  go  to  the  armoury  and  slip  on  coats-of-mail ; 
our  Netherlandish  corselets  do  not  appal  them  so  much. 
Then  let  the  Welsh  thief  be  blindfolded  and  brought  in 
amongst  us — ^Do  you  hold  up  your  heads  and  keep 
silence — leave  me  to  deal  with  him — only  have  a  care 
there  be  no  English  among  us." 

The  monk,  who  in  his  travels  had  acquired  some 
slight  knowledge  of  the  Flemish  language,  had  well-nigh 
started  when  he  heard  the  last  article  in  Wilkin's  in- 
structions to  his  countryman,  but  commanded  himself, 
although  a  little  surprised,  both  at  this  suspicious  circum- 
stance, and  at  the  readiness  and  dexterity  with  which 
the  rough-hewn  Fleming  seemed  to  adapt  his  prepara- 
tions to  the  rules  of  war  and  of  sound  policy. 

Wilkin,  on  his  part,  was  not  very  certain  whether  the 
monk  had  not  heard  and  understood  more  of  what  he 
said  to  his  countryman  than  what  he  had  intended.  As 
if  to  lull  asleep  any  suspicion  which  Father  Aldrovand 
might  entertain,  he  repeated  to  him  in  English  most  of 
the  directions  which  he  had  given,  adding,  "  Well,  g[Ood 
father,  what  think  you  of  it  ?  " 

"  Excellent  well,"  answered  the  father,  "  and  done  as 
if  you  had  practised  war  from  the  cradle,  instead  of 
the  weaving  of  broadcloth." 

"  Nay,  spare  not  your  jibes,  father,"  answered  Wilkin. 
— *'  I  know  full  well  that  you  English  think  that  Flem- 
ings have  nought  in  their  brainpan  but  sodden  beef  and 
cabbage  ;  yet  you  see  there  goes  wisdom  to  weaving  of 
webs." 
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"Right,  Master  WUkin  Flammocfc,"  answered  the 
father  ;  ' '  but,  good  Fleming,  wilt  thou  tell  me  what  an- 
swer thou  wik  make  to  the  Welsh  Prince's  sumn>9ns  ?  " 

"  Reverend  father,  first  tell  me  what  the  sunmions  will 
be,"  refAied  the  Fleiping. 

"To  surrender  this  castle  upon  the  instant,"  answered 
the  monk.     ' '  What  will  be  your  reply  ?  " 

"My  answer  will  be,  Nay^— unless  upon  good  com- 
position." 

"  How,  Sir  Fleming  !  dare  you  mention  composition 
and  the  castle  pf  the  Garde  Dolooreusein  oi^e  sentence  ?  " 
said  the  monk. 

"Not  if  I  may  do  better,"  answered  the  Flenjing. 
"But  would  your  reverence  have  me  dally  until  the 
question  amongst  tjiei  garrison  be,  whfither  a  plump 
priest  or  a  fat  Fleming  will  be  the  better  flesh  to  furnish 
their  shambles  ?  " 

"Pshaw  I"  replied  Father  Aldrovand,  "thou  canst 
not  mean  such  folly.  Relief  ipust  arrive  within  twenty- 
four  hours  at  farthest.  Raymond  Beronger  expected  it 
for  certain  within  such  a  space." 

"  Raymond  Befenger  hath  been  deceived  this  morning 
in  more  matters  than  one,"  answered  the  Fleming. 

"  Hark  thee,  Flanderkin,"  answered  the  monk,  whose 
retreat  from  the  world  had  not  altogether  quenched  his 
military  habits  and  propensities  ;  "  I  counsel  thee  to  deal 
uprightly  in  this  matter,  as  thou  dost  regard  thine  own 
life ;  for  here  are  a^  many  English  left  ajive,  notwith- 
standing the  slaughter  of  to-day,  as  may  well  suffice  to 
fling  ithe  Flemish  buU-frogs  intp  the  castle-ditch,  should 
they  have  cause,  to  think  thou  meanest  falsely,  in 
the  keeping  of  this  castle,  and  the  defence  of  the  Lady 
Eveline."    . 

"I^t  not  your  reverence  be  moved  with  unnecessary 
and  idle  fears,"  replied  Wilkin  Flammock — "I  am 
castellaile  in  this  house,  by  command  of  its  lord,  and 
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what  I  hold  for  the  advantage  of  mine  service,  that  will 
I  do." 

"  But  I,"  said  the  angry  monk,  *'  I  ara  the  servant  of 
the  Pope— the  chaplain  of  this  castle,  with  power  to  bind 
and  to  unloose.  I  fear  me  thou  art  no  true  Christian, 
Wilkin  Flammock,  but  dost  lean  to  the  heresy  of  the 
mountaineers.  Thou  hast  refused  to  take  the  blessed 
cross — thou  hast  breakfasted,  and  drunk  both  ale  and 
wine,  ere  thou  hast  heard  mass.  Thou  are  not  to  be 
trusted,  man,  and  I  will  not  trust  thee — I  demand  to 
be  present  at  the  conference  betwixt  thee  and  the 
Welshman." 

•*  It  may  not  be,  good  father,"  said  Wilkin,  with  the 
same  smiling,  heavy  countenance,  which  he  maintained 
on  all  occasions  of  life,  however  urgent.  "  It  is  true,  as 
thou  sayest,  good  father,  that  I  have  mine  own  reasons 
for  not  marching  quite  so  far  as  the  gates  of  Jericho  at 
present ;  and  lucky  I  have  such  reasons,  since  I  had  not 
else  been  here  to  defend  the  gate  of  the  Garde  Dolour- 
«;use.  It  is  also  true  that  I  may  have  been  sometimes 
obliged  to  visit  my  mills  earlier  than  the  chaplain  was 
called  by  his  zeal  to  the  altar,  and  that  my  stomach 
brocks  not  working  ere  I  break  my  fast  But  for  this, 
father,  I  have  paid  a  mulct  even  to  your  worshipful 
reverence,  and  methinks,  since  you  are  pleased  to  re- 
member the  confession  so  exactly,  you  should  not  forget 
the  penance  and  the  absolution. " 

The  monk,  in  alluding  to  the  secrets  of  the  confessionsil, 
had  gone  a  step  be3rond  what  the  rules  of  his  order  and 
of  the  church  permitted.  He  was  baffled  by  the  Flem- 
\n^'s  reply,  and  finding  hini  unmoVed  by  the  charge  of 
heresy,  he  could  only  answer,  in  some  confusion,  *'  You 
refuse,  then,  to  admit  me  to  this  conference  with  the 
Welshman?" 

"  Reverend  father,"  said  Wilkin,   "it  altogether  re 
specteth  secular  matters.      If  aught  of  religious  tenor 
SO 
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should  intervene,  y6u  shall  be  summoned  without 
delay." 

"I  will  be  there  in  spite  of  thee,  thou  Flemish  ox," 
muttered  the  monk  to  himself,  but  in  a  tone  not  to  be 
heard  by  the  bystanderi ;  and  so  speaking  he  left  the 
battlements. 

Wilkin  Flammock,  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  having 
first  seen  that  all  was  arranged  on  the  battlements,  so  as 
to  give  an  imposing  idea  of  a  strength  which  did  not 
exist,  descended  to  a  small  guard-room,  betwixt  the  outer 
and  inner  gate,  where  he  was  attended  by  half-a-dozen 
of  his  own  people,  disguised  in  the  Norman  armour 
which  they  had  found  in  the  armoury  of  the  castle, — 
their  strong,  tall,  and  bulky  forms,  and  motionless 
postures,  causing  them  to  look  rather  like  trophies  of 
some  p£Lst  age,  than  living  and  existing  soldiers.  Sur- 
rounded by  these  huge  and  inanimate  figures,  in  a  little 
vaulted  room  which  almost  excluded  daylight,  Flammock 
received  the  Welsh  envoy,  who  was  led  in  blindfolded 
betwbct  two  Flemings,  yet  not  so  carefully  watched  but 
that  they  permitted  him  to  have  a  glimpse  of  the  prepara- 
tions on  the  battlements,  which  had,  in  fact,  been  made 
chiefly  for  the  put^se  of  imposing  on  him.  For  the 
same  purpose  an  occasional  clatter  of  arms  was  made 
without ;  voices  were  heard  as  if  officers  were  going  their 
rounds  ;  and  other  sounds  of  active  preparations  seemed 
to  annoimce  that  a  numerous  and  regular  garrison  was 
preparing  to  receive  an  attack. 

When  the  bandage  was  removed  from  Jorworth's 
eyes — ^for  the  same  individual  who  had  formerly  brought 
Gwenwyn's  offer  of  alliance,  now  bare  his  summons  of 
surrender — ^he  looked  haughtily  around  him,  and  de- 
manded to  whom  he  was  to  deliver  the  commands  of 
his  master,  the  Gwenwyn,  son  of  Cyvelioc,  Prince  ot 
Powys. 

"His  highness,"  answered  Flammock,  with  his  usual 
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smiHng  indifference  of  manner,  "must  be  contented 
to  treat  with  Wilkin  Flammock  of  the  Fulling-nulls, 
deputed  governs  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse." 

"Thou  deputed  governor!"  exdaiined  Jorworth; 
"  thou !— -a  Low-country  weaver !— ritis  impossible.  Low 
as  they  are,  the  English  Crogan  cannot  have  suok  to  a 
point  so  low  as  to  be  commanded  by  thee  /—These  men 
seem  English,  to  them  I  will  deliver  my  message." 

"  You  may  if  you  will,"  rep^ed  Wilkin,  "but  if  tbey 
return  you  any  answer  save  by  signs,  you  shall  call 
TOR  sckelm." 

"Is  this  true?"  said  the  Welsh  envoy,  looking >  to- 
wards the  men-at>arms.  as  they  seemed,  by  whom  Flam- 
mock was  attended ;  "  are  you  reaUy  come  to  this  pass  ? 
I  thought  that  the  mere  having  been  bom  on  British 
earth,  though  the  children  of  spoilers  and  invadersi  bad 
inspired  you  with  too  much  pride  to  brook  the  yoke  of  a 
base  mechanic.  Or,  if  you  are  not  courageous,  should 
you  not  be  cautious  ?—WeU  speaks  the^provjerb.  Woe 
to  him  that  will  trust  a  stranger !  Still  mute — still 
silent?— answer  me  by  word  or  sign — Do  you  really  call 
and  acknowledge  him  as  your  leader  ?  " 

The  men  in  armour  with  one  accord  nodded  their 
casques  in  reply  to .  Jorworth's  question,  and  then  re- 
mained motionless  as  before. 

The  Welshman,  with  the  acute  genius  of  his  country, 
suspected  there  was  something  in;  this  which  he  could 
not  entirely  comprehend,  buti  preparing  himself  to  be 
upon  his  guard,  he  proceeded  as  follows  :— "  Be  it  ?y5  it 
may,  I  'care  not  who  hears  the  message  of  my: sovereign, 
since  it  brings  pardon  and  merRy  to  the  inhabitants  of 
this  Caatell  an  Carrig,  which  you  have  called  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  to  cover  the  usurpation  of  the  territory  by 
the  change  of  the  name.  Upon  surrender  of  the  same 
to  the  Prince  of  Powys,  with  its  dependencies,  and  with 
the  arms  which  it  contains,  and  with  the  maiden,  Eve- 
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fine  Berehger;  all  within  the  castle  shall  depart  un- 
molested, and  have  safe-conduct  wheresoever  they  will, 
to  go  beyond  the  marches  of  the  Cymry." 

"  And  how  if  we  obey  not  his  simimons  ?  "  said  the  im- 
perturbable Wilkin  Flammock. 

"  Then  shall  your  portion  be  with  Raymond  Berenger, 
your  late  leada-,"  repUed  Jorworth,  his  eyes,  while  he 
was  speaking,  ghmcSng  with  the  vindictive  ferocity  which 
dictated  his  answer.  **So  many  strangers  as  be  here 
amongst  ye,  so  many  bodies  to  the,  ravens,  so  many 
heads  to  the  gibbet  l-^It  is  long  since  the  kites  have  had 
such  a  banquet  of  lurdane  Flemings  and  false  Saxons." 

"  Friend  JorwoHh,"  said  Wilkin,  **  if  such  be  thy  only 
message,  bear  mine  answer  bade  to  thy  master.  That  wise 
men  trust  not  to  the  words  of  others  that  safety  which 
they  can  secure  by  their  own  deeds.  We  have  walls  high 
and  strong  enough,  deep  moats,  and  plenty  of  munition, 
both  longbow  and  arblasL  We  will  keep  the  castle* 
trusting  the  castle  will  keep  us  till  God  shall  send  us 
succour." 

**  Do  not  peril  your  lives  on  such  an  issue,"  said  the 
Welsh  emissary,  changing  his  language  to  the  Flemish, 
which,  from  occasional  comimmication  with  those  of  that 
nation  in  Pembrokeshire,  he  spoke  fltlently,  and  which 
he  now  adopted,  as  if  t6  conceal  the  purport  of  his  dis- 
course from  the  supposed  English  in  the  apartment. 
"Hark  thee  hither,"  he  proceeded,  "good  Fleming. 
Knowest  thou  not  that  he  in  whom  is  your  trust,  the 
Constable  De  Lacy^  hath  bound  himself  by  his  vow  to 
engage  in  no  quarrel  till  he  crosses  the  sea,  and  cannot 
come  to  your  aid  without  perjury?  He  and  the  other 
Lx>rds  Marchers  have  drawn  their  forces  far  northward 
to  join  the  host  of  Crusaders.  What  will  it  avail  you  to 
put  us  to  the  toil  and  trouble  of  a  long  siege,  when  you 
can  hope  no  rescue?  " 

"And  what  will  it  avail  me  more,"  said  Wilkin, 
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answering-  in  his  native  language,  and  looking  at  the 
Welshman  fixedly,  yet  with  a  countenance  from  which  all 
expression  seemed  studiously  banished,  and  which  ex- 
hibited, upon  features  otherwise  tolerable,  a  remarkable 
compound  of  dulness  and  simplicity,  "  what  will  it  avail 
me  whether  your  trouble  be  great  or  small  ?  " 

"Come,  friend  Flammock,"  said  the  Welshman, 
"frame  not  thyself  more  unapprehensive  than  nature 
hath  formed  thee.  The  glen  is  dark,  but  a  sunbeam  can 
light  the  side  of  it.  Thy  utmost  efforts  cannot  prevent 
the  fall  of  this  castle  ;  but  thou  mayst  hasten  it,  and  the 
doing  so  shall  avail  thee  much."  Thus  speaking,  he 
drew  close  up  to  Wilkin,  and  simk  his  voice  to  an  in- 
sinuating whisper,  as  he  said,  "  Never  did  the  withdraw- 
ing of  a  bar,  or  the  raising  of  a  portcullis,  bring  such 
vantage  to  Fleming,  as  they  may  to  thee,  if  thou  wilt." 

"I  only  know,"  said  Wilkin,  "that  the  drawing  the 
one  and  the  dropping  the  other  have  cost  me  my  whole 
worldly  substance." 

"  Fleming,  it  shall  be  compensated  to  thee  with  an 
overflowing  measure.  The  hberality  of  Gwenwjm  is  as 
the  summer  rain." 

"  My  whole  mills  and  buildings  have  been  this  morning 
burnt  to  the  earth  "— — 

"Thou  shalt  have  a  thousand  marks  of  silver,  man,  in 
the  place  of  thy  goods,"  said  the  Welshman  ;  but  the 
Fleming  continued,  without  seeming  to  hear  him,  to 
number  up  his  losses. 

"My  lands  are  forayed,  twenty  kine  driven  off, 
and" 

"  Thrieescore  shall  replace  them,"  interrupted  Jorworth, 
"  chosen  from  the  most  bright-skinned  of  the  spoil." 

"  But  my  daughter— but  the  Lady  Eveline  " — said  the 
Fleming,  with  some  slight  change  in  his  monotonous 
voice,  which  seemed  to  express  doubt  and  perplexity— 
"You  are  cruel  conquerors,  and  — 
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••  To  those  who  resist  us  we  are  fearful,"  said  Jorworth, 
"  but  not  to  such  as  shall  deserve  clemency  by  surrender. 
Gwenwyn  will  forget  the  contumelies  of  Raymond,  and 
raise  his  daughter  to  high  honour  among  the  daughters 
of  the  Cymry.  For  thine  own  child,  form  but  a  wish  for 
her  advantage,  and  it  shall  be  fulfilled  to  the  uttermost 
Now,  Fleming,  we  understand  each  other." 

"  I  understand  thee,  at  least,"  said  Flammock. 

"And  I  thee,  I  trust?"  said  Jorworth,  bending  his 
keen,  wild  blue  eye  on  the  stolid  and  unexpressive  face  of 
the  Netherlander,  like  an  eager  student  who  seeks  to  dis- 
cover some  hidden  and  mysterious  meaning  in  a  passage 
of  a  classic  author,  the  direct  import  of  which  seems 
trite  and  trivial. 

"  You  believe  that  you  understand  me,"  said  Wilkin ; 
"but  here  lies  the  difficulty — ^which  of  us  shall  trust  the 
other  ?  " 

"Darest  thou  ask?"  answered  Jorworth.  "Is  it  for 
thee,  or  such  as  thee,  to  express  doubt  of  the  purposes  of 
the  Prince  of  Powys  ?  " 

"  I  know  them  not,  good  Jorworth,  but  through 
thee ;  and  well  I  wot  thou  art  not  one  who  will  let  thy 
traffic  miscarry  for  want  of  aid  from  the  breath  of  thy 
mouth." 

"As  I  am  a  Christian  man,"  said  Jorworth,  hurr}'ing 
asseveration  on  asseveration—"  by  the  soul  of  my  father 
— by  the  faith  of  my  mother— by  the  black  rood  of" 

"  Stop,  good  Jorworth— thou  heapest  thine  oaths  too 
thickly  on  each  other  for  me  to  value  them  to  the  right 
estimate,"  said  Flammock;  "that  which  is  so  lightly 
pledged,  is  sometimes  not  thought  worth  redeeming. 
Some  part  of  the  promised  guerdon  in  hand  the  whilst, 
were  worth  an  hundred  oaths." 

"  Thou  Suspicidus  churl,  darest  thou  doubt  my  word?' 

"  No — ^by  no  means,"  answered  Wilkin  ;— "  ne'ertlie 
less,  I  will  believe  thy  deed  more  readily." 
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"To  the  point,  Ffeming,"  said  JorwoWh — "What 
wouldst  thou  have  of  me  ?  " 

"  Let  me  have  some  present  sig^ht  of  the  money  thou 
didst  promise,  and  I  will  think  of  the  rest  of  thy  proposal," 

"  Base  silver-broker!  "  answered  Jorworth,  "  thinkest 
thou  the  Prince  of  Powys  has  as  many  money-bags  as  the 
merchants  of  thy  land  of  sale  and  barter  ?  He  gathers 
treasures  by  his  conquests  as  the  waterspout  sucks  up 
water  by  its  strength  ;  but  it  is  to  disperse  them  among 
his  followers,  as  the  cloudy  column  restores  its  contents 
to  earth  and  ocean.  The  silver  thatT  promise  thee 
has  yet  to  be  gathered  out  of  the  Saxon  chests-^nay,  the 
casket  of  Berenger  himself  must  be  ransacked  to  make 
up  the  tale." 

"  Methinks  I  could  do  that  myself  (having  full  power 
in  the  castle),  and  so  save  you  a  labour,"  said  th6 
Fleming. 

"  True,"  answered  Jorworth,  "  but  it  would  be  at  the 
expense  of  a  cord  and  a  noose,  whether  the  Welsh  took 
the  place  or  the  Normans  relieved  it — the  one  would 
expect  their  booty  entire — the  other  their  counUyman's 
treasures  to  be  delivered  undiminished." 

"  I  may  not  gainsay  that,"  said  the  Fleming.  "  Well, 
say  I  were  content  to  trust  you  thus  far,  why  not  return 
my  cattle,  which  are  in  your  own  hands,  and  at  your 
disposal?  If  you  do  not  pleasure  me  in  somethhig 
beforehand,  what  can  I  expect  of  you  afterwards?  " 

"  I  would  pleasure  you  in  a  greater  matter,"  answered 
the  equally  suspicious  Welshman.  "  But  what  would  it 
avail  thee  to  have  thy  cattle  within  the  fortress?  They 
can  be  better  cared  for  on  the  plain  beneath." 

"  In  faith,"  replied  the  Fleming,  *'  thou  sayest  truth — 
they  will  be  but  a  trouble  to  us  here,  where  we  have  so 
many  already  provided  for  the  use  of  the  garrison.-^ And 
yet,  when  I  consider  it  more  closely,  we  have  enough  of 
forage  to  maintain  all  we  have,  and  more.     Now,  my 
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eittte  are  dF  a  peculiar  stock,  brought  fixmi  ttie  rich 
pastures  of  Flanders,  and  I  desire  to  have  them  restored 
ete  your  axes  and  Welsh  hooks  be  busy  with  their  hides." 

**  You  shall  have  them  this  night,  hide  and  horn," 
said  Jorworth  ;  "it  is  but  a  siftall  earnest  of  a  great 
boon." 

"Thanks  to  your  munificence,"  said  the  Fleming; 
"  I  am  a  simple-minded  man,  and  bound  my  wishes  to 
the  recovery  of  my  own  property." 

"Thou  wilt  be  ready,  then,  to  deliver  the  castle?" 
said  Jorworth, 

"Of  that  we  will  talk  farther  to-morrow,"  said  Wilkin 
Flammock  ;  "if  these  English  and  Normans  should 
suspect  such  a  purpose,  we  should  have  wild  work-^ 
they  must  be  fully  dispersed  ere  I  can  hold  farther  com- 
munication on  the  subject.  Meanwhile,  I  pray  thee, 
depart  suddenly,  and  as  if  offended  with  the  tenor  of  our 
discourse." 

"Yet  would  I  fain  know  something  more  fixed  and  i 
absolute,"  said  Jorworth. 

"Impossible — impossible,"  said  the  Fleming;  "see 
you  not  yonder  tall  fellow  begins  already  to  handle  his 
dagger — Go  hence  in  haste,  and  angrily— and  forget  not 
the  cattle." 

"  I  will  not  forget  them,"  said  Jorworth  ;  "  but  if  thou 
keep  not  faith  with  us  " 

So  speaking,  he  left  the  apartment  with  a  gesture  of 
menace,  partly  really  directed  to  Wilkin  himself,  partly  . 
assumed  in  consequence  of  his  advice.     Flammock  re- 
plied in  English,  as  if  that  all  round  might  understand 
what  he  said. 

"  Do  thy  worst.  Sir  Welshman  !  I  am  a  true  man  ;  I 
defy  the  proposals  of  rendition,  and  will  hold  out  this 
castle  to  thy  shame  and  thy  master's  I^Here— let  him  be 
blindfolded  once  more,  and  returned  in  safety  to  his 
attendants  without ;  the  next  Welshman  who  appears 
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before  the  gate  of  the  Garde  Dokmreuse  sball  be  more 
sharply  received." 

The  Welshman  was  blindfolded  and  withdrawn,  when» 
as  Wilkin  Flammock  himself  left  the  guard-room,  one 
of  the  seeming  men-at-arms,  who  had  been  present  at 
this  interview,  said  in  his  ear,  in  English,  "  liiou  art  a 
false  traitor,  Flammock,  and  shalt  die  a  traitor's 
death  ! " 

Startled  at  this,  the  Fleming  would  have  questioned 
the  man  farther,  but  he  had  disappeared  so  soon  as  the 
words  were  uttered.  Flammock  was  disconcerted  by 
this  circumstance,  which  showed  him  that  his  inten^ew 
with  Jorworth  had  been  observed,  and  its  purpose  known 
or  conjectured,  by  some  one  who  was  a  stranger  to  his 
confidence,  and  might  thwart  his  intentions;  and  he 
quickly  after  learned  that  this  was  the  case. 


CHAP.  VI. 

Blessed  Mary t  mother  dear^ 
To  a  nuudeu  bend  thine  ear. 
Virgin  undefHed^  to  thee 
A  wretched  virgin  be  fids  tJie  knee. 

Hymn  to  the  Virgin. 

HE  daughter  of  the  slaughtered  Raymond  had 
descended  from  the  elevated  station  whence  she 
;  had  beheld  the  field  of  battle,  in  the  agony  of 
grief  natural  to  a  child  whose  eyes  have  beheld  the  death 
of  an  honoured  and  beloved  father.  But  her  station  and 
the  principles  of  chivalry  in  which  she  had  been  trained 
up,  did  not  permit  any  prolonged  or  needless  indulgence 
of  inactive  sorrow.  In  raising  the  young  and  beautiful 
of  the  female  sex  to  the  rank  of  princesses,  or  rather 
goddesses,  the  spirit  of  that  singular  system  exacted  from 
them,  in  requital,  a  tone  of  character,  and  a  line  of  con- 
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dac^  superior  and  something  ccmtradictory  to  that  of 
natiural  or  merely  human  feeling.  Its  heroines  frequently 
resembled  portraits  shown  by  an  artificial  light — strong 
and  luminous,  and  which  placed  in  high  relief  the  objects 
on  which  it  was  turned ;  but  having  still  something  of 
adventitious  splendour,  which,  compared  with  that  of 
the  natural  day,  seemed  glaring  and  exaggerated. 

It  was  not  permitted  to  the  orphan  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  the  daughter  of  a  line  of  heroes,  whose 
stem  was  to  be  found  in  the  race  of  Thor,  Balder,  Odin, 
and  other  deified  warriors  of  the  North,  whose  beauty 
was  the  theme  of  a  hundred  minstrels,  and  her  eyes  the 
leading  star  of  half  the  chivalry  of  the  warlike  njiarches 
oi  Wales,  to  mourn  her  sire  with  the  ineffectual  tears  of  a 
village  maiden.  Young  as  she  was,  and  horrible  as  was 
the  incident  which  she  had  but  that  instant  witnessed,  it 
was  not  altogetha:  so  appaJXing  to  her  as  to  a  maiden 
whose  eye  had  not  been  accustomed  to  the  rough  and 
often  fatal  sports  of  chivalry,  and  whpse  residence  had 
not  been  among  scenes  and  men  where  war  and  death 
had  been  the  unceasing  theme  of  every  tongue,  whose 
imagination  had  not  been  familiarised  with  wild  and 
bloody  events,  or,  finally,  who  had  not  been  trained  up 
to  consider  an  honourable  "death  under  shield,"  as  that 
of  a  field  of  battle  was  termed,  as  a  more  desirable  termi- 
nation to  the  Ijfe  of  a  warrior,  than  that  lingering  and 
unhonoured  fate  which  comes  slowly  on,  to  conclude  the 
listless  and  helpless  inactivity  of  jM-olonged  old  age.  Eve- 
line, while  she  wept  for  her  father,  felt  her  bosom  glow 
when  she  recollected  that  he  died  in  the  blaze  of  his 
fame,  and  amidst  heaps  of  his  slat^htered  enemies  ;  and 
when  she  thought  of  the  exigencies  of  her  own  situation, 
it  was  with  the  determination  to  defend  her  own  liberty, 
and  to  avenge  her  father's  death,  by  every  means  which 
Heaven  had  left  within  her  power. 

The  aids  of  religion  were  not  forgotten  ;  and  accord- 
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ing  to  the  custom  of  the  times,  and  the  doctrines  of  the 
Roman  church,  she  endeavoured  to  propitiate  the  favour 
of  Heaven  by  vows  as  wells  as  prayers.  In  a  small  crypt, 
or  oratory,  adjoining  to  the  Ichapel,  Was  hung  over  an 
altar-piece,  on  which  a  lamp  constantly  burned,  a  small 
picture  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  revered  as  a  household  and 
peculiar  deity  by  the  family  of  Berenger,  one  of  whose 
ancestors  had  brought  it  from  the  Holy  Land,  whither 
he  had  gone  upon  pilgrimage.  It  was  of  the  period  of 
the  Lower  Empire,  a  Grecian  painting,  not  unlike  those 
which  in  Catholic  countries  are  often  imputed  to  the 
Evangelist  Luke.  The  crypt  in  which  it  was  placed  was 
accounted  a  shrine  of  uncommon  sanctity — nay,  supposed 
to  have  displayed  miraculous  powers ;  and  Eveline,  by 
the  daily  garland  of  flowers  which  she  offered  before  the 
painting,  and  by  the  constant  prayers  with  which  they 
were  acconipanicd,  had  constituted  herself  the  peculiar 
votaress  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  for  so  the 
picture  was  named. 

Now,  apart  from  others,  alone,  and  in  secrecy,  sinking 
in  the  extremity  of  her  sorrow  before  the  shrine  of  her 
patroness,  she  besought  the  protection  of  kindred  purity 
for  the  defence  of  her  freedom  and  honour,  and  invoked 
vengeance  on  the  wild  and  treacherous  chieftain  who  had 
slain  her  father,  and  was  now  beleaguering  her  place  of 
strength.  Not  only  did  she  vow  a  large  donative  in 
lands  to  the  shrine  of  the  protectress  whose  aid  she  im- 
plored ;  but  the  oath  passed  her  lips  (even  though  they 
faltered,  and  though  something  within  her  remonstrated 
against  the  vow),  that  whatsoever  favoured  knight  Om: 
Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  might  employ  for  her 
rescue,  should  obtain  from  her  in  guerdon  whatever  boon 
she  might  honourably  grant,  were  it  that  of  her  virgin 
hand  at  the  holy  altar.  Taught  as  she  was  to  believe, 
by  the  assurances  of  many  a  knight,  that  such  a  surrender 
was  the  highest  boon  which  Heaven  could  bestow,  she 
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felt  as  discharging  a  debt  of  gratitude  when  she  placed 
herself  entirely  at  the  dispo^l  of  the  pure  and  blessed 
patroness  in  whose  aid  she  confided.  Perhaps  there 
lurked  in  this  devotion  some  earthly  hope;  of  which  she 
was  herself  scan^  conscious,  and  which  reconciled  her 
to  the  indefinite  sacrifice  thus  freely  offered.  The  Virgin 
(this  flattering  hope  might  insinuate),  kindest, and  most 
benevolent  of  patronesses,  will  use  compassionately  the 
power  resigned  to  her,  and  A^  will  be  the  ^voured 
champion  of  Maria,  upon  whom  her  votaress  would  most 
willingly  confer  favour. , 

But  if  there  was  such  a  hope<  as  something  selfish  w^ill 
often  mingle  with  our  noblest  £^ld  purest  enactions,  it 
arose  unconscious  of  Eveline  herself,  who,  }Xk  the  full 
assurance  of  implicit  faith,  and  fixing  on.  the  representa- 
tive of  her  adoration  eyes  in,  which  the  most  earnest 
supplication,  the  most  humble  confidence,  struggled 
with  unbidden  tears,  was  perhaps  more  beautiful  than 
when,  young  as  she  was,  she  was  selepted  to  bestow  the 
prize  of  chivalry  in  the  lists  of  Chester.  It  was  no 
wonder  that,  in  such  a  moment  of  high  excitation*  when 
prostrated  in  devotion  before  a  being  of  whose  power  to 
protect  her,  and  to  make  her,  protection  assured  by  a 
visible  sign,  she  doubted  nothing,  the  Lady  EveUne  con- 
ceived she  saw  with  her  own  eyes  the  acceptance  of  her 
vow.  As  she  gazed  on  the  picture  with  an  overstrained 
eye,  and  an  imagination  heated  with  enlhusiiasm,  the 
expression  seemed  to  alter  from  the  hard  outline, 
fashioned  by  the  Greek  painter  ;  the  eyes  appeared  to 
become  animated,  and  to  return  with  looks  of  ^ompas.sion 
the  suppliant  entreaties  of  the  votaress,  and  the  mouth 
visibly  arranged  itself  into  a  smile  of  inCfXpressible  sweet- 
ness. It  even  seemed  to  her  that  the  hea4  made  a  gentle 
inclination. 

Overpowered  by  supernatural  awe  at  appearances,  of 
which  her  faith  permitted  her  not  to  question  the  reality, 
6i 
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the  Lady  Eveline  folded  her  arms  on  her  bosom,  and 
prostrated  her  forehead  on  the  pavement,  as  the  posture 
most  fitting  to  listen  to  divine  communication. 

But  her  vision  went  not  so  far ;  there  was  neither 
sound  nor  voice  ;  and  when,  after  stealing  her  eyes  all 
around  the  crypt  in  which  she  knelt,  she  again  raised 
them  to  the  figure  6f  Our  Lady,  the  features  seemed  to 
be  in  the  form  in  which  the  limner  had  sketched  them, 
saving  that,  to  Eveline's  imagination,  they  still  retained 
an  august  and  yet  gracious  expression,  which  she  had 
not  before  remarked  upon  the  countenance.  With  awful 
reverence,  almost  amounting  to  fear,  yet  comforted,  and 
even  elated,  with  the  visitation  she  had  witnessed,  the 
maiden  repeated  again  and  again  the  orisons  which  she 
thought  most  grateful  to  the  ear  of  her  benefactress  ; 
and,  rising  at  length,  retired  backwards,  as  from  the 
presence  of  a  sovereign,  until  she  attained  the  outer 
chapel. 

Here  one  or  two  females  still  knelt  before  the  saints 
Avhich  the  walls  and  niches  presented  for  adoration  ;  but 
the  rest  of  the  terrified  suppliants,  too  anxious  to  prolong 
iheir  devotions,  had  dispersed  through  the  castle  to  learn 
tidings  of  their  friends,  and  to  obtain  some  refreshment, 
of  at  least  some  place  of  repose  for  themselves  and  their 
families. 

Bowing  her  head,  and  muttering  an  ave  to  each  saint 
as  she  passed  his  image  (for  impending  danger  makes 
men  observant  of  the  rites  of  devotion),  the  Lady  Eveline 
had  almost  reached  the  door  of  the  chapel,  when  a  man- 
at-arms,  as  he  seemed,  entered  hastily;  and,  with  a 
louder  voice  than  suited  the  holy  place,  unless  when  need 
was  most  urgent,  demanded  the  Lady  Eveline.  Im- 
pressed with  the  feelings  of  veneration  which  the  late 
scene  had  produced,  she  was  about  to  rebuke  his 
military  rudeness,  when  he  spoke  again,  and  in  anxious 
haste,  "Daughter,  we  are  betrayed!"  and  though  the 
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form,  and  the  ooat*of>mail  which  covered  it,  were  those , 
of  a  soldier,  the  voice  was  that  of  Father  Aldrovand; 
Who,  eager  and  anxious  at  the  same  time,  disengaged 
himself  from  the  mail-hood,  and  showed  his  comite* 
nance. 

"Father,"  she  said,  "what  means  this?  Have  you 
forgotten  the  confidence  in  Heaven  which  you  are  wont 
to  recommend,  that  you  bear  other  arms  than  your  order 
assigns  to  you  ?  " 

♦*  It  may  come  to  that  ere  long,"  said  Father  Aldro- 
vand  ;  "for  I  was  a  soldier  ere  I  was  a  monk.  But  now 
I  have  donn'd  this  harness  to  discover  treachery,  not  to 
resist  force.  Ah  !  my  beloved  daughter — ^we  are  dread- 
fully beset — foemen  without — ^traitors  within  ! — ^The  false 
Fleming,  Wilkin  Fkunmock,  is  treating  for  the  surrender 
of  the  castle  !  " 

*•  Who  dares  say  so  ?  "  said  d.  veiled  female,  who  had 
been  kneeing  unnoticed  in  a  sequestered  comer  of  the 
chapel,  but  who  now  started  up  and  came  boldly 
betwixt  Lady  Eveline  and  the  monk. 

"Go  hence,  thou  saucy  minion,"  said  the  monk, 
surprised  at  this  bold  interruption;  "this  concerns  not 
thee." 

"  But  it  doth  concern  me,"  said  the  damsel,  throwing 
back  her  veil,  and  discovering  the  juvenile  countenance 
of  Rose,  the  daughter  of  Wilkin  Flammock,  ner  eyes 
sparkling,  and  her  cheeks  blushing  with  anger,  the 
vehemence  of  which  made  a  singular  contrast  with  the 
very  liair  complexion  and  almost  infantine  features  of  the 
speaker,  whose  whole  form  and  figure  was  that  of  a  giri 
who  had  isearce  emei^ed  from  childhood,-  and  indeed 
whose  general  manners  were  as  gentle  and  bashful  as  they 
now  seemed  bold,  impassioned,  and  undaunted. — 
"  Doth  it  not  concern  me,"  she  said,  "  that  my  father's 
honest  name  should  be  tainted  With  treason  ?  Doth  it 
not  concern  the  stream  when  the  fountain  is  troubled? 
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.  It  d(ah  concern  me,  and  I  will  Jmow  (he  author  of  the 
calumny." 

• '  Damsel,"  said  Eveline,  ' '  restrain  thy  useless  passion  ; 
the  good  father,  though  he  cannot  intentionally  calumniate 
thy  father,  speaks,  it  may  be,  from  false  report." 

"As  I  am  an  unworthy  priest,"  said  the  father,  "I 
speak  from  the  report  .of  my  own  ears.  Upon  the  oath 
of  my  order,  myself  heard  this  Wilkin  Flaramock  chaf- 
fering with  the  Welshman  for  the  surrender  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse.  By  help  of  this  hauberk  and  mail-hood,  I 
gained  admittance  to  a  conference  where  he  thought 
there  were  no  English  ears.  They  spoke  Flemish  too, 
but  I  knew  the  jargon  of  old. " 

"The  Flemish,"  said  the  angry  maiden,  whose  head- 
strong passion  led  her  tq  speak  iirst  in  answer  to  the  last 
insult  offered,  "is  no  jargon  like  your  piebald  English, 
half  Norman,  half  Saxon,  but  a  noble  Gothic  tongue, 
spoken  by  the  brave  ^'ari^ors  who  fought  against  the 
Roman  Kaisars,  when  Britain  bent  the  neck  to  them — 
and  as  for  this  he  has  said  of  Wilkin  Flammock,"  she 
continued,  collecting  her  ideas  into  more  order  as  she 
went  on,  "  beUeve  it  not,  my  dearest  lady  ;  but  as  you 
value  the  honour  of  your  own  noble  father,  confide,  as  in 
the  Evangelists,  ii\  the  honesty  of  mine  1 "  This  she 
spoke  with  an  imploring  tone  of  voice,  mingled  with 
sobs,  as  if  her  heart  had  been  breaking. 

Eveline  endeavoiued  to  soothe  her  attendant.  "  Rose," 
she  said,  "in  this  evil  time  suspicions  will  light  on  the 
best  men,  and  misunderstandings  will  arise  among  the 
best  friends.  I-et  us  hear  the  good  father  state  what  he 
hath  to  charge  upon  your  parent.  Fear  not  but  that 
Wilkin  shall  be  heard  in  his  defence.  Thou  wert  wont 
to  be  quiet  and  reasonable. " 

"  I  am  neither  quiet  nor  reasonable  on  this  matter," 
said  Rose,  with  redoubled  indignation  ;  "  and  it  is  ill  of 
you,  lady,  to  listen  to  the  falsehoods  of  that  reverend 
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mmnmer,  who  is  neither  true  priest  nor  true  soldier. 
But  I  will  fetch  one  who  shall  confront  him  either  in 
casque  or  cowl." 

So  saying,  she  went  hastily  out  of  the  chapel,  while 
the  moiJc,  after  some  i>edantic  circumlocution,  acquainted 
the  Lady  Eveline  with  what  he  had  overheard  betwixt 
Jorworth  and  Wilkin  ;  and  proposed  to  her  to  draw  to- 
gether the  few  Enghsh  who  were  in  the  castle,  and  take 
possession  of  the  innermost  square  tower  ;  a  keep  which, 
as  usual  in  Gothic  fortresses  of  the  Norman  period,  was 
situated  so  as  to  make  considerable  defence,  even  after 
the  exterior  works  of  the  castle,  which  it  comriianded, 
were  in  the  hand  of  the  enemy. 

"  Father,"  said  Eveline,  still  confident  in  the  vision  she 
had  lately  witnessed,  "  this  were  good  counsel  in  extre- 
mity ;  but  otherwise,  it  were  to  create  the  very  evil  we 
fear,  by  setting  our  garrison  at  odds  amongst  themselves. 
I  have  a  strong,  and  not  unwarranted  confidence,  good 
father,  in  our  blessed  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse, 
that  we  shall  attain  at  once  vengeance  on  our  barbarous 
enemies,  and  escape  from  our  present  jeopardy  ;  and  I 
call  you  to  witness  the. vow  I  have  made,  that  to  him 
whom  oiu-  Lady  should  employ  to  work  us  succour,  I 
will  refuse  nothing,  were  it  my  father's  inheritance,  or 
the  hand  of  his  daughter." 

*'  Ave  Maria  I  Ave,  Regina  Cceli/"  said  the  priest  ; 
**  on  a  rock  more  sure  you  could  not  have  foimded  your 
trust. — But,  daughter,"  he  continued,  after  the  proper, 
ejacidation had  been  made,  "have  you  not  heard,  even 
by  a  hint,  that  there  was  a  treaty  for  your  hand  betwixt  our 
much  honoured  lord,  of  whom  we  are  cruelly  bereft  (may 
Grod  assoilzie  his  soul !)  and  the  great  house  of  Lacy  ?  " 

"Something  I  may  have  heard,"  said  Eveline,  dropping 
her  eyes,  while  a  slight  tinge  suffused  her  cheek  ;  "but 
I  refer  me  to  the  disposal  of  Our  Lady  of  Succour  and 
Consolation." 
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As  she  spoke,  Rose  entered  the  chapel  with  the  same 
vivacity  she  had  shown  in  leaving  it,  leading  by  the 
hand  her  father,  whose  sluggish  though  firm  step,  vacant 
countenance,  and  heavy  demeanour,  formed  the  strongest 
contrast  to  the  rapidity  of  her.  motions,  and  the  anxious 
animation  of  her  address.  Her  task  of  dragging  him 
forward  might  have  reminded  the  spectator  of  some  of 
those  ancient  monuments,  on  which  a  small  cherub, 
singularly  inadequate  to  the  task,  is  often  represented  as 
hoisting  upward  towards  the  empyrean  the  fleshy  bulk  of 
some  ponderous  tenant  of  the  tomb,  whose  dispropor- 
tioned  weight  bids  fair  to  render  ineffectual  the  benevo- 
lent and  spirited  exertions  of  its  fluttering  guide  and 
assistant 

"Roschen — ^my  child— what  grieves  thee? "said  the 
Netherlander,  as  he  yielded  to  his  daughter's  violence 
\vith  a  smile,  which,  being  on  the  countenance  of  a  father, 
had  more  of  expression  and  feeling  than  those  which 
seemed  to  have  made  their  constant  dwelling  upon  his 
lips. 

"  Here  stands  my  father,"  said  the  impatient  maiden  ; 
"  impeach  him  wilJi  treason  who  can  or  dare  !  There 
stands  Wilkin  Flammock,  son  of  Dieterick,  the  Cramer 
of  Antwerp, — ^let  those  accuse  him  to  his  face  who 
slandered  him  behind  his  back ! " 

"Speak,  Father  Aldrovand,"  said  the  Lady  Eveline  ; 
"we  are  young  in  our  lordship,  and,  alas  !  the  duty 
hath  descended  upon  us  in  an  evil  hour  ;  yet  we  will,  so 
may  God  and  Our  Lady  help  us,  hear  and  judge  t)f 
your  accusation  to  the  utmost  of  our  power." 

"  This  Wilkin  Flammock,"  said  the  monk,  "  however 
bold  he  hath  made  himself  in  villany,  dares  not  deny 
that  I  heard  him  with  my  own  ears  treat  for  the  sur- 
render of  the  castle." 

"Strike  him,  father!"  said  the  indignant  Rose, — 
"  strike  the  disguised  mummer  !  The  steel  hauberk  naay 
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be  struck,  though  not  the  monk's  frock — ^strike  him,  or 
tell  him  that  he  lies  foully  !  " 

"Peace,  Roschen,  thou  art  hiad,"  said  her  father, 
angrily  ;  "  the  monk  hath  more  truth  than  sense  about 
him,  and  I  would  his  eys  had  been  farther  off  when  he 
thrust  them  into  what  concerned  him  not. " 

Rose's  countenance  fell  when  she  heard  her  father 
bluntly  avow  the  treasonable  communication  of  which 
she  had  thought  him  incapable — she  dropt  the  hand  by 
which  she  had  dragged  him  into  the  chapel,  and  stared 
on  the  Lady  Eveline,  with  eyes  which  seemed  starting 
from  their  sockets,  and  a  countenance  from  which  the 
blood,  with  which  it  was  so  lately  highly  coloured,  had 
retreated  to  garrison  the  heart. 

Eveline  looked  upon  the  culprit  with  a  countenance  in 
which  sweetness  and  dignity  were  mingled  with  sorrow. 
"Wilkin,"  she  said,  "I  could  not  have  believed  this. 
What  I  on  the  very  day  of  thy  confiding  benefactor's 
death,  canst  thou  have  been  tampering  vrith  his  mur- 
derers, to  deliver  up  the  castle  and  betray  thy  trust ! — 
But  I  will  not  upbraid  thee — I  deprive  thee  of  the  tnist 
reposed  in  so  unworthy  a  person,  and  appoint  thee  to  be 
kept  in  wardMn  the  western  tower,  till  God  send  us 
relief;  when,  it  may  be,  thy  daughter's  merits  shall 
atone  for  thy  offences,  and  save  farther  punishment. — 
See  that  our  commands  be  presently  obeyed." 

"Yes — yes — yes  I"  exclaimed  Rose,  hurrying  one 
word  on  the  other  as  fast  and  vehemently  as  she  could 
articulate — "  Let  us  go — ^let  us  go  to  the  darkest 
dungeon — darkness  befits  us  better  than  light. " 

The  monk,  on  the  other  hand,  perceiving  that  the 
Fleming  made  no  motion  to  obey  the  mandate  of  arrest, 
came  forward,  in  a  manner  more  suiting  his  ancient 
profes6ion  and  present  disguise,  than  his  spiritual  cha- 
racter ;  and  with  the  words,  *'  I  attach  thee,  Wilkin 
Flammock,  of  acknowledged  treason  to  your  li^e  lady/ 
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would  have  laid  hand  upon  him,  had  not  the  Fleming 
stepped  back  and  warned  him  off,  with  a  menacing  and 
determined  gesture,  while  he  said, — "  Ye  are  mad  ! — all 
of  you  Enghsh  are  mad  when  the  moon  is  full,  and  my 
silly  girl  hath  caught  the  malady ^ — Lady,  your  honoured 
father  gave  me  a  charge,  which  I  purpose  to  execute  to 
the  best  for  all  parties,  and  you  cannot,  being  a  minor, 
deprive  me  of  it  at  your  idle  pleasure. — Father  Aldro- 
vand,  a  monk  makes  no  lawful  arrest.  —  Daughter 
Roschen,  hold  your  peace  and  dry  your  eyes — you  are  a 
fool." 

•'I  am,  I  am,"  said  Rose,  drying  her  eyes,  and  re- 
gaining her  elasticity  of  manner, — "  I  am  indeed  a  fool, 
and  worse  than  a  fool,  for  a  moment  to  doubt  my  father's 
probity. — Confide  in  him,  dearest  lady  ;  he  is  wise  though 
he  is  grave,  and  kind  though  he  is  plain  and  homely  in 
his  speech.  Should  he  prove  false  )ie  will  fare  the  worse ! 
for  I  will  plunge  myself  from  the  pinnacle  of  the  Warder's 
Tower  to  the  bottom  of  the  moat,  and  he  shall  lose  his 
own  daughter  for  betraying  his  master's." 

"This  is  all  frenzy,"  said  the  monk — "Who  trusts 
avowed  traitors  ? — Here,  Normans,  English,  to  the  rescue 
of  your  li^e  lady — Bows  and  bills — bows  and  bills  !  " 

"You  may  spare  your  throat  for  your  next  homily, 
good  father,"  said  the  Netherlander,  "or  call  in  good 
Flemish,  since  you  understand  it,  for  to  no  other  language 
will  those  within  hearing  reply." 

He  then  approached  the  Lady  Eveline,  with  a  real  or 
affected  air  of  clumsy  kindness,  and  something  as  nearly 
approaching  to  courtesy  as  his  manners  and  features 
could  assume,  He  bade  her  good-night,  and  assiuing 
her  that  he  would  act  for  the  best,  left  the  chapel.  The 
monk  was  about  to  break  forth  into  revillngs,  but  Eveline, 
with  more  prudence,  checked  his  zeal. 

"  I  cannot,"  she  said,  "but  hope  that  this  man's  in- 
tentions are  honest "— - 
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"Now,  God's  blessing  on  you,  lady,  for  that  very 
word  ! "  said  Rose,  eagerly  interrupting  her,  and  kissing 
her  hand. 

"But  if,  unhappily,  they  are  doubtful,"  continued 
Eveline,  "  it  is  not  by  reproach  that  we  can  bring  him  to 
a  better  purpose.  Good  father,  give  an  eye  to  the  pre- 
parations for  resistance,  and  see  nought  omitted  that  our 
means  furnish  for  the  defence  of  the  castle." 

"  Fear  nothing,  my  dearest  daughter,"  said  Aldrovand ; 
"  there  are  still  some  English  hearts  amongst  us,  and  we 
will  rather  kill  and  eat  the  Flemings  themselves  than  sur- 
xender  the  ca^e." 

*•  That  were  food  as  dangerous  to  come  by  as  bear's 
venison,  father,"  answered  Rose  bitterly,  still  on  fire  with 
the  idea  that  the  monk  treated  her  nation  with  suspicion 
and  contumely. 

Chi  these'  terms  they  separatedr—the  women  to  indulge 
their  fears  and  sorrows  in  private  gprief,  or  alleviate  them 
by  private  devotion  ;  the  monk  to  try  to  discover  what 
were  the  real  purposes  of  Wilkin  Flammock,  and  to 
counteract  them  if  possible,  should  they  seem  to  indicate 
treachery.  His  eye,  however,  though  sharpened  by 
strong  su^icion,  saw  nothing  to  strengthen  his  fears,  ex- 
cepting that  the  Fleming  had,  with  considerable  military 
skill,  placed  the  principal  posts  of  the  castle  in  the 
charge  of  his  own  countrymen,  which  must  make  any 
attempt  to  dispossess  him  of  his  present  authority  both 
difficult  and  dangerous.  The  monk  at  length  retired, 
summoned  by  the  duties  of  the  evening  service,  and 
with  the  determination  to  be  stirring  with  the  hght  the 
next  morning. 
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CHAP.  VII. 


Ohy  sadly  shines  the  morning  sun 

On  leagner^d  castle  wall, 
WJien  bastio7ty  tower^  and  battlement^ 

Seem  nodding  to  their  fall. — Old  Ballad. 

ISi^  RUE  to  his  resolution,  and  telling  his  beads  as 
|9|  M  he  went,  that  he  might  lose  no  time.  Father 
Irr-TTl  Aldrovand  began  his  romids  in  the  castle  so  soon 
as  daylight  had  touched  the  top  of  the  eastern  horizon. 
A  natural  instinct  led  him  first  to  those  stalls  which,  had 
the  fortress  been  properly  victualled  for  a  siege,  ought  to 
have  been  tenanted  by  cattle  ;  and  great  was  his  delight 
to  see  more  than  a  score  of  fat  kine  and  bullocks  in  the 
place  which  had  last  night  been  empty  !  One  of  them 
had  already  been  carried  to  the  shambles,  and  a  Fleming  or 
two,  who  played  butchers  on  the  occasion,  were  dividing- 
the  carcass  for  the  cook's  use.  The  good  father  had  well- 
nigh  cried  out  a  miracle  ;  but,  not  to  be  too  precipi-* 
tate,  he  limited  his  transport  to  a  private  exclamation  in 
honour  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse. 

"Who  talks  of  lack  of  provender?— who  speaks  of  , 
surrender  now  ?  "  he  said.  ' '  Here  is  enough  to  maintain 
us  till  Hugo  de  Lacy  arrives,  were  he  to  sail  back  from 
Cyprus  to  our  relief.  I  did  purpose  to  have  fasted  this 
morning,  as  well  to  save  victuals  as  on  a  religious 
score  ;  but  the  blessings  of  the  saints  must  not  be 
slighted. — Sir  Cook,  let  me  have  half-a-yard  or  so  of 
brcMled  beef  presently ;  bid  the  pantler  send  me  a 
manchet,  and  the  butler  a  cup  of  wine.  I  will  take  a 
running  breakfast  on  the  western  battlements." 

At  this  place,  which  was  rather  the  weakest  point  of 

the  Garde  Doloureuse,  the  good  father  found  Wilkin 

Flammock    anxiously     superintending     the    necessary 

measures  of  defence.     He  greeted  him  courteously,  con- 
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/jratulated  him  on  the  stock  of  provisions  with  which  the 
castle. had  been  supplied  during  the  night,  and  was 
inquiring  how  they  had  been  so  happily  introduced 
through  the  Welsh  besiegers,  when  WiUdn  took  the  first 
occasion  to  interrupt  him. 

•*  Of  all  this  another  time,  good  father  ;  but  I  wish  at 
present,  and  before  other  discourse,  to  consult  thee  on  a 
matter  which  presses  my  conscience,  and,  moreover, 
deeply  concerns  my  worldly  estate." 

"Speak  on,  my  excellent  son,"  said  the  father,  con- 
ceiving that  he  should  thus  gain  the  key  to  Wilkin's  real 
intentions.  "  Oh,  a  tender  conscience  is  a  jewel !  and  he 
that  will  not  listen  when  it  saith,  *  Pour  out  thy  doubts 
into  the  ear  of  the  priest,*  shall  one  day  have  his  own 
dolorous  outcries  choked  with  fire  and  brimstone.  Thou 
wert  ever  of  a  tender  conscience,  son  Wilkin,  though 
thou  hast  but  a  rough  and  borrcl  bearing." 

•*  Well,  then,"  said  Wilkin,  "you  are  to  know,  good 
father,  that  I  have  had  some  dealings  with  my  neighbour, 
Jan  Vanwelt,  concerning  my  daughter  Rose,  and  that  he 
has  paid  me  certain  gilders  on  condition  I  will  match  her 
to  him." 

"  Pshaw,  pshaw  !  my  good  son,"  said  the  disappointed 
confessor,  "this  gear  can  lie  over — this  is  no  time  for 
marrying  or  giving  in  marriage,  when  we  are  all  like  to 
be  murdered." 

"  Nay,  but  hear  me,  good  father,"  said  the  Fleming, 
"for  this  point  of  conscience  concerns  the  present  case 
more  nearly  than  you  wot  of. — ^You  must  know  I  have  no 
will  to  bestow  Rose  on  this  same  Jan  Vanwelt,  who  is  old, 
and  of  ill  conditions  ;  and  I  would  know  of  you  whether 
I  may,  in  conscience,  refuse  him  my  consent  ?  " 

"Truly,"  said  Father  Aldrovand,  "Rose  is  a  pretty 
lass,  though  somewhat  hasty  ;  and  I  think  you  may 
honestly  withdraw  your  consent,  always  on  paying  back 
the  gilders  you  have  received." 
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"But  there  lies  the  pmch,  good  fkther,"  said  the 
Fleming — "the  refunding  this  money  will  reduce  me  to 
utter  poverty.  The  Welsh  have  destroyed  my  substance ; 
and  this  handful  of  money  is  all,  God  help  me  1  on  which 
I  must  begin  the  world  again." 

"Nevertheless,  son  Wilkin,"  said  Aldrovand,  "thou 
must  keep  thy  word,  or  pay  the  forfeit ;  for  what  saith 
the  text  ?  Quis  habit<d>it  in  tabema^ulo,  quis  requiescet 
in  monte  sancto  f— Who  shall  ascend  to  the  tabernacle, 
and  dwell  in  the  holy  mountain?  Is  it  not  answered 
again.  Qui  jurat  proximo  et  mm  decipit  f — Go  to,  my 
son — ^breaknot  thy  plighted  word  for  a  little  filthy  lucre — 
better  is  an  empty  stomach  and  a  hungry  heart  with  a 
clear  conscience,  than  a  fatted  ox  with  iniquity  and  word- 
breaking. — Sawest  thou  not  our  late  noble  lord,  who 
(may  his  soul  be  happy  1)  chose  rather  to  die  in  unequal 
battle,  like  a  true  knight,  than  live  a  perjured  man, 
though  he  had  but  spoken  a  rash  word  to  a  Welshman 
over  a  wine-flask  ?  " 

"  Alas  i  then,"  said  the  Fleming,  "  this  is  even  what  I 
feared  !  We  must  e'en  render  up  the  castle,  or  Testare 
to  the  Welshman  Jorworth  the  cattle,  by  means  of  which 
I  had  schemed  to  victual  and  defend  it." 

"  How — wherefore — ^what  dost  thou  mean?"  said  the 
monk,  in  astonishment.  "  I  speak  to  thee  of  Rose 
Flam  mock  and  Jan  Van-devil,  or  whatever  you  cail  him, 
and  you  reply  with  talk  about  cattle  and  castles,  and  I 
wot  not  what ! " 

"So  please  you,  holy  fether,  I  did  but  speak  in 
parables.  This  castle  was  the  daughter  I  had  promised 
to  deliver  over — the  Welshman  is  Jan  Vanwelt,  and  the 
gilders  were  the  cattle  he  has  sent  in,  as  a  part-payment 
beforehand  of  my  guerdon." 

"  Parables  1 "  said  the  monk,  colouring  with  anger  at 
the  trick  put  on  him  ;  "  what  has  a  boor  like  thee  to  do 
with  parables? — But  I  forgive  thee — I  forgive  thee." 
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"  I  am  Uierefore  to  yield  the  casdc  to  tiie  Welsh- 
man, or  restore  him  his  cattle  ?  "  said  the  impenetrable 
Dutchman. 

"  Sooner  yield  thy  soul  to  Satan  ! "  repUed  the  monk. 

"  I  fear  me  it  must  be  the  alternative,"  said  the  Flem- 
ing ;  "for  the  example  of  thy  honourable  lord  " 

••  The  example  of  an  honourable  fool " — answered  the 
monk  ;  then  presently  subjoined,  ' '  Our  Lady  be  with  her 
servant  !-*-This  Belgic>brained  boor  makes  me  forget 
what  I  woidd  say." 

"  Nay,  but  the  holy  text  which  your  reverence  cited  to 
me  even  now,"  continued  the  Fleming. 

"  Gro  to,"  said  the  monk  ;  "  what  ha^  thou  to  do  to 
presume  to  think  of  texts  ^— knowest  thou  not  that  the 
letter  of  the  Scripture  slayeth,  and  that  it  is  the  exposition 
which  maketh  to  ]ive?---Art  thou  not  like  one  who, 
coming  to  a  physician,  conceals  from  him  half  the 
S3rmptoms  of  the  disease? — I  teU  thee,  thou  foolish 
Fleming,  the  text  speaketh  but  of  promises  made  unto 
Christians,  and  there  is  in  the  Rubric  a  special  exception 
of  such  as  are  made  to  Welshmen."  At  this  commentary 
the  Fleming  grinned  so  broadly  as  to  show  his  whole 
case  of  broad  strong  white  teeth.  Father  Aldrovand 
himself  grinned  in  sympathy,  and  then  proceeded  to  say, 
— •*  Come,  come,  I  see  how  it  is.  Thou  hast  studied 
some  small  revenge  on  me  for  doubting  of  thy  truth  ;  and, 
ia  verity,  I  think  thou  hast  taken  it  wittily  enough.  But 
wherefore  didst  thou  not  let  me  into  the  secret  from  the 
beginning?  I  promise  thee  I  had  foul  suspicions  of  thee." 

"Whatl"  said  the  Fleming,  "is  it  possible  I  could 
ever  think  of  involving  your  reverence  in  a  little  matter 
of  deceit?  Surely  Heaven  hath  sent  me  more  grace 
and  manners. — Hark,  I  hear  Jorworth's  horn  at  the 
gate." 

"  He  blows  like  a  town  swineherd,"  said  Aldrovand, 
in  disdain. 
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"It  is  not  your  reverence's  pleasure  that  I  should 
restore  the  cattle  unto  him,  then  ?  "  said  Flammock. 

"Yes,  thus  far.  Prithee,  deliver  him  straightway  over 
the  walls  such  a  tub  of  boiling  water  as  shall  scs^d  the 
hair  from  his  goatskin  cloak.  And,  hark  thee,  do  thou, 
in  the  first  place,  try  the  temperature  of  the  kettle  with 
thy  forefinger,  and  that  shall  be  thy  penance  for  the  trick 
thou  hast  played  me." 

The  Fleming  answered  this  with  another  broad  grin  of 
intelligence,  and  they  proceeded  to  the  outer  gate,  to 
which  Jorworth  had  come  alone.  Placing  himself  at  the 
wicket,  which,  however,  he  kept  carefully  barred,  and 
speaking  through  a  small  opening,  contrived  for  such 
purpose,  Wilkin  Flammock  demanded  of  the  Welshman 
his  business. 

"  To  receive  rendition  of  the  castle,  agreeable  to  pro- 
mise," said  Jorworth. 

"  Ay  ?  and  art  thou  come  on  such  an  errand  alone? '* 
said  Wilkin. 

"  No,  truly,"  answered  Jorworth  ;  "  I  have  some  two 
score  of  men  concealed  among  yonder  bushes." 

"Then  thou  hadst  best  lead  them  away  quickly," 
answered  Wilkin,  "  before  our  archers  let  fly  a  sheaf  of 
arrows  among  them." 

"How,  villain!  Dost  thou  not  mean  to  keep  thy 
promise  ?  "  said  the  Welshman. 

"  I  gave  thee  none,"  said  the  Fleming ;  "  I  promised 
but  to  think  on  what  thou  didst  say.  I  have  done  so, 
and  have  communicated  with  my  ghostly  father,  who 
will  in  no  respect  hear  of  thy  proposal." 

"And  wilt  thou,"  said  Jorworth,  "keep  the  cattle, 
which  I  simply  sent  into  the  castle  on  the  faith  of  our 
agreement?" 

' '  I  will  excommunicate  and  deliver  him  over  to  Satan,  ** 
said  the  monk,  unable  to  wait  the  phlegmatic  and  linger- 
ing answer  of  the  Fleming,  "if  he  give  horn,  hoof,  or 
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hair  of  them,  to  such  an  uncircumcised  Philistine  as 
thou  or  thy  master." 

"  It  is  well,  shorn  priest,"  answered  Jorworth  in  great 
anger.  "But  mark  me — reckon  not  on  your  frock  for 
ransom.  When  Gwenwyn  hath  taken  this  castle,  as  it  shall 
not  longer  shelter  such  a  pair  of  faithless  traitors,  I  will 
have  you  sewed  up  each  into  the  carcass  of  one  of  these 
kine,  for  which  your  penitent  has  forsworn  himself,  and  lay 
you  where  wolf  and  eagle  shall  be  your  only  companions.  '* 

"  Thou  wilt  work  thy  will  when  it  is  matched  with  thy 
power,"  said  the  sedate  Netherlander. 

"False  Welshman,  we  defy  thee  to  thy  teeth!" 
answered,  in  the  same  breath,  the  more  irascible  monk. 
*•  I  trust  to  see  the  hounds  gnaw  thy  joints  ere  that  day 
come  that  ye  talk  of  so  proudly." 

By  way  of  answer  to  both,  Jorworth  drew  back  his 
arm  with  his  levelled  javelin,  and  shaking  the  shaft  till  it 
acquired  a  vibratory  motion,  he  hurled  it  with  equal 
strength  and  dexterity  right  against  the  aperture  in  the 
wicket.  It  whizzed  through  the  opening  at  which  it  was 
aimed,  and  flew  (harmlessly,  however)  between  the  heads 
of  the  monk  and  the  Fleming;  the  former  of  whom 
started  back,  while  the  latter  only  said,  as  he  looked  at 
the  javelin,  which  stood  quivering  in  the  door  of  the 
guard-room, ' '  That  was  well  aimed  and  happily  baulked." 

Jorworth,  the  instant  he  had  flung  his  dart,  hastened 
to  the  ambush  which  he  had  prepared,  and  gave  them  at 
once  the  signal  and  the  example  of  a  rapid  retreat  down 
the  hill.  Father  Aldrovand  would  willingly  have  followed 
them  with  a  volley  of  arrows,  but  the  Fleming  observed 
that  ammunition  was  too  precious  with  them  to  be 
wasted  on  a  few  runaways.  Perhaps  the  honest  man 
remembered  that  they  had  come  within  the  danger  of 
such  a  salutation,  in  some  measure,  on  his  own  assurance. 

When  the  noise  of  the  hasty  retreat  of  Jorworth  and 
his  followers  had  died  away,  there  ensued  a  dead  silence, 
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well  correspondmg  with  the  coolness  and  calmness  of 
that  early  hour  in  the  morning. 

*•  This  will  not  last  long,"  said  Wilkin  to  the  monk,  in 
a  tone  of  foreboding  seriousness,  which  found  an  echo 
in  the  good  father's  bosom. 

••  It  will  not,  and  it  cannot,"  answered  Aldrovand ; 
"and  we  must  expect  a  shrewd  attack,  which  I  should 
mind  little,  but  that  their  numbers  are  great,  ours  few  ; 
the  extent  of  the  walls  considerable,  and  the  obstinacy 
of  these  Welsh  fiends  almost  equal  to  their  fury.  But 
we  \vill  do  the  best.  I  will  to  the  Lady  Eveline — She 
must  show  herself  upon  the  battlements — She  is  fairer  in 
feature  than  becometh  a  man  of  my  order  to  speak  of ; 
and  she  has  withal  a  breathing  of  her  father's  lofty  spirit. 
The  look  and  the  word  of  such  a  lady  will  give  a  man 
double  strength  in  the  hour  of  need." 

*'  It  may  be,"  said  the  Fleming ;  '*  and  I  will  go  see 
that  the  good  breakfast  which  I  have  appointed  be  pre- 
sently  served  forth  ;  it  will  give  my  Flemings  more 
strength  than  the  sight  of  the  ten  thousand  virgins— may 
their  help  be  with  us  ! — ^were  they  all  arranged  on  a  fair 
rfield." 


CHAP.  VIII. 

'Twas  nuhenye  raised^  *viid  sap  and  siege 
The  hoHuer  of  your  rightful  liege 

A  t  your  she  captain's  callt 
W/to,  miracle  of  tuornaHkind, 
Lent  mettle  to  the  meanest  hind 

That  manttd  Jur  castle  wall. 

William  Stewart  Rosb. 

HE   morning   light   was   scarce    fully   spread 
I  abroad,  when  Eveline  Berenger,  in  compliance 
I  with  her  confessor's  advice,  commenced  her  pro- 
gress aroimd  the  walls  and  battlements  of  the  beleaguered 
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castle,  to  confirm,  by  her  personal  entreaties,  the  minds 
of  the  valiant,  and  to  rouse  the  more  timid  to  hope  and 
to  exertion.  She  wore  a  rich  collar  and  bracelets,  as 
ornaments  which  indicated  her  rank  and  high  descent ; 
and  her  under  tunic,  in  the  manner  of  the  times,  was 
gathered  around  her  slender  waist  by  a  girdle,  em- 
broidered with  precious  stones,  and  secured  by  a  large 
buckle  of  gold.  From  one  side  of  the  girdle  was  sus- 
pended a  pouch  or  purse,  splendidly  adorned  with 
needle-work,  and  on  the  left  side  it  sustained  a  small 
dagger  of  exquisite  workmanship.  A  dark-coloured 
mantle,  chosen  as  emblematic  of  her  clouded  fortunes, 
was  flung  loosely  around  her ;  and  its  hood  was  brought 
forward,  so  as  to  shadow,  but  not  hide,  her  beautiful 
countenance.  Her  looks  had  lost  the  high  and  ecstatic 
expression  which  had  been  inspired  by  supposed  revela- 
tion, but  they  retained  a  sorrowful  and  mild,  yet  deter- 
mined character — and,  in  addressing  the  soldiers,  she 
used  a  mixture  of  entreaty  and  command — ^now  throwing 
herself  upon  their  protection — now  demanding  in  her  aid 
the  just  tribute  of  their  allegiance. 

The  garrison  was  divided,  as  military  skill  dictated,  in 
groups,  on  the  points  most  liable  to  attack,  or  from 
which  an  assailing  enemy  might  be  best  annoyed ;  and  it 
was  this  unavoidable  separation  of  their  force  into  small 
detachments,  which  showed  to  disadvantage  the  extent 
of  walls,  compared  with  the  number  of  the  defenders  ; 
and  though  Wilkin  Flammock  had  contrived  several 
means  of  concealing  this  deficiency  of  force  from  the 
enemy,  he  could  not  disguise  it  from  the  defenders  of 
the  castle,  who  cast  mournful  glances  on  the  length  of 
battlements  which  were  unoccupied  save  by  sentinels, 
and  then  looked  out  to  the  fatal  field  of  battle,  loaded 
with  the  bodies  of  those  who  ought  to  have  been  their 
comrades  in  this  hour  of  peril. 

The  presence  of  Eveline  did  much  to  rouse  the  garris^~ 
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from  this  state  of  discouragement.  She  glided  from 
post  to  post,  from  tower  to  tower,  of  the  old  grey- 
fortress,  as  a  gleam  of  light  passes  over  a  clouded  land- 
scape, and,  touching  its  various  points  in  succession, 
calls  them  out  to  beauty  and  effect.  Sorrow  and  fear 
sometimes  make  sufiferers  eloquent.  She  addressed  the 
various  nations  who  composed  her  little  garrison,  each  in 
appropriate  language.  To  the  English,  s}\e  spoke  as 
children  of  the  soil — to  the  Flemings,  as  men  who  had 
become  denizens  by  the  right  of  hospitality — to  the 
Normans,  as  descendants  of  that  victorious  race,  whose 
sword  had  made  them  the  nobles  and  sovereigns  of  every 
land  where  its  edge  had  been  tried.  To  them  she  used 
the  language  of  chivalry,  by  whose  rules  the  meanest  of 
that  nation  regulated,  or  affected  to  regulate,  his  actions. 
The  English  she  reminded  of  their  good  faith  and 
honesty  of  heart ;  and  to  the  Flemings  she  spoke  of  the 
destruction  of  their  property,  the  fruits  of  their  honest 
industry.  To  all  she  proposed  vengeance  for  the  death 
of  their  leader  and  his  followers — to  all  she  recom- 
mended confidence  in  God  and  Our  Lady  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse  ;  and  she  ventured  to  assure  all,  of  the 
strong  and  victorious  bands  that  were  already  in  march 
to  their  relief. 

"  Will  the  gallant  champions  of  the  cross,"  she  said, 
"think  of  leaving  their  native  land,  while  the  wail  of 
women  and  of  orphans  is  in  their  ears? — it  were  to  con- 
vert their  pious  purpose  into  mortal  sin,  and  to  derogate 
from  the  high  fame  they  have  so  well  won.  Yes — fight 
but  valiantly,  and  perhaps,  before  the  very  sun  that  is 
now  slowly  rising  shall  sink  in  the  sea,  you  will  see  it 
shining  on  the  ranks  of  Shrewsbury  and  Chester.  When 
did  the  Welshmen  wait  to  hear  the  clangour  of  their 
trumpets,  or  the  rustling  of  their  silken  banners  ?  Fight 
bravely — fight  freely  but  a  while !— our  castle  is  strong 
— our  munition  ample—your  hearts  are  good — ^your 
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arms  are  powerful— God  is  nigh  to  us,  and  our  friends 
are  not  far  distant.  Fight,  then,  in  the  name  of  all  that 
is  good  and  holy — fight  for  yourselves,  for  your  wives, 
for  your  children,  and  for  your  properly — and  oh !  fight 
for  an  orphan  maiden,  who  hath  no  other  defenders  but 
what  a  sense  of  her  sorrows,  and  the  remembrance  of 
her  father,  may  raise  up  among  you  ! " 

Such  speeches  as  these  made  a  powerful  impression 
on  the  men  to  whom  they  were  addressed,  already 
hardened,  by  habits  and  sentiments,  against  a  sense  of 
danger.  The  chivalrous  Normans  swore,  on  the  cross 
of  their  swords,  they  would  die  to  a  man  ere  they  would 
surrender  their  posts — the  blunter  Anglo-Saxons  cried, 
"  Shame  on  him  who  would  render  up  such  a  lamb  as 
EveUne  to  a  Welsh  wolf,  while  he  could  make  her  a 
bulwark  with  his  body!" — Even  the  cold  Flemings 
caught  a  spark  of  the  enthusiasm  with  which  the  others 
were  animated,  and  muttered  to  each  other  praises  of 
the  young  lady's  beauty,  and  short  but  honest  resolves 
to  do  the  best  they  might  in  her  defence. 

Rose  Flammock,  who  accompanied  her  lady  with  one 
or  two  attendants  upon  her  circuit  around  the  castle, 
seemed  to  have  relapsed  into  her  natural  character  of  a 
shy  and  timid  girl,  out  of  the  excited  state  into  which 
she  had  been  brought  by  the  suspicions  which  in  the 
evening  before  had  attached  to  her  father's  character. 
She  tripped  closely  but  respectfully  after  Eveline,  and 
listened  to  what  she  said  from  time  to  time,  with  the 
awe  and  admiration  of  a  child  listening  to  its  tutor, 
while  only  her  moistened  eye  expressed  how  far  she  felt 
or  comprehended  the  extent  of  the  danger,  or  the  force 
of  the  exhortations.  There  was,  however,  a  moment 
when  the  youthful  maiden's  eye  became  more  bright,  her 
step  more  confident,  her  looks  more  elevated.  This  was 
when  they  approached  the  spot  where  her  father,  having 
discharged  the  duties  of  commander  of  the  garrison. 
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was  now  exercising  those  of  engineer,  and  displaying^, 
great  skill,  as  well  as  wonderful  personal  strength,  in 
directing  and  assisting  the  establishment  of  a  large  man- 
gonel (a  military  engine  used  for  casting  stones),  upon  a 
station  commanding  an  exposed  postern  gate,  which  led 
from  the  western  side  of  the  castle  down  to  the  plain  ; 
and  where  a  severe  assault  was  naturally  to  be  expected. 
The  greater  part  of  his  armour  lay  beside  him,  but 
covered  with  his  cassock  to  screen  it  from  morning  dew  ; 
while  in  his  leathern  doublet,  with  arms  bare  to  the 
shoulder,  and  a  huge  sledge-hammer  in  his  hand,  he  set 
an  example  to  the  mechanics  who  worked  under  his 
direction. 

In  slow  and  solid  natures  there  is  usually  a  touch  of 
shamefacedness,  and  a  sensitiveness  to  the  breach  of 
petty  observances.  Wilkin  Flammock  had  been  un- 
moved even  to  insensibility  at  the  imputation  of  treason 
so  lately  cast  upon  him  ;  but  he  coloured  high,  and  was 
confused,  while,  hastily  throwing  on  his  cassock,  he  en- 
deavoured to  conceal  th6  dishabille  in  which  he  had 
been  surprised  by  the  Lady  Eveline.  Not  so  his  daugh- 
ter. Proud  of  her  father's  zeal,  her  eye  gleamed  from 
him  to  her  mistress  with  a  look  of  triumph,  which  seemed 
to  say,  "And  this  faithful  follower  is  he  who  was  sus- 
pected of  treachery ! " 

Eveline's  own  bosom  made  her  the  same  reproach  ; 
and  anxious  to  atone  for  her  momentary  doubt  of  his 
fidelity,  she  offered  for  his  acceptance  a  ring  of  value, 
"in  small  amends,"  she  said,  "  of  a  momentary  miscon- 
struction." 

"  It  needs  not,  lady,"  said  Flammock,  with  his  usual 
bluntness,  "unless  I  have  the  freedom  to  bestow  the 
gaud  on  Rose ;  for  I  think  she  was  grieved  enough  at 
that  which  moved  me  Uttle, — as  why  should  it?" 

"Dispose  of  it  as  thou  wilt,"  said  Eveline;    "the 
stone  it  bears  is  as  true  as  thine  cwn  faith." 
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Here  Eveline  paused,  and  looking  on  the  btoad  ex- 
panded plain  which  extended  between  the  site  of  the 
castle  and  the  river,  observed  how  silent  and  still  the 
morning  was  rising  over  what  had  so  lately  been  a  scene 
of  such  extensive  slaughter. 

**  It  will  not  be  so  long,"  answered  Flammock ;  *'  we 
shall  have  noise  enough,  and  that  nearer  to  our  ears 
than  yesterday." 

"Which  way  he  the  enemy?",  said  Eveline;  **me- 
thinks  I  can  spy  neither  tents  nor  pavilions." 

*'  They  use  none,  lady,"  answered  Wilkin  Flammock. 
**  Heaven  has  denied  them  the  grace  and  knowledge  to 
weave  linen  enough  for  such  a  purpose — ^Yonder  they  lie 
on  both  sides  of  the  river,  covered  with  nought  but  their 
white  mantles.  Would  one  think  that  a  host  of  thieves 
and  cut-throats  could  look  so  like  the  finest  object  in 
nature — a.  well-spread  bleaching-field ? — Hark — hark! — 
the  wasps  are  beginning  to  buzz;  they  will  soon  be 
plying  their  stings." 

In  fact,  there  was  heard  among  the  Welsh  army  a 
low  and  indistinct  murmur,  like  that  of 

Bees  alarm'd,  and  mustering  in  their  hives. 

Terrified  at  the  hollow  menacing  sound,  which  grew 
louder  every  moment.  Rose,  who  had  all  the  irritability 
of  a  sensitive  temperament,  clung  to  her  father's  arm, 
saying,  in  a  terrified  whisper,  "It  is  like  the  sound  of 
the  sea  the  night  before  the  great  inundation." 

"  And  it  betokens  too  rough  weather  for  women  to  be 
abroad  in,"  said  Fkimmock.  "Go  to  your  chamber, 
Lady  Eveline,  if  it  be  your  will — and  go  you  too, 
Roschen — God  bless  you  both — ye  do  but  keep  us  idle 
here." 

And,  indeed,  conscious  that  she  had  done  all  that  was 
incumbent  upon  her,  and  fearful  lest  the  chill  which  she 
felt  creeping  over  her  own  heart  should  infect  others, 
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Eveline  took  her  vassal's  advice,  and  withdrew  slowly  to 
her  own  apartment,  often  casting  back  her  eye  to  the 
place  where  the  Welsh,  now  drawn  out  and  under  arms, 
were  advancing  their  ridgy  battalions,  like  the  waves  of 
an  approaching  tide. 

The  Prince  of  Powys  had,  with  considerable  military 
skill,  adopted  a  plan  of  attack  suitable  to  the  fiery  genius 
of  his  followers,  and  calculated  to  alarm  on  every  p>oint 
the  feeble  garrison. 

The  three  sides  of  the  castle  which  were  defended  by 
the  river,  were  watched  each  by  a  numerous  body  of  the 
British,  with  instructions  to  confine  themselves  to  the 
discharge  of  arrows,  unless  they  should  observe  that 
some  favourable  opportunity  of  close  attack  should 
occur.  But  far  the  greater  part  of  Gwenwyn's  forces, 
consisting  of  three  columns  of  great  strength,  advanced 
along  the  plain  on  the  western  side  of  the  castle,  and 
menaced,  with  a  desperate  assault,  the  walls,  which,  in 
that  direction,  were  deprived  of  the  defence  of  the  river. 
The  first  of  these  formidable  bodies  consisted  entirely  of 
archers,  who  dispersed  themselves  in  front  of  the  be- 
leaguered place,  and  took  advantage  of  every  bush  and 
rising  ground  which  could  afford  them  shelter  ;  and  then 
began  to  bend  their  bows  and  shower  their  arrows  on 
the  battlements  and  loop-holes,  suffering,  however,  a 
great  deal  more  damage  than  they  were  able  to  inflict, 
as  the  garrison  returned  their  shot  in  comparative  safety, 
and  with  more  secure  and  deliberate  aim.*  Under 
cover,  however,  of  their  discharge  of  arrows,  two  very 
strong  bodies  of  Welsh  attempted  to  carry  the  outer 
defences  of  the  castle  by  storm.  They  had  axes  to  de- 
stroy the  palisades,  then  called  barriers  ;  fagots  to  fill  up 
the  external  ditches ;  torches  to  set  fire  to  aught  com- 
bustible which  they  might  find  ;  and,  above  all,  ladders 
to  scale  the  walls. 

These  detachments  rushed  with  incredible  fury  towards 
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the  point  of  attack,  de$pite  aj^iost  obstinate  defence,  and 
the  great  loss  which  they  sustained  bv  ftiissiles  of  every 
kind,  and  continued  the  assault  for  nearly  an  hour,  sup- 
plied by  reinforcements  which  more  than  recruited  their 
diminished  numbers.  When  they  were  at  last  compelled 
to  retreat,  they  seemed  to  adopt  a  new  and  yet  more 
harassing  species  of  attack.  A  large  body  assaulted  one 
exppsed  point  of  the  fortress  with  such  fury  as  to  draw 
thither  as  many  of  the  besieged  as  could  possibly  be 
spared  from  other  defended  posts,  and  when  there  ap- 
peared a  point  less  strongly  manned  than  was  adequate 
to  defence,  that,  in  its  turn,  was  furiously  assailed  by  a 
separate  body  of  the  enemy. 

Thus  the  defenders  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  resem- 
bled the  embarrassed  traveller,  engaged  in  repelling  a 
swarm  of  hornets,  which,  while  he  brushes  them  from 
one  part,  fix  in  swarms  upon  another,  and  drive  him  to 
despair  by  their  numbers,  and  the  boldness  and  multi- 
plicity of  their  attacks.  The  postern  being  of  coursR 
a  principal  point  of  attack,  Father  Aldrovand,  whose 
anxiety  would  not  permit  him  to  be  absent  from 
the  walls,  and  who,  indeed,  where  decency  would 
permit,  took  an  occasional  share  in  the  active  defence 
of  the  place,  hasted  thither,  as  the  point  chiefly  in 
danger. 

Here  he  found  the  Fleming,  like  a  second  Ajax,  grim 
with  dust  and  blood,  working  with  his  own  hands  the 
great  engine  which  he  had  lately  helped  to  erect,  and 
at  the  same  time  giving  heedful  eye  to  all  the  exigencies 
around.  ' 

"How  thinkest  thou  of  this  day's  work?"  said  the 
monk  in  a  whisper. 

"  What  skills  it  talking  of  it,  father?"  replied  Flam- 
mock  ;  • '  thou  art  no  soldier,  and  I  have  no  time  for 
words." 

"Nay,  take  thy  breath,"  said  the  monk,  tucking  up 
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the  sleeves  of  his  frock ;  "  I  will  try  to  help  thee  the 
whilst— although,  Our  Lady  pity  me,  I  know  nothing  of 
these  strange  devices, — ^not  even  the  nanies.  But  oTir 
rule  commands  us  to  labour ;  there  can  be  no  harm, 
therefore,  in  turning  this  winch — or  in  placing  this 
steel-headed  piece  of  wood  opposite  to  the  cord  (suit- 
ing his  actions  to  his  words),  nor  see  I  aught  un- 
canonical  in  adjusting  the  lever  thus,  or  in  touching'  the 
spring." 

The  large  bolt  whizzed  through  the  air  as  he  spoke, 
and  was  so  successfully  aimed,  that  it  struck  down  a 
Welsh  chief  of  eminence,  to  whom  Gwenwyn  himself  was 
in  the  act  of  giving  some  important  charge. 

"Well  driven,  trebuchet — well  flown,  quarrel  T  cried 
the  monk,  unable  to  contain  his  delight,  and  giving,  in 
his  triumph,,  the  true  technical  names  to  the  engine,  and 
the  javelin  which  it  discharged. 

*•  And  well  aimed,  monk,"  added  Wilkin  Flammock  ; 
"  I  think  thou  knowest  more  than  is  in  thy  breviary." 

*•  Care  not  thou  for  that,"  said  the  father  ;  "  and  now 
that  thou  seest  I  can  work  an  engine,  and  that  the 
Welsh  knaves  seem  something  low  in  stomach,  what 
think'st  thou  of  our  estate  ?  " 

"  Well  enough — for  a  bad  one — if  we  may  hope  for 
speedy  succour  ;  but  men's  bodies  are  of  flesh,  n&t  of 
iron,  and  we  may  be  at  last  wearied  out  by  numbers. 
Only  one  soldier  to  four  yards  of  wall  is  a  fearful  odds  ; 
and  the  villains  are  aware  of  it,  and  keep  us  to  sharp 
work. "  , 

The  renewal  of  the  assault  here  broke  off  their  conver- 
sation, nor  did  the  active  enemy  permit  them  to  enjoy 
much  repose  until  sunset ;  for,  alarming  them  with 
repeated  menaces  of  attack  upon  different  points,  besides 
making  two  or  three  formidable  and  furious  assaults, 
they  left  them  scarce  time  to  breathe,  or  to  take  a 
moment's  refreshment.  Yet  the  Welsh  paid  a  severe 
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price  for  their  temerity ;  for,  while  nothing  could  exceed 
the  bravery  with  w^hich  their  men  repeatedly  advanced  to 
the  attack,  those  which  were  made  latest  in  the  day 
had  less  of  animated  desperation  than  their  first  onset ; 
and  it  is  probable,  that  the  sense  of  having  sustained 
great  loss,  and  apprehension  of  its  effects  on  the  spirits 
of  his  people,  made  nightfall,  and  the  interruption  of  the 
contest,  as  acceptable  to  Gwenwyn  as  to  the  exhausted 
garrison  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse. 

But  in  the  camp  or  leaguer  of  the  "N^elsh  there  was 
glee  and  triumph,  for  the  loss  of  the  past  day  was  for- 
gotten in  recollectioi)  of  the  signal  victory  which  had 
preceded  this  siege  ;  and  the  dispirited  garrison  could 
hear  from  their  walls  the  laugh  and  the  song,  the  soimd 
of  harping  and  gaiety,  whidi  triumphed  by  anticipation 
over  their  surrender. 

The  sun  was  for  some  time  sunk,  the  twilight  deepened, 
and  night  closed  with  a  blue  and  cloudless  sky,  in  which 
the  thousand  spangles  that  deck  the  firmament  received 
double  brilliancy  from  some  slight  touch  of  frost, 
although  the  paler  planet,  their  mistress,  was  but  in  her 
first  quarter.  The  necessities  of  the  garrison  were  con- 
siderably aggravated  by  that  of  keeping  a  very  strong 
and  watchful  guard,  ill  according  with  the  weakness  of 
their  numbers,  at  a  time  which  appeared  favourable  to 
any  sudden  nocturnal  alarm  ;  and  so  urgent  was  this 
duty,  that  those  who  had  been  more  slightly  wounded 
on  the  preceding  day,  were  obliged  to  t^e  their  share 
in  it,  notwithstanding  their  hurts.  The  monk  and 
Fleming,  who  now  perfectly  understood  each  other,  went 
in  company  around  the  walls  at  midnight,  exhorting  the 
warders  to  be  watchful,  and  examining  with  their  own 
eyes  the  state  of  the  fortress.  It  was  in  the  course  of 
these  roimds,  and  as  they  were  ascending  an  elevated 
platform  by  a  range  of  narrow  and  uneven  steps,  some- 
thing galling  to  the  monk's  tread,  that  they  perceived  on 
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the  summit  to  which  they  were  ascending,  instead  of 
the  black  corselet  of  the  Flemish  sentinel  who  had  been 
placed  there,  two  white  forms,  the  appearance  of  which 
struck  Willdn  Flammock  with  more  dismay  than  he  had 
shown  during  any  of  the  doubtful  events  of  the  preceding 
day's  fight. 

"Father,"  he  said,  " betake  yourself  to  your  tools— 
cs  spuckt — ^there  are  hobgoblins  here. " 

The  good  father  had  not  learned  as  a  priest  to  defy  the 
spiritual  host,  whom,  as  a  soldier,  he  had  dreaded  more 
than  any  mortal  enemy  ;  but  he  began  to  recite,  with 
chattering  teeth,  the  exorcism  of  the  church,  "  Conjuro 
vosomnes,  spiritus  maligni,  magni  atque  parvi" — when 
he  was  interrupted  by  the  voice  of  Eveline,  who  called 
out,  "  Is  it  you.  Father  Aldrovand?" 

Much  lightened  at  heart  by  finding  they  had  no  ghost 
to  deal  with,  Wilkin  Flammock  and  the  priest  advanced 
hastily  to  the  platform,  where  they  found  the  lady  with 
her  faithful  Rose,  the  former  with  a  half-pike  in  her  hand, 
like  a  sentinel  on  duty. 

•*How  is  this,  daughter?"  said  the  monk;  " how- 
came  you  here,  and  thus  armed?  and  where  is  the 
sentind, — the  lazy  Flemish  hound,  that  should  have 
kept  the  post?" 

"  May  he  not  be  a  lazy  hound,  yet  not  a  Flemish  one, 
father?"  said  Rose,  who  was  ever  awakened  by  any- 
thing which  seemed  a  reflection  upon  her  country  ; 
"methinks  I  have  heard  of  such  curs  of  English 
breed." 

"Go  to.  Rose,  you  are  too  malapert  for  a  young 
maiden,"  saiid  her  father.  "  Once  more,  where  is  Peter- 
kin  Vorst,  who  should  have  kept  this  post?" 

"  Let  him  not  be  blamed  for  my  fault,"  said  Eveline, 
pointing  to  a  place  where  the  Flemish  sentinel  lay  in  the 
shade  of  the  battlement  fast  asleep—"  He  \vas  overcome 
with  toil — ^had  fought  hard  through  the  day,  and  when  I 
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fiaw  him  asleep  as  I  came  hither,  like  a  wandering  spirit 
that  cannot  taie  slumber  or  repose,  I  would  not  disturb 
the  rest  which  I  envied.  As  he  had  fought  for  me,  I 
might,  I  thought,  watch  an  hour  for  him  ;  so  I  took  his 
weapon  with  the  purpose  of  remaining  here  till  some  one 
should  come  to  relieve  him." 

"I  will  relieve  the  schelm,  with  a  vengeance  !"  said 
Wilkin  Flammock,  and  saluted  the  slumbering  and  pro- 
strate warder  with  two  kicks,  whu;h  made  his  corselet 
clatter.  The  man  started  to  his  feet  in  no  small  alarm, 
which  he  would  have  communicated  to  the  next  sentinels 
and  to  the  whole  garrison,  by  crying  out  that  the  Welsh 
were  upon  the  walls,  had  not  the  monk  covered  his  . 
broad  mouth  with  his  hand  just  as  the  roar  was  issuing 
forth. — "  Peace,  and  get  thee  dowato  the  under  bayley," 
said  he; — "thou  deservest  death  by  all  the  policies  of 
war — ^but  look  ye,  varlet,  and  see  who  has  saved  your 
worthless  neck,  by  watching  while  you  were  dreaming  of 
swine's  flesh  and  beer-pots." 

The  Fleming,  although  as  yet  but  half  awake,  was 
sufficiently  conscious  of  his  situation  to  sneak  off  without 
reply,  after  two  or  three  awkward  congees,  as  well  to 
Eveline  as  to  those  by  whom  his  repose  had  been  so 
unceremoniously  interrupted. 

"  He  deserves  to  be  tied  neck  and  heel,  the  hounds- 
foot,"  said  Wilkin.  "  But  what  would  you  have,  ladyf 
My  countrymen  cannot  live  without  rest  or  sleep."  So 
saying,  he  gave  a  yawn  so  wide,  as  if  he  had  proposed 
to  swallow  one  of  the  turrets  at  an  angle  of  the  platform 
on  which  he  stood,  as  if  it  had  only  garnished  a  Christ- 
mas pasty. 

"True,  good  Wilkin,"  said  Eveline;  "and  do  you 
therefore  take  some  rest,  and  trust  to  my  watchfulness, 
at  least  till  the  guards  are  relieved.  I  cannot  sleep  if  I 
would,  and  I  would  not  if  I  could. " 

"  Thanks,  lady,"  said  Flammock  ;  "  and,  in  truth,  as 
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this  is  a  centrical  place,  and  the  rounds  must  pass  in  an 
hour  at  farthest,  I  will  e'en  close  my  eyes  for  eush  a 
space,  for  the  Uds  feel  as  heavy  as  flood-gate^." 

"Oh,  father,  father!"  exclaimed  Rose,  alive  to  her 
sire's  imceremonious  neglect  of  decorum — "  think  where 
you  are,  and  in  whose  presence  ! " 

"Ay,  ay,  good  Flammock,"  said  the  monk,  "re- 
member the  presence  oi  a  noble  Norman  maiden  is 
no  place  for  folding  of  cloaks  and  donning  of  night- 
caps." 

"Let  him  alone,  father,"  said  Eveline,  who  in  another 
moment  might  have  smiled  at  the  readiness  with  which 
Wilkin  Flanjmock  folded  himself  in  his  huge  cloak, 
extended  his  substantial  form  on  the  stone  bench,  and 
gave  the  most  decided  tokens  of  profound  repose  long 
ere  the  monk  had  done  speaking — "  Forms  and  fa^ions 
of  respect,"  she  continued,  "are  for  times  of  ease  and 
nicety  ; — when  in  danger,  the  soldier's  bedchamber  is 
r/herever  he  can  find  leisure  for  an  hour's  sleep — his 
eating-hall,  wherever  he  can  obtain  food.  Sit  thou 
down  by  Rose  and  me,  good  father,  and  tell  us  of 
some  holy  lesson  which  may  pass  away  these  hours 
of  weariness  and  calamity." 

The  father  obeyed ;  but  however  willing  to  afiford 
consolation,  his  ingenuity  and  theological  skill  suggested 
nothing  belter  than  a  recitation  of  the  penitentiary 
psalms,  in  which  task  he  continued  until  fatigue  became 
too  powerful  for  him  also,  when  he  committed  the 
same  breach  of  decorum  for  which  he  had  upbraided 
Wilkin  Flammock,  and  fell  fast  asleep  in  the  midst  of  his 
devotions. 
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CHAP.   IX. 

**  Oh,  mght  of  "woe"  she  said  and  wept ^ 
"  Ob,  night  foreboding  sorrow  ! 
Ohf  night  of -woe"  she  said  and  wept, 
"  But  more  I  dread  the  morrow  !  " 

Sir  Gilbert  Elliot. 

HE  fSatigne  which  had  exhausted    Flammock 
[  and  the  monk  was  unfelt  by  the  two  anxious 

maidens,  who  remained  with  their  eyes  bent 
now  upon  the  dim  landscape,  now  on  the  stars  by  which 
it  was  lighted,  as  if  they  could  have  read  there  the  events 
which  the  morrow  was  to  bring  forth.  It  was  a  placid 
and  melancholy  scene.  Tree  and  field,  and  hill  and 
plain,  lay  before  them  in  doubtful  light,  while  at  greater 
distance  their  eye  could  with  difficulty  trace  one  or  two 
places  where  the  river,  hidden  in  general  by  banks  and 
trees,  spread  its  more  expanded  bosom  to  the  stars,  and 
the  pale  crescent.  All  was  still,  excepting  the  solemn 
rush  of  the  waters,  and  now  and  then  the  shrill  tinkle  of 
a  harp,  which,  heard  from  more  than  a  mile's  distance 
through  the  midnight  silence,  announced  that  some  of 
the  Welshmen  still  protracted  their  most  beloved  amuse- 
ment. The  wild  notes,  partially  heard,  seemed  like  the 
voice  of  some  passing  spirit ;  and,  connected  as  they 
were  with  ideas  of  fierce  and  unrelenting  hostility, 
thrilled  on  Eveline's  ear,  as  if  prophetic  of  war  and  woe, 
captivity  and  death.  The  only  other  sounds  which  dis- 
turbed the  extreme  stillness  of  the  night  were  the  oc- 
casional step  of  a  sentinel  upon  his  post,  or  the  hooting 
of  the  owls,  which  seemed  to  wail  the  approaching  down- 
fall of  the  moonlight  turrets  in  which  they  had  established 
their  ancient  habitations. 

The  calmness  of  all  around  seemed  to  press  like  a 
weight  on  the  bosom  of  the  unhappy  Eveline,  and  brorght 
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to  her  mind  a  deeper  sense  of  present  grief,  and  keener 
apprehension  of  future  horrors,  than  had  reigned  there 
during  the  bustle,  blood,  and  confusion  of  the  pre- 
ceding day.  She  rose  up — she  sat  down — she  moved  to 
and  fro  on  the  platform — she  remained  fixed  like  a  statue 
to  a  single  spot,  as  if  she  were  trying  by  variety  of 
posture  to  divert  her  internal  sense  of  fear  and  sorrow. 

At  length,  looking  at  the  monk  and  the  Fleming  as 
they  slept  soundly  under  the  shade  of  the  battlement,  she 
could  no  longer  forbear  breaking  silence.  *'Men  are 
happy,"  she  said,  "my  beloved  Rose;  their  anxious 
thoughts  are  either  diverted  by  toilsome  exertion,  or 
drowned  in  the  insensibility  which  follows  it.  They  may 
encounter  wounds  and  death,  but  it  is  we  who  feel  in  the 
spirit  a  more  keen  anguish  than  the  body  knows,  and  in 
the  gnawing  sense  of  present  ill  and  fear  of  future  misery, 
suffer  a  living  death,  more  cruel  than  that  which  ends  our 
woes  at  once." 

"Do  not  be  thus  downcast,  my  noble  lady,"  said 
Rose  ;  "be  rather  what  you  were  yesterday — caring  for 
the  wounded,  for  the  aged,  for  every  one  but  yourself — 
exposing  even  your  dear  Ufe  among  the  showers  of  the 
Welsh  arrows,  when  doing  so  could  give  courage  to 
others  ;  while  I — shame  on  me — could  but  tremble,  sob, 
and  weep,  and  needed  all  the  little  wit  I  have  to  prevent 
my  shouting  with  the  wild  cries  of  the  Welsh,  or  scream- 
ing and  groaning  with  those  of  our  friends  who  fell 
around  me." 

"  Alas  !  Rose,"  answered  her  mistress,  "  you  may  at 
pleasure  indulge  your  fears  to  the  verge  of  distraction 
itself^you  have  a  father  to  fight  and  watch  for  you. 
Mine— my  kind,  noble,  and  honoured  parent — lies  dead 
on  yonder  field,  and  all  which  remains  for  me  is  to  act  as 
may  best  become  his  memory.  But  this  moment  is  at 
least  mine,  to  think  upon  and  to  mourn  for  him." 

So  saying,  and  overpowered  by  the  long-repressed 
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burst  of  filial  sorrow,  she  sunk  down  on  the  banquette 
which  ran  along  the  inside  of  the  embattled  parapet  of  the 
platform,  and,  murmuring  to  herself,  "  He  is  gone  for 
ever  ! "  abandoned  herself  to  the  extremity  of  grief. 
One  hand  grasped  unconsciously  the  weapon  which  she 
held,  and  served,  at  the  same  time,  to  prop  her  forehead, 
while  the  tears,  by  which  she  was  now  for  the  first  time 
relieved,  flowed  in  torrents  from  her  eyes,  and  her  sobs 
seemed  so  convulsive,  that  Rose  almost  feared  her  heart 
was  bursting.  Her  affection  and  sympathy  dictated  at 
once  the  kindest  course  which  Eveline's  condition  per- 
mitted. Without  attempting  to  control  the  torrent  of 
grief  in  its  full  current,  she  gently  sat  her  down  beside 
the  moiurner,  and  possessing  herself  of  the  hand  which 
had  sunk  motionless  by  her  side,  she  alternately  pressed 
it  to  her  lips,  her  bosom,  and  her  brow — now  covered  it  with 
kisses,  now  bedewed  it  with  tears,  and  amid  these  tokens 
of  the  most  devoted  and  humble  sympathy,  waited  a 
more  composed  moment  to  offer  her  little  stock  of  con- 
solation in  such  deep  silence  and  stillness,  that,  as  the 
•pale  light  fell  upon  the  two  beautiful  young  women,  it 
seemed  rather  to  show  a  group  of  statuary,  the  work  of 
some  eminent  sculptor,  than  beings  whose  eyes  still 
wept,  and  whose  hearts  still  throbbed.  At  a  little 
distance,  the  gleaming  corselet  of  the  Fleming,  and  the 
dark  garments  of  Father  Aldrovand,  as  they  lay  prostrate 
on  the  stone  steps,  might  represent  the  bodies  of  those 
for  whom  the  principal  figures  were  mourning. 

After  a  deep  agony  of  many  minutes,  it  seemed  that 
the  sorrows  of  Eveline  were  assuming  a  more  composed 
character  ;  her  convulsive  sobs  were  changed  for  long, 
low,  profound  sighs,  and  the  course  of  her  tears,  though 
they  still  flowed,  was  milder  and  less  violent.  Her  kind 
attendant,  availing  herself  of  these  gentler  symptoms, 
tried  softly  to  win  the  spear  from  her  lady's  grasp.  "  Let 
me  be  sentinel  for  a  while,"  sfte  said,  *'  my  sweet  lady — I 
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will  at  least  scream  louder  than  you,  if  any  danger  should 
approach."  She  ventured  to  kiss  her  cheek,  and  throw 
her  arms  aroiind  Eveline's  neck  while  she  spoke  ;  but  a 
mute  caress,  which  expressed  her  sense  of  the  faithful 
girl's  kind  intentions  to  minister  if  possible  to  her  repose, 
was  the  only  answer  returned.  They  remained  for  many 
minutes  silent  in  the  same  postmre, — Eveline,  like  an 
upright  and  slender  poplar — Rose,  who  encircled  her 
lady  in  her  arms,  like  the  woodbine  which  twines  around  it. 

At  length  Rose  suddenly  felt  her  young  mistress  shiver 
in  her  embrace,  and  then  Eveline  grasped  her  arm 
rigidly  as  she  whispered,  "Do  you  hear  nothing ? " 

"  No — nothing  but  the  hooting  of  the  owl,"  answered 
Rose,  timorously. 

"  I  heard  a  distant  sound,"  said  Eveline, — "  I  thought 
I  heard  it— hark,  it  comes  again  ! — Look  from  the  battle- 
ments. Rose,  while  I  awaken  the  priest  and  thy  father." 

"Dearest  lady/'  said  Rose,  "I  dare  not — what  can 
this  sound  be  that  is  heard  by  one  only? — ^You  are 
deceived  by  the  rush  of  the  river." 

"I  would  not  alarm  the  castle  unnecessarily,"  said 
Eveline,  pausing,  "or  even  break  your  father's  needful 
slumbers,  by  a  fancy  of  mine — But  hark — ^hark  ! — I  hear 
it  again — distinct  amidst  the  intermitting  sound  of  the 
rushing  water — a  low  tremulous  sound,  mingled  with  a 
tinkling  like  smiths  or  armourers  at  work  upon  their 
anvils." 

Rose  had  by  this  time  sprung  up  on  the  banquette, 
and  flinging  back  her  rich  tresses  of  fair  hair,  had  applied 
her  hand  behind  her  ear  to  collect  the  distant  sound.  "I 
hear  it,"  she  cried,  "  and  it  increases — ^Awake  them,  for 
Heaven's  sake,  and  without  a  moment's  delay  ! " 

Evehne    accordingly    stirred    the    sleepers    with    the 
reversed  end  of  the  lance,  and  as  they  started  to  their 
feet  in  haste,  she  whispered  in  a  hasty  but  cautious  voice, 
*•  To  arms — the  Welsh  are  upon  us  ! " 
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"  What— where?  "  said  Wilkin  Flammock,  •*  where  be 
they?" 

*'  Listen,  and  you  will  hear  them  arming,"  she  replied. 

*'  The  noise  is  but  in  thine  own  fancy,  lady,"  said  the 
Fleming,  whose  organs  were  of  the  same  heavy  character 
with  his  form  and  his  disposition.  "  I  would  I  had  not 
gone  to  sleep  at  all,  since  I  was  to  be  awakened  so  soon." 

"Nay,  but  listen,  good  Flammock — the  sound  of 
armour  comes  from  the  north-east" 

"The  Welsh  lie  not  in  that  quarter,  lady,"  said 
Wilkin,  "and,  besides,  they  wear  no  armour." 

"  I  hear  it — I  hear  it ! "  said  Father  Aldrovand,  who 
had  been  listening  for  some  time.  "All  praise  to  St. 
Benedict !  Our  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  has  been 
gracious  to  her  servants  as  ever ! — It  is  the  trampling  of 
horses — it  is  the  clash  of  armour — the  chivalry  of  the 
Marches  are  coming  to  our  relief^Kyrie  Eleison  ! " 

"I  hear  something  too,"  said  Flammock, — "some- 
thing like  the  hollow  sound  of  the  great  sea,  when  it 
burst  into  my  neighbour  Klinkerman's  warehouse,  and 
rolled  his  pots  and  pans  against  each  other.  But  it  were 
an  evil  mistake,  father,  to  take  foes  for  friends— we  were 
best  rouse  the  people." 

"Tush!"  said  the  priest,  "talk  to  me  of  pots  and 
kettles  ? — Was  I  squire  of  the  body  to  Count  Stephen 
Mauleverer  for  twenty  years,  and  do  I  not  know  the 
tramp  of  a  war-horse,  or  the  clash  of  a  mail-coat  ? — But 
call  the  men  to  the  walls  at  any  rate,  and  have  me  the 
best  drawn  up  in  the  base-court — we  may  help  them  by 
a  sally." 

"  That  will  not  be  rashly  undertaken  with  my  consent," 
murmured  the  Fleming  ;  "  but  to  the  wall  if  you  will,  and 
in  good  time.  But  keep  your  Normans  and  English 
silent,  Sir  Priest,  else  their  unruly  and  noisy  joy  will 
awaken  the  Welsh  camp;  and  prepare  them  for  their  un- 
welcome visitors." 
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The  monk  laid  his  finger  on  his  lip  in  sign  of  acqui- 
escence, and  they  parted  in  opposite  directions,  to  rouse 
the  defenders  of  the  castle,  who  were  soon  heard  drawing 
from  all  quarters  to  their  posts  upon  the  walls,  with 
hearts  in  a  very  different  mood  from  that  in  which  they 
had  descended  from  them.  The  utmost  caution  being 
used  to  prevent  noise,  the  manning  of  the  walls  was 
accomplished  in  silence,  and  the  garrison  awaited  in 
breathless  expectation  the  success  of  the  forces  who 
were  rapidly  advancing  to  their  relief. 

The  character  of  the  sounds  which  now  loudly  awak- 
ened the  silence  of  this  eventful  night,  could  no  longer 
be  mistaken.  They  were  distinguishable  from  the  rush- 
j.ng  of  a  mighty  river,  or  from  the  muttering  sound  of 
distant  thunder,  by  the  sharp  and  angry  notes  which  the 
clashing  of  the  riders'  arms  mingled  with  the  deep  bass 
of  the  horses'  rapid  tread.  From  the  long  continuance 
of  the  sounds,  their  loudness,  and  the  extent  of  horizon 
from  which  they  seemed  to  come,  all  in  the  castle  were 
satisfied  that  the  approaching  relief  consisted  of  several 
very  strong  bodies  of  horse.  At  once  this  mighty  sound 
ceased,  as  if  the  earth  on  which  they  trod  had  either 
devoured  the  armed  squadrons,  or  had  become  incapable 
of  resounding  to  their  tramp.  The  defenders  of  the 
Garde  Doloureuse  concluded  that  their  friends  had  made 
a  sudden  halt,  to  give  their  horses  breath,  examine  the 
leaguer  of  the  enemy,  and  settle  the  order  of  the  attack 
upon  them.     The  pause,  however,  was  but  momentary. 

The  British,  so  alert  at  surprising  their  enemies,  were 
themselves,  on  many  occasions,  liable  to  surprise.  Their 
men  were  undisciplined,  and  sometimes  negligent  of  the 
patient  duties  of  the  sentinel ;  and,  besides,  their  foragers 
and  fl3ring  parties,  who  scoured  the  country  during  the 
preceding  day,  had  brought  back  tidings  which  had 
lulled  them  into  fatal  security.  Their  camp  had  been 
therefore  carelessly  guarded,  and,  confident  in  the  small- 
94 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE    BETROTHED; 

ness  of  the  garrison,  they  had  altogether  neglected  the 
important  military  duty  of  establishing  patrols  and  out- 
posts at  a  proper  distance  from  their  main  body.  Thus 
the  cavalry  of  the  Lords  Marchers,  notwithstanding  the 
noise  which  accompanied  their  advance,  had  approached 
very  near  the  British  camp  without  exciting. the  least 
alarm.  But  while  they  were  arranging  their  forces  into 
separate  columns,  in  order  to  commence  the  assault* 
a  loud  and  increasing  clamour  among  the  Welsh  an- 
nounced that  they  were  at  length  aware  of  their  danger. 
The  shrill  and  discordant  cries  by  which  they  endeavoured 
to  assemble  their  men,  each  under  the  banner  of  his 
chief,  resounded  from  their  leaguer.  But  these  rallying 
shouts  were  soon  converted  into  screams,  and  clamours 
of  horror  and  dismay,  when  the  thundering  charge  of 
the  barbed  horses  and  heavily-armed  cavalry  of  the 
Anglo-Normans  surprised  their  imdefended  camp. 

Yet  not  even  under  circumstances  so  adverse  did  the 
descendants  of  the  ancient  Britons  renounce  their  de- 
fence, or  forfeit  their  old  hereditary  privilege,  to  be  called 
the  bravest  of  mankind.  Their  cries  of  defiance  and 
resistance  were  heard  resounding  above  the  groans  of 
the  wounded,  the  shouts  of  the  triumphant  assailants, 
and  the  universal  tumult  of  the  night-battle.  It  was  not 
until  the  morning  light  began  to  peep  forth,  that  the 
slaughter  or  dispersion  of  Gwenwyn's  forces  was  com- 
plete, and  that  the  "  earthquake  voice  of  victory"  arose 
in  tmcontrolled  and  unmingled  energy  of  exultation. 

Then  the  besieged,  if  they  could  be  still  so  termed, 
looking  from  their  towers  over  the  expanded  country 
beneath,  witnessed  nothing  but  one  wide-spread  scene  of 
desultory  flight  and  unrelaxed  pursuit.  That  the  Welsh 
had  been  permitted  to  encamp  in  fancied  security  uporx 
the  hither  side  of  the  river,  now  rendered  their  discom- 
fiture more  dreadfully  fataL  The  single  pass  by  which 
they  could  cross  to  Uie  other  side  A^^as  soon  completely 
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cbblced  by  fugitives,  on  whose  rear  raged  the  swords  of 
iht  victorious  Normans.  Many  threw  themselves  into 
the  river,  upon  the  precarious  chance  of  gaining  the 
farther  side,  and,  except  a  few,  who  were  uncommonly 
strong,  skilful,  and  active,  perished  among  the  rocks  and 
in  the  currents  ;  others,  more  fortunate,  escaped  by 
fords,  with  which  they  had  accidentally  been  made  ac- 
quainted ;  many  dispersed,  or,  in  small  bands,  fled  in 
reckless  despair  towards  the  castle,  as  if  the*  fortress, 
which  had  beat  them  off  when  victorious,  could  be  a 
place  of  refuge  to  them  in  their  present  forlorn  con- 
dition ;  while  others  roamed  wildly  over  the  plain,  seek- 
ing only  escape  from  immediate  and  instant  danger, 
without  knowing  whither  they  ran. 

The  Normans,  meanwhile,  divided  into  small  parties, 
followed  and  slaughtered  them  at  pleasure  ;  while,  as  a 
rallying  point  for  the  victors,  the  banner  of  Hugo  de 
Lacy  streatned  from  a  small  mount,  on  which  Gwenwyn 
had  lately  pitched  his  own,  and  surrounded  by  a  com- 
petent force,  both  of  infantry  and  horsemen,  which  the 
experienced  Baron  permitted  on  no  account  to  wander 
far  from  it. 

The  rest,  as  we  have  already  said,  followed  the  chase 
with  shouts  of  exultation  and  of  vengeance,  ringing 
around  the  battlements,  which  resounded  with  the  cries, 
'•  Ha,  Saint  Edward  !— Ha,  Saint  Dennis  !— Strike— slay 
— ^no  quarter  to  the  Welsh  wolves — think  on  Raymond 
Berenger ! " 

The  soldiers  on  the  walls  joined  in  these  vengeful  and 
victorious  clamours,  and  discharged  several  sheaves  of 
arrows  upon  such  fugitives,  as,  in  their  extremity,  ap- 
proached too  near  the  castle.  They  would  fain  have 
sallied  to  give  more  active  assistance  in  the  work  of 
destruction  ;  but  the  communication  being  now  open 
with  the  Constable  of  Chester's  forces,  Wilkin  Flammock 
considered  himself  and  the  garrison  to  be  under  the 
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orders  6f  Aat  renowned  chief,  and  refused  to  listen  to 
the  eager  admonitions  of  Father  Aldrovand,  who  would* 
notwithstanding  his  sacerdotal  character,  have  willingly 
himself  taken  charge  of  the  saQy  which  he  proposed. 

At  length  the  scene  of  slaughter  seemed  at  an  end. 
The  retreat  was  blown  on  many  a  bugle,  and  knights 
halted  on  the  plam  to  collect  dieir  personal  followers* 
master  them  under  their  proper  pennon,  and  then  march 
them  slowly  back  to  the  great  standard  of  their  leader, 
around  which  the  main  body  were  again  to  be  assembled, 
like  the  clouds  which  gather  around  the  evening  sun — a 
fanciful  simile,  which  might  yet  be  drawn  farther,  in 
respect  of  the  level  rays  of  strong  lurid  light  which  shot 
from  those  dark  battalions,  as  the  beams  were  flung 
back  from  their  polished  armour. 

The  {^ain  was  in  this  manner  soon  cleared  of  the 
horsemein,  and  remained  occupied  only  by  the  dead 
bodies  of  the  slaughtered  Welshmen.  The  bands  who 
had  followed  the  pursuit  to  a  greater  distance  were  also 
now  seen  returning,  driving  before  them,  or  dragging 
after  them,  dejected  and  unhappy  captives,  to  whom 
they  had  given  quarter  when  their  thirst  of  blood  was 
satiated. 

It  was  then  that,  desirous  to  attract  the  attention  of 
his  liberators,  Wilkin  Flammock  commanded  all  the 
banners  of  the  castle  to  be  displayed,  under  a  general 
shout  of  acdamation  from  those  who  had  fought  under 
them.  It  was  answered  by  a  universal  cry  of  joy  from 
De  Lacy's  army,  which  nmg  so  wide,  as  might  even  yet 
have  startled  such  of  the  Welsh  fugitives,  as,  far  distant 
from  this  disastrous  field  of  flight,  might  have  ventured 
to  halt  for  a  moment's  repose. 

Presently  after  this  greeting  had  been  exchanged,  ^ 
single  rider  advanced  from  the  Constable's  army  towards 
the  castle,  showing,  even  at  a  distance,  an  unusual  dex- 
terity of  horsemanship  and  grace  of  deportment.     He 
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arrived  at  the  drawbridge,  which  was  instanltty  lowered 
to  receive  him,  whilst  Flamraock  and  the  monk  (for  the 
latter,  as  far  as  he  could,  associated  himself  with  the 
former  in  all  acts  of  authority)  hastened  to  receive  the 
envoy  of  their  liberator.  They  found  him  just  alighted 
from  the  raven-coloured  horse,  which  was  lightly  flecked 
with  blood  as  well  as  foam,  and  still  panted  with  the 
exertions  of  the  morning  ;  though,  answering  to  the 
caressing  hand  of  his  youthful  rider,  he  toched  his  neck» 
shook  his  steel  caparison,  and  snorted  to  announce  his 
unabated  mettle  and  unwearied  love  of  combat  The 
young  man's  eagle  look  bore  the  same  token  of  unabated 
\igour,  mingled  with  the  signs  of  rec6nt  exertion.  His 
lielmet  hanging  at  his  saddle-bow,  showed  a  gallant 
countenance,  coloured  highly,  but  not  inflamed,  which 
looked  out  from  a  rich  profusion  of  short  chestnut  curls ; 
and  although  his  armour  was  of  a  massive  and  simple 
form,  he  moved  under  it  with  such  ^astidty  and  ease, 
that  it  seemed  a  graceful  attire,  not  a  burden  or  encum- 
brance. A  furred  mantle  had  not  sat  on  him  with  more 
easy  grace  than  the  heavy  hauberk,  which  corajriied  with 
every  gesture  of  his  noble  form.  Yet  his  countenance 
was  so  juvenile,  that  only  the  down  on  the  upper  lip 
announced  decisively  the  approach  to  manhood.  The 
females  who  thronged  into  the  court  to  see  the  first 
envoy  of  their  deliverers,  could  not  forbear  mixing; 
praises  of  his  beauty  with  blessings  on  his  valour ;  and 
one  comely  middle-aged  dame,  in  particular,  distin- 
guished by  the  tightness  with  which  her  scarlet  hose  sat 
on  a  well-shaped  leg  and  ankle,  and  by  the  cleanness  of 
her  coif,  pressed  close  up  to  the  young  squire,  and,  more 
forward  than  the  rest,  doubled  the  crimson  hue  of  his 
cheek,  by  crjring  aloud,  that  Our  Lady  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse  had  sent  them  news  of  their  redemption  by 
an  angel  from  the  sanctuary ; — a  speech  which,  although 
Father  Aldrovand  shook  his  head,  was  received  by  her 
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companions  with  such  general  acclamation,  as  greatly 
emt^urassed  the  young  man's  modesty. 

"  Peace  all  of  ye  I "  said  Wilkin  Flammock — "  Knov^ 
you  no  respects,  you  women,  or  have  you  never  seen  a 
young  gentleman  before,  that  you  hang  on  him  like  flies  on 
a  honeycomb  ?  Stand  back,  I  say,  and  let  us  hear  in  peace 
what  are  the  commands  of  the  noble  JLord  of  Lacy." 

"These,"  said  the  young  man,  "  I  can  only  deliver  iry 
the  presence  of  the  right  noble  demoiselle,  Eveline  Be- 
renger,  if  I  may  be  thought  worthy  of  such  honour." 

"That  thou  art,  noble  sir,"  said  the  same  forward 
dame,  who  had  before  expressed  her  admiration  so  ener- 
getically;  "  I  will  uphold  thee  worthy  of  her  presence, 
and  whatever  other  grace  a  lady  can  do  thee." 

"Now,  hold  thy  tongue  with  a  wanion  ! "  said  the 
monk ;  while  in  the  same  breath  the  Fleming  exclaimed, 
"  Beware  the  cucking-stool,  Dame  Scant-o'-Grace  !  " 
while  he  conducted  the  noble  youth  across  the  court. 

' '  Let  my  good  horse  be  cared  for,"  said  the  cavalier,  as 
he  put  the  bridle  into  the  hand  of  a  menial ;  and  in  doing 
so  got  rid  of  some  part  of  his  female  retinue,  who  b^an  to 
pat  and  praise  the  steed  as  much  as  they  had  done  the 
fider ;  and  some,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  their  joy,  hardly 
abstained  from  kissing  the  sturups  and  horse  furniture. 

But  Dame  Gillian  was  not  so  easily  diverted  from  her 
own  point  as  were  some  of  her  companions.  She  con- 
tinued to  repeat  the  word  cucking-stool,  till  the  Fleming 
was  out  of  hearing,  and  then  became  more  specific  in 
her  objurgation. — "And  why  cucking-stool,  I  pray.  Sir 
Wilkin  Butterfirkin?  You  are  the  man  would  stop  an 
English  mouth  with  a  Flemish  damask  napkin,  I  trow  ! 
Marry  quep,  my  cousin  the  weaver !  And  why  the  cuck- 
ing-stool, I  pray? — because  my  young  lady  is  comely, 
and  the  young  squire  is  a  man  of  mettle,  reverence  to  his 
beard  that  is  to  come  yet !  Have  we  not  eyes  to  see, 
and  have  we  not  a  mouth  and  a  tongue?  " 

99  Dio,zedbvGoOgI^^    ^ 


THE    BETROTHED. 

"In  troth,  Dame  Gillian,  they  do  you  wrong  who 
doubt  it,"  said  Eveline's  nurse,  who  stood  by;  "but,  I 
prithee,  keep  it  shut  now,  were  it  but  for  womanhood.'* 

"How  now,  mannerly  Mrs.  Margery?"  replied  the 
incorrigible  Gillian  ;  "is  your  heart  so  high,  beoiuse  you 
dandled  our  young  lady  on  your  knee  fifteen  years  since? 
— Let  me  tell  you,  the  cat  will  find  its  way  to  the  oream, 
though  it  was  brought  up  on  an  abbess's  lap." 

"  Home,  housewife — home ! "  exclaimed  her  husband, 
the  old  huntsman,  who  was  weary  of  this  public  exhi- 
bition of  his  domestic  termagant — "  home,  or  I  will  give 
you  a  taste  of  my  dog-leash — Here  are  both  the  confessor 
and  Wilkin  Flammock  wondering  at  your  impudence." 

"  Indeed ! "  replied  Gillian  ;  "and  are  not  two  fools 
enough  for  wonderment,  that  you  must  come  with  your 
grave  pate  to  make  up  the  number  three  ?  " 

There  was  a  general  laugh  at  the  huntsman's  expense, 
under  cover  of  which  he  prudently  withdrew  his  spouse, 
without  attempting  to  continue  the  war  of  tongues,  in 
which  she  had  shown  such  a  decided  superiority. 

This  controversy,  so  light  is  the  change  in  human 
spirits,  especially  among  the  lower  class,  awakened  bursts 
of  idle  mirth  among  beings,  who  had  so  lately  been  in 
the  jaws  of  danger,  if  not  of  absolute  despair. 


CHAP.   X. 

They  bore  him  barefaced  on  his  bier. 

Six  ^o^er  youths  and  tally 
And  many  a  tear  bedewed  his  grave 

Within  yon  kirkyard  wall. 

The  Friar  of  Orders  Grbv. 

KILE  these  matters  took  place  in  the  castle- 
yard,  the  young  squire,  Damian  Lacy,  obtained 
i  the  audience  which  he  had  requested  of  Eveline 
Berenger,  who  received  him  in  the  great  hall  of  the 
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CGistle.  seated  beneath  the  dais,  or  canopf,  and  waited 
upon  by  Rose,  and  other  female  attendants ;  of  whom 
the  first  alone  was  permitted  to  use  a  tabouret  or  small 
stool,  in  her  presence,  so  strict  were  the  Nonnan  maidens 
of  quality  in  maintaining  their  claims  to  high  rank  and 
observance. 

The  youth  was  introduced  by  the  confessor  and  Flam- 
mock,  as  the  spiritual  character  of  the  one,  and  the  trust 
reposed  by  her  late  father  in  the  other,  authorised  them 
to  be  present  upon  the  occasion.  Eveline  naturally 
blushed,  as  she  advanced  two  steps  to  receive  the  hand^ 
soime  youthful  envoy ;  and  her  bashfulness  seemed  in- 
fectious, for  it  was  with  some  confusion  that  Damian 
went  through  the  ceremony  of  saluting  the  hand  which 
she  extended  towards  him  in  token  of  welcome.  Eveline 
was  under  the  necessity  of  speaking  first. 

'•  We  advance  as  far  a*  our  limits  will  permit  us,"  she 
saidj  "  to  greet  with*our  thanks  the  messenger  who  brings 
us  tidings  of  safety.  We  speak — unless  we  err — to  the 
noble  Damian  of  Lacy  ?  " 

' '  To  the  humblest  of  your  servants, "  answered  Damian, 
falling  with  some  difficulty  into  the  tone  of  courtesy 
which  his  errand  and  character  required,  "who  ap- 
proaches you  on  behalf  of  his  noble  imcle,  Hugo  de 
Lacy,  Constable  of  Chester." 

•'  Will  not  our  noble  deliverer  in  person  honoiu-  with 
his  presence  the  poor  dwelUng  which  he  has  saved?  " 

"My  noble  kinsman,"  answered  Damian,  "is  now 
God's  soldier,  and  bound  by  a  vow  not  to  come  beneath 
a  roof  until  he  embark  for  the  Holy  Land.  But  by  my 
voioe  he  congratulates  you  on  the  defeat  of  your  savage 
eneooies,  and  sends  you  these  tokens  that  the  comrade 
and  friend  of  your  noble  father  hath  not  left  his  la- 
m^itable  death  many  hours  unavenged."  So  saying, 
he  drew  forth  and  laid  before  Evehne  the  gold  bracelets, 
the  coronet,  and  the  eudorchawg,  or  chain  of  linked 
xoz 
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gold,  which  had  distinguished  the  rank  of  the  WdA 
Prince.* 

"  Gwenwyn  hath  then  fallen?  ■"  said  Eveline,  a  natural 
shudder  combating  with  the  feelings  of  gratified  ven- 
geance, as  she  beheld  that  the  trophies  were  sprinkled 
with  blood, — "  The  slayer  of  my  father  is  no  more !  " 

"  My  kinsman's  lance  transfixed  the  Briton  as  he  en- 
deavoured to  rally  his  flying  people — ^hcdied  grimly  on 
the  weapon  which  had  passed  more  than  a  fathom 
through  his  body,  and  exerted  his  last  strength  in  a 
furious  but  ineffectual  blow  with  his  mace." 

"Heaven  is  just,"  said  Eveline;  "may  his  sins  be 
forgiven  to  the  man  of  blood,  since  he  hath  fallen  by  a 
death  so  bloody  ! — One  question  I  would  ask  you,  noble 

sir.     My  father's  remains" She  paused,  unable  to 

proceed. 

"An  hour  will  place  them  at  your  disposal,  most 
honoured  lady,"  replied  the  squire,  in  the  tone  of  sym- 
pathy which  the  sorrows  of  so  young  and  so  fair  an 
orphan  called  irresistibly  forth.  "  Such  preparations  as 
time  admitted  were  making  even  when  I  left  the  host,  to 
transport  what  was  mortal  of  the  noble  Berenger  from 
the  field  on  which  we  found  him  amid  a  monument  of 
slain  which  his  own  sword  had  raised.  My  kinsman's 
vow  will  not  allow  him  to  pass  your  portcullis  ;  but,  with 
your  permission,  I  will  represent  him,  if  such  be  your 
pleasure,  at  these  honoured  obsequies,  having  charge  to 
that  effect." 

"  My  brave  and  noble  father,"  said  Eveline,  makii^ 
an  effort  to  restrain  her  tears,  "will  be  best  mourned  by 
the  noble  and  the  brave."  She  would  have  continued^ 
but  her  voice  failed  her,  and  she  was  obliged  to  withdraw 
abruptly,  in  order  to  give  vent  to  her  sorrow,  and  pre- 
pare for  the  funeral  rites  with  such  ceremony  as  circum- 
stances should  permit.  Damian  bowed  to  the  departing 
mourner  as  reverently  as  he  would  have  done  to  a  divi* 
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ttky»  and  taking  his  horse»  returned  to  his  uncle's  host, 
which  had  encamped  hastily  on  the  recent  field  of  battle. 

The  sun  was  now  high,  and  the  whole  plain  presented 
the  appearance  of  a  bustle,  equally  different  from  the 
solitude  of  the  early  morning,  and  from  the  roar  and 
fury  of  the  subsequent  engagement.  The  news  of  Hugo 
de  Lacy's  victory  everywhere  spread  abroad  with  all  the 
alacrity  of  trium|^.  ^tid  had  induced  many  of  the  inha- 
bitants of  the  country,  who  had  fled  before  the  fury  of 
the  Wolf  of  Phnhmmon,  to  return  to  their  desolate 
habitations.  Numbers  also  of  the  loose  and  profligate 
characters  which  abound  in  a  country  subject  to  the  fre- 
qiient  changes  of  war,  had  flocked  thither  in  quest  of 
spoil,  or  to  gratify  a  spirit  of  restless  curiosity.  The  Jew 
and  the  Lombard,  despising  danger  where  there  was  a 
chance  of  gain,  might  be  already  seen  bartering  liquors 
and  wares  with  the  victorious  men-at-arms,  fof  the  blood- 
stained ornaments  of  gold  lately  worn  by  the  defeated 
British.  Others  acted  as  brokers  betwixt  the  Welsh 
captives  and  their  captors ;  and  where  they  could  tnist 
the  means  and  good  faith  of  the  former,  sometimes  be- 
came bound  for,  or  even  advanced  in  ready  money,  the 
siuns  necessary  for  their  ransom ;  whilst  a  more  numerous 
class  became  themselves  the  purchasers  of  those  pri- 
soners who  had  no  immediate  means  of  settling  with 
their  conquerors. 

That  the  spoil  thus  acquired  might  not  long  encumber 
the  soldier,  or  blunt  his  ardour  for  farther  enterprise,  the 
usual  means  of  disdpating  military  spoils  were  already 
at  hand.  Courtezans,  mimes,  jugglers,  minstrels,  and 
tale-tellers  of  every  description,  had  accompanied  the 
night-raardi ;  and,,  secure  in  the  military  reputation  of 
the  celebrated  De  Lacy,  had  rested  fearlessly  at  some 
little  distance  until  the  battle  was  fought  and  won. 
These  now  approached,  i^  many  a  joyous  group,  to 
congratulate  the  victors.  Close  to  the  parties  which 
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they  formed  for  the  dance,  the  song,  or  the,  taie^  upon 
the  yet  bloody  field,  the  countrymen,  sunnnoned  in  for 
the  purpose,  were  opening  large  trenches  for  deposit- 
ing the  dead — leeches  were  seen  tending  the  wounded — 
priests  and  monks  confessing  those  in  extremity — soldiers 
transporting  from  the  field  the  bodies  of  the  more 
honoured  among  the  slain —^  peasants  nouming  ova* 
their  trampled  crops  and  plundered  habitations — and 
widows  and  orphans  searching  for  the  bodies  of  hus- 
bands and  parents,  amid  the  promiscuous  carnage  of 
two  combats.  Thus  woe  mingled  her  wildest  notes 
with  those  of  jubilee  and  bacchanal  triumph,  and  the 
■pH&m  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  formed  a  singvdaT' parallel 
to  the  varied  maze  of  human  lifie,  where  joy  and  grief 
are  so  strangely  mixed,  and  where  the  confines  of  mirth 
and  pleasure '  often  border  on  those  of  sorrow  and  of 
death. 

About  noon  these  various  noises  were  at  once  silenced, 
and  the  attention  alike  of  those  who  rejoiced  or  grieved 
was  arrested  by  the  loud  and  mournful  sound  of  six 
trumpets,  which,  uplifting  and  uniting  their  thrilling 
tones  in  a  wild  and  melancdioly  death«notev  apprised 
all,  that  the  obsequies  of  the  valiant  Ra^rmond  Berenger 
were  about  to  commence.  From  a  tent,  which  had  been 
hastily  pitched  for  the  immediate  reception  of  the  body, 
twelve  black  monks,  the  inhabitants  of  a  neighbouring 
convent,  began  to  file  out  in  pairs,  headed  by  their 
abbot,  who  bore  a  large  cross,  and  thundered  fc»th 
the  sublime  notes  of  the  CathoKc  Misirwe  me,  Dotmne. 
Then  came  a  chosen  body  of  men-at-arms,  trailing  thdr 
lances,  with  their  points  reversed  and  pointed  to  the 
earth  \  and  after  them  the  body  of  the  valiaikt  Berenger, 
wrapped  in  his  own  knightly  banner,  which,  regained 
firom  the  hands  of  the  Welsh,  now  served  its  noble 
owner  instead  of  a  funerfj  pall.  The  most  gallant 
knights  of  the  Constable's  household  (for»  like  other 
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^great  nobles  of  that  period,  he  bad  fonped  it  upon  a 
scale  which  approa,ched  to  that  of  royalty)  walked  as 
mourners  and  supporters  of  the  corpse,  which  was 
borne  upon  lances  ;  and  the  Constable  of  Chester  him- 
self, alone  and  fully  armed,  excepting  the  head,  followed 
as  chief  moinner.  A  chosen  body  of  squires,  raen-at- 
anns,  and  pages  of  noble  descent,  brought  up  the  rear 
of  the  procession  ;  while  their  nakers  and  tnimpets 
echoed  back,  from  time  to  time,  the  melancholy  song 
of  the  monks,  by  replying  in  a  note  as  lugubrious  as 
their  own. 

The  course  of  pleasure  was  arrested,  and  even  that  of 
sorrow  was  for  a  moment  turned  from  her  own  griefs, 
to  witness  the  last  honours  bestowed  on  him,  who 
bad  been  in  life  the  father  and  guardian  of  his  people. 

The  mournful  procession  traversed  slowly  the  plain 
which  had  been  within  a  few  hours  the  scene  of  such 
varied  events  ;  and,  pausing  before  the  outer  gate  of  the 
barricades  of  the  castle,  invited,  by  a  prolonged  and 
solemn  flourish,  the  fortress  to  receive  the  remains  of  its 
late  gallant  defender.  The  melancholy  summons  was 
answered  by  the  warder's  horn — the  drawbridge  sunk — 
the  portcullis  rose— and  Father  Aldrovand  appeared  in 
the  middle  of  the  gateway,  arrayed  in  his  sacerdotal 
habit,  whilst  a  httle  way  behind  him  stood  the  orphaned 
damsel,  in  such  weeds  of  mourning  as  time  admitted, 
supported  by  her  attendant  Rose,  and  followed  by  th(? 
females  of  the  household. 

The  Constable  of  Chester  paused  upon  the  threshold 
of  the  outer  gate,  and,  pointing  to  the  cross,  signed  in 
white  cloth  upon  his  left  shoulder,  with  a  lowly  reverence 
resigned  to  his  nephew,  Damian,  the  task  of  attending 
the  remains  <rf  Raymond  Berenger  to  the  chapel  within 
the  castle.  The  soldiers  of  Hugo  de  Lacy,  most  of 
whom  were  bound  by  the  same  vow  with  himself,  also 
halted  without  the  castle  gate,  and  remained  under  arms, 
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^vhfle  the  death-peal  of  the  chapel  beU  announced  finoin 
within  the  progress  of  the  procession. 

It  winded  on  through  those  narrow  entrances,  which 
were  skilfully  contrived  to  interrupt  the  progress  of  an 
enemy,  even  should  he  succeed  in  forcing  the  outer  gate, 
and  arrived  at  length  in  the  great  courtyard,  where  most 
of  the  inhabitants  of  the  fortress,  and  those  who,  under 
i-ecent  circumstances,  had  taken  refuge  there,  were  drawn 
up,  in  order  to  look,  for  the  last  time,  on  their  departed 
lord.  Among  these  were  mingled  a  few  of  the  motley 
crowd  from  without,  whom  curiosity,  or  the  expectation 
of  a  dole,  had  brought  to  th^  castle  gate,  and  who,  by 
one  argument  or  another,  had  obtained  from  the  warders 
permission  to  enter  the  interior. 

The  body  was  here  set  down  before  the  door  of  the 
chapel,  the  ancient  Gothic  front  of  which  formed  one 
side  of  the  courtyard,  until  certain  prayers  were  recited 
by  the  priests,  in  which  the  crowd  around  were  supposed 
to  join  with  becoming  reverence. 

It  was  during  this  interval,  that  a  man,  whose  peaked 
beard,  embroidered  girdle,  and  high-crowned  hat  of  grey 
felt,  gave  him  the  air  of  a  Lombard  merchant,  addressed 
Margery,  the  nurse  of  Eveline,  in  a  whispering  tone, 
and  with  a  foreign  accent. — "  I  am  a  travelling  merchant, 
good  sister,  and  am  come  hither  in  quest  of  gain — can 
you  tell  me  whether  I  can  have  any  custom  in  this 
castle?" 

"  You  are  come  at  an  evil  time.  Sir  Stranger — ^you  may 
yourself  see  that  this  is  a  place  for  mourning  and  not  for 
merchandise." 

"Yet  mourning  times  have  their  own  commerce,"  said 
tlie  stranger^  approaching  still  closer  to  the  side  of 
Margery,  and  lowering  his  voice  to  a  tone  yet  more 
confidential.  "  I  have  sable  scarfs  of  Persian  silk — 
black  bugles,  in  which  a  princess  might  mourn  for  a 
deceased  monarch  —  cyprus,  such  as  Uie  East  hath 
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seldom  sent  forth^bkck  cloth  for  moaming  hangings 
—all  that  may  express  sorrow  and  reverence  in  fashion 
and  attire  ;  and  I  know  how  to  be  grateful  to  those 
who  help  me  to  custom.  Come,  bethink  you,  good 
dame — such  things  must  be  had — I  will  sell  as  good 
ware  and  as  cheap  as  another  ;  and  a  kirtle  to  yourself, 
or,  at  your  pleasure,  a  purse  with  five  florins,  shall  be 
the  meed  of  your  kindness." 

'*  I  prithee  peace,  friend,"  said  Margery,  *•  and  choose 
a  better  time  for  vaunting  your  wares — you  neglect  both 
place  and  season  ;  and  if  you  be  farther  importunate,  I 
must  speak  to  those  who  Mdll  show  you  the  outward  side 
of  the  castle  gate.  I  marvel  the  warders  would  admit 
pedlars  upon  a  day  such  as  this — they  would  drive  a 
gainful  bargain  by  the  bedside  of  their  mother,  were 
she  d3ring,  I  trow."  So  saying,  she  turned  scornfully 
fix>m  him. 

While  thus  angrily  rejected  on  the  one  side,  the  mer- 
chant felt  his  cloak  receive  an  intdligent  twitch  upon  the 
other,  and,  looking  round  upon  the  signal,  he  saw  a 
dame,  whose  black  kerchief  was  affectedly  disposed,  so 
as  to  give  an  appearance  of  solemnity  to  a  set  of  light 
laughing  feature,  which  must  have  been  captivating 
when  young,  since  they  retained  so  many  good  points 
when  at  least  forty  years  had  passed  over  them.  She 
winked  to  the  merchant,  touching  at  the  same  time  her 
under  lip  with  her  forefinger,  to  announce  the  propriety 
of  silence  and  secrecy ;  then  gliding  from  the  crowd, 
retreated  to  a  small  recess  formed  by  a  projecting 
buttress  of  the  chapel,  as  if  to  avoid  the  pressure  likely 
to  take  place  at  the  moment  when  the  bier  should  be 
lifted.  The  merchant  failed  not  to  follow  her  example, 
and  was  soon  by  her  side,  when  she  did  not  give  him  the 
trouble  of  opening  his  affairs,  but  commenced  the  con- 
versation herself. 

*'  I  have  heard  what  you  said  to  our  dame  Margery— 
107 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE    BCTBOTHia 
Manneriy  Margery,  as  I  call  her— heard  as  much,  at 
least,  as  led  me  to  guess  the  rest,  for  I  have  got  an  €yc 
in  my  head,  I  promise  you. " 

"A  pair  of  them,  my  pretty  dame,  and  as  bright  as 
drops  of  dew  in  a  May  morning." 

•'  Oh,  you  say  so,  because  I  have  been  weeping,"  said 
the  scarlet-hosed  GilKan,  for  it  was  even  herself  who 
spoke  ;  "  and  to  be  sure,  I  have  good  cause,  for  our 
lord  was  alwoys  my  very  good  lord,  and  would  some- 
times chuck  me  under  the  chin,  and  call  me  buxom 
Gillian  of  Croydon— not  that  the  good  gentleman  was 
ever  uncivil,  for  he  would  thrust  a  silver  twopennies  into 
my  hand  at  the  same  time. — Oh  !  the  friend  that  I  have 
lost ! — ^And  I  have  had  anger  on  his  account  too— I 
have  seen  old  Raoul  as  sour  as  vinegar,  and  fit  for  no 
place  but  the  kennel  for  a  whole  day  about  it ;  but,  as  I 
said  to  him,  it  was  not  for  the  like  of  me  to  be  affronting 
our  master,  and  a  great  baron,  about  a  chuck  tmder  the 
chin,  or  a  kiss,  or  such  bke." 

"  No  wonder  you  are  so  sorry  for  so  kind  a  master, 
dame,"  said  the  merchant. 

"  No  wonder  indeed,"  replied  the  dame,  with  a  sigh  ; 
"  and  then  what  is  to  become  of  us? — It  is  like  my  young 
mistress  will  go  to  her  aunt — or  she  will  marry  one  of 
these  Lacys  that  they  talk  so  much  of— or,  at  any  rate, 
she  will  leave  the  castle ;  and  it's  like  old  Raoul  and  I 
will  be  turned  to  grass  with  the  lord's  old  chargers.  The 
Lord  knows,  they  may  as  well  hang  him  up  with  the  old 
hounds,  for  he  is  both  footless  and  fangless,  and  fit  for 
nothing  on  earth  that  I  know  of." 

"Your  young  mistress  is  that  lady  in  the  mourning 
maatle,"  said  the  merchant,."  who  so  nearly  sunk  down 
upon  the  body  just  now  ?  " 

"  In  good  troth  is  she,  sir— and  much  cause  she  has  to 
sink  down.  I  am  sure  she  will  be  to  seek  for  such 
another  lather." 
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"  I  see  you  are  a  most  discerning  woman,  gossip 
GiBian,"  answered  the  merchant;  "and  yonder  youth 
that  sui^)orted  her  is  her  bridegroom  ?  " 

*'  Much  need  she  has  for  some  one  to  support  her/' 
scud  Gillian  ;  "and  so  have  I  for  that  matter,  for  what 
can  poor  old  rusty  Raoul  do  ?  " 

•*  But  as  to  your  young  lady's  marriage?"  said  the 
merchant, 

"  No  one  knows  more,  than  that  such  a  thing  was  in 
treaty  between  our  late  lord  and  the  great  constable  of 
Chester,  that  came  to^^day  but  just  in  thne  to  prevent  the 
Welsh  from  cutting  all  our  throats,  and  doing  the  Lord 
knoweth  what  mischief  beside.  But  there  is  a  marriage 
talked  of,  tbaX  is  certain — and  most  folk  think  it  must  be 
for  this  smooth-cheeked  boy,  Damian,  as  they  call  him  ; 
for  though  the  Constable  has  gotten  a  beard,  which  his 
nephew  hath  not,  it  is  something  too  grizzled  for  a 
brid^;room's  chin — Besides,  he  goes  to  the  Holy  Wars 
— fittest  place  for  all  elderiy  warriors — I  wish  he  would 
take  Raoul  with  him. — But  what  is  all  this  to  what  you 
were  saying  about  your  mourning  wares  even  now  ? — It  is 
a  sad  truth  that  my  poor  lord  is  gone — But  what  then? 
— Well-arday,  )rou  know  the  good  old  saw, — 
Cloth  must  we  wear, 
Eat  beef  and  drink  beer. 
Though  the  dead  go  to  bier. 
And  for  your  merchandising,  I  am  as  like  to  help  you 
with  my  good  word  as  Mannerly  Margery,  provided  you 
bid  feir  for  it ;  since,  if  the  lady  loves  me  not  so  much,  I 
can  turn  the  steward  roimd  my  finger." 

"Take  this  in  part  of  your  bargain,  pretty  Mistress 
Gillian,"  said  the  merchant  ;  "  and  when  my  wains  come 
up,  I  will  consider  you  amply,  if  I  get  good  sale  by  your 
favourable  report. — But  how  shall  I  get  into  the  castle 
again  ?  for  I  would  wish  to  consult  you,  being  a  sensible 
woman,  before  I  come  in  with  my  luggage." 
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"Why,"  answered  the  complaisant  dame,  **if  Our 
EngUsh  be  on  guard,  you  have  only  to  ask  for "  Gillian, 
and  they  will  open  the  wicket  to  any  single  man  at  once  ; 
for  we  English  stick  all  together,  were  it  but  to  spite  the 
Normans  ; — but  if  a  Norman  be  on  duty,  you  must  ask 
for  old  Raoul,  and  say  you  come  to  speak  of  dogs  and 
hawks  for  sale,  and  I  warrant  you  come  to  speech  of  me 
that  way.  If  the  sentinel  be  a  Fleming,  you  have  but  to 
say  you  are  a  merchant,  and  he  will  let  you  in  for  the 
love  of  trade." 

The  merchant  repeated  his  thankful  acknowledgment, 
glided  from  her  side,  and  mixed  among  the  spectators, 
leaving  her  ta  congratulate  herself  on  having  gained  a 
brace  of  florins  by  the  indulgence  of  her  natural  talkative 
humour  r  for  which,  on  other  occasions,  she  had  some- 
times dearly  paid. 

The  ceasing  of  the  heavy  toll  of  the  casde  bell  now 
gave  intimation  that  the  noble  Raymond  Berenger  had 
been  laid  in  the  vault  with  his  fathers.  That  part  of  the 
funeral  attendants  who  had  come  from  the  host  of  De 
Lacy,  now  proceeded  to  the  castle-hall,  where  they 
partook,  but  with  temperance,  of  some  refreshments 
which  were  offered  as  a  death-meal ;  and  presently  after 
left  the  castle,  headed  by  young  Damian,  in  the  same 
slow  and  melancholy  form  in  which  they  had  entered. 
The  monks  remained  within  the  castle  to  sing  repeated 
services  for  the  soul  of  the  deceased,  and  for  those  of  his 
faithful  men-at-arms  who  had  fallen  around  him,  and  wha 
had  been  so  much  mangled  during,  and  after,  the  contest 
with  the  Welsh,  that  it  was  scarce  possible  to  know  one 
individual  from  another ;  otherwise  the  body  of  Dennis 
Morolt  would  have  obtained,  as  his  faith  weU  deserved, 
the  honours  of  a  separate  funeral 
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CHAP.   XI. 


•  TJte/wieral  baked  meats 


Did  coldly  furyiish  forth  the  vtarriage  table* 

Hamlet. 

j  HE  religious  rites  which  followed  the  funeral  of 
Raymond  Berenger  endured  without  interrup- 
[  tion  for  the  period  of  six  days  ;  during  which 
alms  were  distributed  to  the  poor,  and  relief  administered, 
at  the  expense  of  the  Lady  Eveline,  to  all  those  who  had 
suffered  by  the  late  inroad.  Death-meals,  as  they  were 
termed,  were  also  spread  in  honotu:  of  the  deceased ;  but 
the  lady  herself,  and  most  of  her  attendants,  observed  a 
stem  course  of  vigil,  discipline,  and  ^ts,  which  appeared 
to  the  Normans,  a  more  decorous  manner  of  testifying 
their  respect  for  the  dead,  than  the  Saxon  and  Flemish 
custom  of  banqueting  and  drinking  inordinately  upon 
such  occasions. 

'Meanwhile,  the  Constable  De  Lacy  retained  a  large 
body  of  his  men  encamped  under  the  walls  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  for  protection  against  some  new  irruption 
of  the  Welsh,  while  virith  the  rest  he  took  advantage  of 
his  victory,  and  struck  terror  into  the  British  by  many 
vrdl-conducted  fora3rs,  marked  with  ravages  scarcely  less 
hurtful  than  their  own.  Among  the  enemy,  the  evils  of 
discord  were  added  to  those  of  defeat  and  invasion : 
for  two  distant  relations  of  Gwenwyn  contended  for  the 
throne  he  had  lately  occupied,  and  on  this,  as  on  many 
other  occasions,  the  Britons  suffered  as  much  from 
internal  dissension  as  from  the  sword  of  the  Normans. 
A  worse  politician,  and  a  less  celebrated  soldier,  than  the 
sagacious  and  successful  Del-.acy,  could  not  have  failed, 
under  such  drctunstances,  to  n^otiate  as  he  did  an  advan- 
tageous peace,  which,  while  it  deprived  Powys  of  a  part  of 
its  frontier,  and  the  command  of  some  important  passcF 
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in  which  it  was  the  Constable's  purpose  to  build  castles, 
rendered  the  Garde  Doloureusemore  secure  than  formerly, 
from  any  sudden  attack  on  the  part  of  their  fiery  and  rest- 
less neighbours.  De  Lacy 's  care  also  went  to  re-establishing 
those  settlers  who  had  fled  from  their  possessions,  and 
putting  the  whole  lordship,  which  now  descended  upon 
an  unprotected  female,  into  a  state  of  defence  as  peii'^ct 
as  its  situation  on  a  hostile  frontier  could  possibly  permit. 

Whilst  thus  anxiously  provident  in  the  affairs  of  the 
orphan  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  De  Lacy,  during  the 
space  we  have  mentioned,  sought  not  to  disturb  her  filial 
grief  by  any  personal  intercourse.  His  nephew,  indeed, 
was  dispatched  by  times  every  morning  to  lay  before  her 
his  uncle's  devoirs,  in  the  high-flown  language  of  the 
day,  and  acquaint  h&  with  the  steps  which  he  had  taken 
in  her  affairs.  As  a  meed  due  to  his  relative's  high  ser- 
vices, Damian  was  always  admitted  to  see  Eveline  on 
such  occaSk>ns,  and  returned  charged  with  her  grateful 
thanks,  and  her  implicit  acquiescence  in  whatever  the 
Constable  proposed  for  her  consideration.  • 

But  when  the  days  of  rigid  mourning  were  elapsed,  the 
young  De  Lacy  stated,  on  the  part  of  his  kinsman,  that 
his  treaty  with  the  Welsh  being  concluded,  and  all  tfaings 
in  the  district  arranged  as  well  as  circumstances  would 
permit,  the  Constable  of  Chester  now  proposed  to  return 
into  his  own  territory,  in  order  to  resume  his  instant 
preparations  for  the  Holy  Land,  which  the  duty  of  chas- 
tising her  enemies  had  for  some  days  interrupted. 

"  And  will  not  the  noble  Constable,  before  he  departs 
from  this  place,"  said  Eveline,  with  a  burst  of  gratitude 
which  the  occasion  well  merited,  "receive  the  personal 
thanks  of  her  that  was  ready  to  perish  when  be  so 
valiantly  came  to  her  aid." 

It  was  even  on  that  point  that  I  was  commissioned 
to  speak,"  replied  Damian  ;  "but  my  noble  kinsman 
feels  difiddent  to  prc^x>se  to  you  that  whidi  he  most 
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earnestly  desires — the  privilege  of  speaking  to  your  own 
ear  certain  matters  of  high  import,  and  with  which  he 
judges  it  fit  to  intrust  no  third  party." 

"Surely,"  said  the  maiden,  Hushing,  "there  can  be 
nought  beyond  the  bounds  of  maidenhood  in  my  seeing 
the  noble  Constable  whenever  such  is  his  pleasure." 

"But  his  vow,"  replied  Damian,  "  binds  my  kinsman 
not  to  come  beneath  a  roof  until  he  sets  sail  for  Palestine  ; 
and  in  order  to  meet  him  you  must  grace  him  so  far  as 
to  visit  his  pavilion — a  condescension  which,  as  a  knight 
and  a  Norman  noble,  he  can  scarcely  ask  of  a  damsel  of 
high  degree. " 

"And  is  that  all?"  said  Eveline,  who,  educated  in  a 
remote  situation,  was  a  stranger  to  some  of  the  nice 
points  of  etiquette  which  the  damsels  of  the  time  observed 
in  keeping  their  state  towards  the  other  sex.  "  Shall  I 
not,"  she  said,  "  go  to  render  my  thanks  to  my  deliverer, 
since  he  cannot  come  hither  to  receive  them  ?  Tell  the 
Boble  Hugo  de  Lacy,  that,  next  to  my  gratitude  to 
Heaven,  it  is  due  to  him  and  to  his  brave  companions  in 
arms.  I  will  come  to  his  tent  as  to  a  holy  shrine  ;  and, 
could  such  homage  please  him,  I  would  come  barefooted, 
were  the  road  strewed  with  flints  and  with  thorns." 

"  My  uncle  will  be  equally  honoured  and  delighted 
with  your  resolve,"  said  Damian;  "but  it  will  be  his 
study  to  save  you  all  imnecessary  titouble,  and  with  that 
view  a  pavilion  shall  be  instantly  planted  before  your 
castle  gate,  which,  if  it  please  you  to  grace  it  with  your 
presence,  may  be  the  place  for  the  desired  interview." 

Eveline  readily  acquiesced  in  what  was  proposed,  as 
the  expedient  agreeable  to  the  Constable,  and  recom- 
mended by  Damian  ;  but,  in  the  simplicity  of  her  heart, 
she  saw  no  good  reason  why,  under  the  guardianship  of 
the  latter,  she  should  not  instantly,  and  without  farther 
fonur  have  traversed  the  httle  familiar  plain  on  which, 
when  a  child,  she  used  to  chase  butterflies  and  gathe** 
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king's-cups,  and  where  of  later  years  she  was  wont  to 
exercise  her  palfrey  on  this  well-lmown  plain,  being  the 
only  space,  and  that  of  small  extent,  which  sei>arated  her 
from  the  camp  of  the  Constable. 

The  youthful  emissary,  with  whose  presence  she  had 
now  become  familiar,  retired  to  acquaint  his  kinsman 
and  lord  with  the  success  of  his  commission  ;  and 
Eveline  experienced  the  first  sensation  of  anxiety  upon 
her  own  account  which  had  agitated  her  bosom  since  the 
defeat  and  death  of  Gwenwyn  gave  her  permission  to 
dedicate  her  thoughts  exclusively  to  grief  for  the  loss 
which  she  had  sustained  in  the  person  of  her  noble 
father.  But  noyr,  when  that  grief,  though  not  satiated, 
was  blunted  by  solitary  indulgence — ^now  that  she  was  to 
appear  before  the  person  of  whose  fame  she  had  heard 
so  much,  of  whose  powerful  protection  she  had  received 
such  recent  proofs,  her  mind  insensibly  turned  upon  the 
nature  and  consequences  of  that  important  interview. 
She  had  seen  Hugo  de  Lacy,  indeed,  at  the  great  tour- 
nament at  Chester,  where  his  valoiu*  and  skill  were  the 
theme  of  every  tongue,  and  she  had  received  the  homage 
which  he  rendered  her  beauty  when  he  assigned  to  her 
the  prize  with  all  the  gay  flutterings  of  youthful  vanity ; 
but  of  his  person  and  figure  she  had  no  distinct  idea, 
excepting  that  he  was  a  middle-sized  man,  dressed  in 
peculiarly  rich  armour,  and  that  the  countenance,  which 
looked  out  from  under  the  shade  of  his  raised  visor, 
seemed  to  her  juvenile  estimate  very  nearly  as  old  as  that 
of  her  father.  This  person,  of  whom  she  had  such  slight 
recollection,  had  been  the  chosen  instrument  employed 
by  her  tutelar  protectress  in  rescuing  her  from  captivity, 
and  in  avenging  the  loss  of  a  father,  and  she  was  bound 
by  her  vow  to  consider  him  as  the  arbiter  of  her  fate,  if 
indeed  he  should  deem  it  worth  his  while  to  become  so. 
She  wearied  her  memory  with  vain  efforts  to  recollect  so 
much  of  his  feattues  as  might  give  her  some  means  of 
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g^jessing  at  his  disposition,  and  her  judgment  toiled  in 
conjecturing  what  line  of  conduct  he  was  likely  to  pursue 
towards  her. 

The  great  Baron  himself  seemed  to  attach  to  their 
meeting  a  degree  of  consequence  which  was  intimated  by 
the  formal  preparations  which  he  made  for  it.  Evdine 
had  imagines!  that  he  might  have  ridden  to  the  gate  of 
the  castle  in  five  minutes,  and  that,  if  a  pavilion  were 
actuedly  necessary  to  the  decorum  of  their  interview,  a 
tent  could  have  been  transferred  from  his  leaguer  to  the 
castle  gate,  and  pitched  there  in  ten  minutes  more.  But 
it  was  plain  that  the  Constable  considered  much  more 
form  and  ceremony  as  essential  to  their  meeting ;  for, 
in  about  half-an-hour  after  Damian  de  Lacy  had  left  the 
castle,  not  fewer  than  twenty  soldiers  and  artificers, 
under  the  direction  of  a  pursuivant,  whose  tabard  was 
decorated  with  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  house  of 
Lacy,  were  employed  in  erecting  before  the  gate  of  the 
Garde  Doloureuse  one  of  those  splendid  pavilions  which 
were  employed  at  tournaments  and  otlier  occasions  of 
public  state.  It  was  of  purple  silk,  valanced  with  gold 
embroidery,  having  the  cords  of  the  same  rich  materials. 
The  doorway  was  formed  by  six  lances,  the  staves  of 
which  were  plated  with  silver,  and  the  blades  composed 
of  the  same  precious  metal.  These  were  pitched  into 
the  groimd  by  couples,  and  crossed  at  the  top,  so  as  to 
form  a  sort  of  succession  of  arches,  which  were  covered 
by  drapery  of  sea-green  silk,  forming  a  pleasing  contrast 
with  the  purple  and  gold. 

The  interior  of  the  tent  was  dedared  by  Dame  Gillian 
and  others,  whose  curiosity  induced  them  to  visit  it,  to 
be  of  a  splendour  agreeing  with  the  outside.  There  were 
Oriental  carpets,  and  there  were  tapestries  of  Ghent  and 
Bruges  mingled  in  gay  profusion,  while  the  top  of  the 
pavOion,  covered  with  sky-blue  aik,  was  arranged  so  as 
to  resemble  the  firmament,   and    richly  studded  ^it^ 
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a  sun,  moon,  and  stars,  composed  of  solid  silver.  This 
gorgeous  pavilion  had  been  made  for  the  use  of  the  cele- 
brated William  of  Ypres,  who  acquired  such  great  wealth 
as  general  of  the  mercenaries  of  King  Stephen,  and  was 
by  him  created  Earl  of  Albemarle ;  but  the  chance  of 
war  had  assigned  it  to  De  Lacy,  after  one  of  the  dreadful 
engagements,  so  many  of  which  occurred  during  the 
civil  wars  betwixt  Stephen  and  the  Empress  Maude,  or 
Matilda.  The  Constable  had  never  before  been  known 
to  use  it ;  for  although  wealthy  and  powerful,  Hugo  de 
Lacy  was,  on  most  occasions,  plain  and  unostentatious  ; 
which,  to  those  who  knew  him,  made  his  present  conduct 
seem  the  more  remarkable.  At  the  hour  of  noon  he 
arrived,  nobly  mounted,  at  the  gate  of  the  castle,  and 
drawing  up  a  small  ix)dy  of  servants,  pages,  and  equer- 
ries, who  attended  him  in  their  richest  liveries,  placed 
himself  at  their  head,  and  directed  his  nephew  to  inti- 
mate to  the  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  that  the 
humblest  of  her  servants  awaited  the  honour  of  her 
presence  at  the  castle  gate. 

Among  the  spectators  who  witnessed  his  arrival  there 
were  many  who  thought  that  some  part  of  the  state  and 
splendour  attached  to  his  pavilion  and  his  retinue  had 
been  better  applied  to  set  forth  the  person  of  the  Con- 
stable himself,  as  his  attire  was  simple  even  to  meanness, 
and  his  i)erson  by  no  means  of  such  distinguished  bear- 
ing as  might  altogether  dispense  with  the  advantages  of 
dress  and  Ornament  The  opinion  became  yet  nK)re  pre- 
valent when  he  descended  from  horseback,  until  which 
time  his  masterly  management  of  the  noble  animal  he 
bestrode  gave  a  dignity  to  his  person  and  figure  which 
he  lost  upon  dismounting  from  his  steel  saddle.  In 
height  the  celebrated  Constable  scarce  attained  the 
middle  size,  and  his  limbs,  though  strongly  built  and 
well  knit,  were  deficient  in  grace  and  ease  of  movement. 
His  legs  were  slightly  carved  outwards,  which  gave  him 
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advantaife  as  a  horseman,  but  showed  unfavourably 
when  he  was  upon  foot.  He  halted,  though  v^y  slightly, 
in  consequence  of  one  of  his  legs  having  been  broken  by 
the  fall  of  a  charger,  and  inartificially  set  by  an  inexpe- 
rienced surgeon.  This,  also,  was  a  blemish  in  his  de- 
portment ;  and  though  his  broad  shcmlders,  sinewy  arms, 
and  expanded  chest,  betokened  the  strength  which  he 
often  disi^yed,  it  was  strength  of  a  clumsy  and  un- 
graceful character.  His  ^nguage  and  gestures  were 
those  of  one  seldom  used  to  converge  with  equals,  more 
seldom  still  with  superiors— short,  abrupt,  and  decisive, 
almost  to  the  verge  of  sternness.  In  the  judgment  of 
those  who  were  habitually  acquainted  with  the  Constable 
there  was  both  dignity  and  kindness  in  his  keen  eye  and 
expanded  brow ;  but  such  as  saw  him  for  the  first  time 
judged  less  favourably,  and  pretended  to  discover  a  hsxsk 
and  passionate  expression,  althot^h  they  allowed  his 
countenance  to  have,  on  the  whole,  a  bold  and  martial 
character.  His  age  was  in  reality  not  more  than  live* 
and-forty  ;  but  the  fatigues  of  war  and  of  climate  had 
added  in  appearance  ten  years  to  that  period  of  time. 
By  £ar  the  plainest  dressed  man  of  his  train,  he  wore 
only  a  short  Norman  mantle  over  the  close  dress  of 
chamois-leather,  which,  almost  always  covered  by  his 
armour,  was  in  some  places  slightly  soiled  by  its  pressure. 
A  brown  hat,  in  which  we  wore  a  sprig  of  rosemary  in 
memory  of  his  vow,  served  for  his  head-gear — ^his  good 
sword  and  dagger  hung  at  a  belt  made  of  sealskin. 

Thus  accoutred  and  sH  the  head  of  a  glittering  and 
gilded  band  of  retainers,  who  watched  his  hghtest 
glance,  the  Constable  of  Chester  awaited  the  arrival  c^ 
the  Lady  Evdine  Berenger  at  the  gate  of  her  castle  of 
Garde  Doloureuse. 

The  trumpets  from  within  announced  her  presence — 
the  bridge  fdl,  and  led  by  Damian  de  Lacy  in  his  gayest 
habit,  and  followed  by  her  train  of  females,  and  menial 
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or  vassal  attendants,  she  came  forth  in  her  loveliness 
from  mider  the  massive  and  antique  portal  of  her  pater- 
nal fortress.  She  was  dressed  without  ornaments  of  any 
Idnd,  and  in  deep  mourning  weeds,  as  best  befitted  her 
recent  loss ;  forming,  in  this  respect,  a  strong  contrast 
with  the  rich  attire  of  her  conductor,  whose  costly  dress 
gleamed  with  jewels  and  embroidery,  while  their  age  and 
personal  beauty  made  them  in  every  other  respect  the 
fair  counterpart  of  each  other ;  a  circumstance  which 
probably  gave  rise  to  the  delighted  murmur  and  buzz 
which  passed  through  the  bystanders  on  their  appear- 
ance, and  which  only  respect  for  the  deep  mourning  ot 
Eveline  prevented  from  breaking  out  into  shouts  of 
applause. 

The  instant  that  the  fair  foot  of  Eveline  bad  made  a 
step  beyond  the  palisades  which  formed  the  outward 
barrier  of  the  castle,  the  Constable  de  Laoy  stepped  for- 
ward to  meet  her,  and  bending  his  r^ht  knee  to  the 
earth,  craved  pardon  for  the  discoiirtesy  which  his  vow 
had  imposed  on  him,  while  he  expressed  his  sense  of  the 
honour  with  which  she  now  graced  him,  as  one  for  which 
his  life,  devoted  to  her  service,  would  be  an  inadequate 
acknowledgment. 

The  action  and  speech,  though  both  in  consistence 
with  the  romantic  gallantry  of  the  times,  embarrassed 
Eveline  ;  and  the  rather  that  this  homage  was  so  publicly 
rendered.  She  entreated  the  Constable  to  stand  up,  and 
not  to  add  to  the  confusion  of  one  who  was  already  suffi- 
ciently at  a  loss  how  to  acquit  herself  of  the  heavy  debt 
of  gratitude  which  she  owed  him.  The  Constable  rose 
accordingly,  after  saluting  her  hand,  which  she  extended 
to  him,  and  prayed  her,  since  she  was  so  far  condescending, 
to  deign  to  enter  the  poor  hut  he  had  prepared  for 
her  shelter,  and  to  grant  him  the  honour  of  the  audience 
he  had  solicited.  Eveline,  without  farther  answer  than  a 
|k)w,  yielded  him  her  hand,  and  desiring  the  rest  of  her 
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tcain  to  remain  where  they  were,  commaoded  the  at- 
tend^ce  of  Rose  Flammock. 

"  Lady,"  said  the  Constable,  "  the  matters  of  which  I 
am  compelled  thus  hastily  to  speak,  are  of  a  nature  the 
most  private." 

"  This  maiden,"  replied  Eveline,  "is  my  bower-woman, 
and  acquainted  with  my  most  inward  thoughts ;  I  beseech 
you  to  permit  her  presence  at  our  conference." 

"  It  were  better  otherwise,"  said  Hugo  de  Lacy,  with 
some  embarrassment;  "but  your  pleasure  shall  be 
obeyed." 

He  led  the  Lady  Eveline  into  the  tent,  and  entreated 
her  to  be  seated  on  a  large  pile  of  cushions,  covered  with 
rich  Venetian  silk.  Rose  placed  herself  behind  her  mis- 
tress, half  kneeling  upon  the  same  cushions,  and  watched 
the  motions  of  the  all-accomplished  soldier  and  statesman, 
whom  the  voice  of  fame  lauded  so  loUdly  ;  enjojring  his 
em*banassment  as  a  triumph  of  her  sex,  and  scarcely  of 
ofHnion  that  his  chamois  doublet  and  square  form 
accorded  with  the  splendour  of  the  scene,  or  the  almost 
angelic  beauty  of  Eveline,  the  other  actor  therein. 

"  Lady,"  said  the  Constable,  itfter  some  hesitation^ 
"  I  would  willingly  say  what  it  is  my  lot  to  tell  you,  in 
such  terras  as  ladies  love  to  listen  to,  and  which  surely 
your  excellent  beauty  more  especially  deserves ;  but  I 
have  been  too  long  trained  in  camps  and  coimcils  to  ex- 
pre^  my  meaning  otherwise  than  simply  and  plainly." 

*•  I  shall  the  more  easily  understand  you,  my  lord," 
said  Eveline,  trembling,  though  she  scarce  knew 
why. 

"My  story,  then,  must  be  a  blunt  one.  Something 
there  passed  between  your  honourable  father  and  myself, 
touching  a  union  of  our  houses." — He  paused,  as  if  he 
wished  or  expected  Eveline  to  say  something,  but  as  she 
was  silent,  he  proceeded.  "  I  would  to  God,  that  as  he 
was  at  the  beginning  of  this  treaty,  it  had  pleased  Heaven 
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he  should  have  conducted  and  concluded  it  with  hisusoid 
wisdom  ;  but  what  remedy  ?— he  has  gone  the  path  w|iich 
we  must  all  tread." 

"Your  Lordship,"  said  Eveline,  "has  noWy  avenged 
the  death  of  your  noble  friend." 

"  I  have  but  done  my  devoir,  lady,  as  a  good  knight, 
in  defence  of  an  endangered  maiden— a  Lord  Maocber  in 
protection  of  the  frontier — and  a  friend  in  avenging  his 
friend.  But  to  the  point — Our  long  and  noble  line 
draws  near  to  a  close.  Of  ray  remote  kinsman,  Randal 
Lacy,  I  will  not  speak  ;  for  in  him  I  see  nothing  that  is 
good  or  hopeful,  nor  have  we  been  at  one  for  many 
years.  My  nephew,  Damian,  gives  hopeful  promise  to 
be  a  worthy  branch  of  our  smdent  tree— but  he  is  scarce 
twenty  years  old,  and  hath  a  long  career  of  adventure 
and  peril  to  encounter,  ere  he  can  honourably  propose  to 
himself  the  duties  of  domestic  privacy  or  matrimonial 
engagements.  His  mother  also  is  English,  some  abate- 
ment perhaps  in  the  escutcheon  of  his  arms  ;  yet,  had  tea 
years  more  passed  over  him  with  the  honours  of  chivalry, 
I  should  have  proposed  Damian  de  Lacy  for  the  happi. 
ness  to  which  I  at  present  myself  aspire." 

"You— you,  my  lord  ! — it  is  impossibls  !  "  said  Eve- 
line, endeavouring  at  the  same  tin»e  to  suppress  all  diat 
could  be  offensive  in  the  surprise  which  she  could  not 
help  exhibiting. 

"I do  not  wonder,"  repMed  the  Constable  calmly, — 
for  the  ice  being  now  broken,  he  resumed  the  natural 
steadiness  of  his  manner  and  diaracter,-**"  that  yon 
express  surprise  at  this  daring  proposal.  I  have  not 
perhaps  the  form  that  j^eases  a  lady's  eye,  and  I  have 
forgotten,— that  is,  if  I  ever  knew  tbem, — the  terms  and 
phrases  which  please  a  lady's  ear  ;  but,  noble  Eveline,  the 
Lady  of  Hugo  de  Lacy  will  be  one  of  the  foremost  among 
the  mationage  of  England." 

••  It  will  the  better  become  the  individual  to  whom  so 
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laigh.  a  dignity  is  offered,"  said  Eveline,  "to  consider  how 
^ir  she  is  capable  of  discharging  its  duties." 

**  Of  that  I  fear  nothing,"  said  De  Lacy.  **  She  who 
hath  been  so  excellent  a  daughter,  cannot  be  less  esti- 
mable in  every  other  relation  in  hfe." 

*•  I  do  not  find  that  confidence  in  myself,  my  lord," 
replied  the  embarrassed  maiden,  "  with  which  you  are  so 
willing  to  load  me — ^And  I — ^forgive  me — must  crave  time 
for  other  inquiries,  as  well  as  those  which  respect  myself. " 
'*  Your  fiktber,  noUe  lady,  had  this  union  warmly  at 
heart.  This  scroU,  signed  with  his  own  hand,  will  show- 
it."  He  bent  his  knee  as  he  gave  the  paper.  "  The 
wife  of  De  Lacy  will  have,  as  the  daughter  of  Raymond 
Bereager  OMrits,  the  rank  of  a  princess  ;  his  widow,  the 
dowry  of  a  queen." 

''Mock  me  not  with  your  knee,  my  lord,  while  you 
plead  to  me  the  paternal  commands,  which,  joined  to 
other  circumstances  "-^she  paused,  and  sighed  deeply — 
"  leave  me,  perhaps,  but  httle  room  for  free  will  I " 

Emboldened  by  this  answer,  De  Lacy,  who  had 
hitherto  remained  on  his  knee,  rose  gently,  and  assuming 
a  seat  beside  the  Lady  Eveline,  continued  to  press  his 
suit,— not,  indeed,  in  the  language  of  passion,  but  of  a 
plain-spoken  man,  eageriy  urging  a  proposal  on  which 
his  happiness  depended.  The  vision  of  the  miraculous 
image  was,  it  may  be  supposed,  uppermost  in  the  mind 
of  Eveline,  who,  tied  down  by  the  solemn  vow  she  had 
made  on  that  occasion,  felt  herself  constrained  to  return 
evasive  answers,  where  she  nught  perhaps  have  given  a 
direct  negative,  had  her  own  wishes  alone  been  to  decide 
her  reply. 

"  You  cannot,"  she  said,  "  expect  from  me,  my  lord, 
in  this  my  so  recent  orphan  state,  that  I  should  come  to 
a  spoedj  determination  upon  an  af&ir  of  such  deep  im- 
portance. Give  me  leisure  of  your  nobleness  for  con- 
sideratk>n  with  myself— f<»r  consultation  with  my  friends. " 
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"Alas!  fair  Eveline"  said  the  Baron,  "do  not  be 
offended  at  my  urgency.  I  cannot  long  delay  setting 
forward  on  a  distant  and  perilous  expedition  ;  and  the 
short  time  left  me  for  soliciting  your  favour,  must  be  an 
apology  for  my  importimity." 

"And  is  it  in  these  circumstances,  noble  De  Lacy, 
that  you  would  encumber  yourself  with  family  ties?" 
asked  the  maiden,  timidly. 

"  I  am  God's  soldier,"  said  the  Constable,  "  and  He, 
in  whose  cause  I  fight  in  Palestine,  will  defend  my  wife 
in  England." 

"  Hear  then  my  present  answer,  my  lord,"  said  Eve- 
line Berenger,  rising  feom  her  seat.  "  To-morrow  I  pro- 
ceed to  the  Benedictine  nunnery  at  Gloucester,  where 
resides  my  honoured  father's  sister,  who  is  Abbess  oi 
that  reverend  house.  To  her  guidance  I  will  commit 
myself  in  this  matter." 

' '  A  fair  and  maidenly  resolution,"  answered  De  Lacy, 
who  seemed,  on  his  part,  rather  glad  that  the  conference 
was  abridged,  "  and,  as  I  trust,  not  altogether  imfavoor- 
al^e  to  the  suit  of  your  humble  suppliant,  since  the  good 
Lady  Abbess  hath  been  long  my  honoured  friend.''  He 
then  turned  to  Rose,  who  was  about  to  attend  her  lady : 
— "  Pretty  maiden,"  he  said,  offering  a  chain  of  gold, 
"let  this  carcanet  encircle  thy  neck,  and  buy  thy  good 
will." 

"  My  good  will  cannot  be  purchased,  my  lord,"  said 
Rose,  putting  back  the  gift  which  he  proffered. 

"Your  fair  word,  then,"  said  the  Constable,  again 
pressing  it  upon  her. 

"  Fair  words  are  easily  bought,"  said  Rose,  still  re- 
jecting the  chain,  "but  they  are  seldom  worth  the 
purchase-money. " 

"  Do  you  scorn  my  proffer,  damsel?  "  said  De  Lacy ; 
"it  has  graced  the  neck  of  a  Norman  count" 

"  Give  it  to  a  Norman  countess  then,  my  lofd,"  said 
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the  damsel ;  "  I  am  plain  Rose  Flammock,  the  weaver's 
daughter.  I  keep  my  good  word  to  go  with  my  good 
will,  and  a  latten  chain  will  become  me  as  well  as  beaten 
gold." 

"  Peace,  Rose,"  said  her  lady  ;  "  you  are  over  mala- 
pert to  talk  thus  to  the  Lord  Constable. — ^And  jtou,  my 
lord,"  she  continued,  "permit  me  now  to  depart,  since 
you  are  possessed  of  my  answer  to  yovar  present  proposal. 
I  regret  it  had  not  been  of  some  less  delicate  nature, 
that  by  granting  it  at  once,  and  without  delay,  I  might 
have  shown  my  sense  of  your  services." 

The  lady  was  handed  forth  t^  the  Constable  of  Chester 
with  the  same  ceremony  which  had  been  observed  at 
their  entrance,  and  she  returned  to  her  own.casde,  sad 
and  anxious  in  mind  for  the  event  of  this  important  con- 
ference. She  gathered  closely  around  her  the  great 
mourning  veil,  that  the  alteration  of  her  countenance 
might  not  be  observed  ;  and,  without  pausing  to  speak 
even  to  Father  Aldrovand,  she  instantly  withdrew  to  the 
privacy  of  her  own  bower. 


CHAP.  XII. 

A'ifW  ally*  Utdies  of  fair  Scotland ^ 
And  ladies  of  Englatid  that  Jiapfiy  would  prove. 

Marry  never  for  luntseSt  nw  marry  for  land, 
Xor  marry  for  notJting  but  only  love. 

Family  Quarrels. 

I  HEN  the  Lady  Eveline  had  retired  into  her  own 
private  chamber.  Rose  Flammock  followed  her 
I  unbidden,  and  proffered  her  assistance  in  re- 
moving the  large  veil  which  she  had  worn  while  she 
was  abroad ;  but  the  lady  refused  her  permission,  say- 
ing, *' You  are  forward  with  service,  maiden,  when  it  is 
not  required  of  you." 
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"  You  are  displeased  with  me,  lady  ! "  said  Rose. 

"And  if  I  am,  I  have  cause,"  replied  Eveline.  "  Yon 
know  my  difficultieSf— you  know  what  my  duty  demands  ; 
yet,  instead  of  aiding  me  to  make  the  sacrifice,  yoa 
render  it  more  difficult." 

"  Would  I  had  influence  to  guide  your  path !"  said 
Rose  ;  "you  should  find  it  a  smooth  one— ay,  an  honest 
and  straight  one,  to  boot" 

"  How  mean  you,  maideu  ?  "  said  Eveline. 

"I  would  have  you,"  answered  Rose,  "recall  the 
encouragement — the  consent,  I  may  almost  call  it — 
you  have  yielded  to  this  proud  baron.  He  is  too  great 
to  be  loved  himself— too  haughty  to  love  you  as  3rou 
deserve.  If  you  wed  him,  you  wed  gilded  misery,  and, 
it  may  be,  dishonour  as  well  as  discontent" 

"  Remember,  damsel,"  answered  Eveline  Berenger, 
*'  his  services  towards  us." 

"  His  services?  "  answered  Rose.  "  He  ventured  his 
life  for  us,  indeed,  but  so  did  every  soldier  in  his  host 
And  am  I  bound  to  wed  any  rufHing  blade  among  them, 
because  he  fought  when  the  tnunpet  soimded.  I  wonder 
what  is  the  meaning  of  their  devoir,  as  they  call  it,  when 
it  shames  them  not  to  claim  the  highest  reward  woman 
can  bestow,  merely  for  discharging  the  duty  of  a  gentle- 
man, by  a  distressed  creature.  A  gentleman,  said  I  ? — 
The  coarsest  boor  in  Flanders  would  hardly  expect 
thanks  for  doing  the  duty  of  a  man  by  women  in  such 
a  case." 

"  But  my  father's  wishes  ?  "  said  the  young  lady. 

"  They  had  reference,  without  doubt,  to  the  incImatiQii 
of  your  father's  daughter,"  answered  the  attendant  * '  I 
will  not  do  my  late  noble  lord — (may  God  assoilzie 
him !) — the  injustice  to  suppose  he  would  have  urged 
aught  in  this  matter  which  squared  not  with  your  fi?ee 
choice." 

"Then  my  vow — ^my  fatal  vow,  as  I  had  well-nigh 
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called  it,"  said  Eveline.     "  May  Heaven  forgive  me  my 
ingratitude  to  my  patroness  ! " 

•*  Even  this  shakes  me  not,"  said  Rose  ;  *•  I  will  never 
believe  our  Lady  of  Mercy  would  exact  sudi  a  penalty 
for  her  protection,  as  to  desire  me.  to  wed  the  man  I 
could  not  love.  She  smiled,  you  say,  upon  your  prayer. 
Go— lay  at  her  feet  these  difficulties  which  oppress  you, 
and  see  if  she  will  not  smile  again.  Or  seek  a  dispensa- 
tion from  your  vow — seek  it  at  the  expense  of  the  half 
of  yotu"  estate, — seek  it  at  the  expense  of  your  whole 
property.  Go  a  pilgrimage  barefooted  to  Romfr—da 
anything  but  give  yoiu*  hand  where  you  cannot  give 
your  heart." 

*'  You  speak  warmly,  Rose,"  said  Eveline,  still  sighing 
as  she  spoke. 

"Alas  !  my  sweet  lady,  I  have  cause.  Have  I  not 
seen  a  household  where  love  was  not, — ^where,  although 
there  was  worth  and  good-will,  and  euough  of  the  means 
of  life,  all  was  embittered  by  regrets,  which  were  not 
only  vain  but  criminal  ?  " 

."Yet,  methinks,  Rose,  a  sense  of  what  is  due  to 
ourselves  and  to  others  may,  if  listened  to,  guide  and 
comfort  us  under  such  feelings  even  as  thou  hast  de- 
scribed." 

"  It  will  save  us  from  sin,  lady,  but  not  from  sorrow," 
answered  Rose;  "and  wherefore  should  we,  with  our 
eyes  open,  rush  into  circumstances  where  duty  must 
war  with  inclination  ?  Why  row  against  wind  and  tide, 
when  you  may  as  easily  take  advantage  of  the  breeze  ?  " 
"  Because  the  voyage  of  my  life  lies  where  winds  and 
currents  oppose  me,"  answered  Eveline.  "  It  is  my  fate. 
Rose." 

"  Not  unless  you  make  it  such  by  choice,"  answered 
Rose.  "  Oh,  could  you  but  have  seen  the  pale  cheek, 
sunken  eye,  and  dejected  bearing  of  my  poor  mother  I — 
I  have  said  too  much." 
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"  It  was  then  your  mother,"  said  her  young  lady,  •*  cf 
whose  unhappy  wedlock  you  have  spoken?  " 

"  It  was— it  was,"  said  Rose,  bursting  into  tears.  "  I 
have  exposed  my  own  shame  to  save  you  from  sorrow. 
Unhappy  she  was,  though  most  guiltless — so  unhappy, 
that  the  breach  of  the  dike,  and  the  inundation  in  which 
she  perished,  were,  but  for  my  sake,  to  her  welcome  as 
night  to  the  weary  laboiu%r.  She  had  a  heart  like  yours, 
formed  to  love  and  be  loved  ;  and  it  would  be  doing 
honour  to  yonder  proud  baron,  to  say  he  had  such 
worth  as  my  father's. — Yet  was  she  most  unhappy. 
Oh !  my  sweet  lady,  be  warned,  and  break  oflf  this  ill- 
omened  match  ! " 

Eveline  returned  the  pressure  with  which  the  affec- 
tionate girl,  as  she  clung  to  her  hand,  enforced  her  well- 
meant  advice,  and  then  muttered,  with  a  profound  sigh, 
— "  Rose,  it  is  too  late." 

"Never — never,"  said  Rose,  looking  eagerly  round 
the  room.  "Where  are  those  writing  materials? — Let 
me  bring  Father  Aldrovand,  and  instruct  him  of  your 
pleasure — or,  stay,  the  good  father  hath  himself  an  eye 
on  the  splendours  of  the  world  which  he  thinks  he  has 
abandoned — ^he  will  be  no  safe  secretary. -7-I  will  go  my- 
self to  the  Lxjrd  Constable — me  his  rank  cannot  dazzle, 
or  his  wealth  bribe,  or  his  power  overawe.  I  will  tell 
him  he  doth  no  knightly  part  towards  you,  to  press  his 
contract  with  your  father  in  such  an  hour  of  helpless 
sorrow— no  pious  part,  in  delaying  the  execution  of  his 
vows  for  the  purpose  of  marrying  or  giving  in  marriage 
— ^no  honest  part,  to  press  himself  on  a  maiden  whose 
heart  has  not  decided  in  his  favour — no  wise  part,  to 
marry  one  whom  he  must  presently  abandon,  either 
to  solitude,  or  to  the  dangers  of  a  profligate  court." 

"You  have  not  courage  for  such  an  embassy.  Rose," 
said  her  mistress,  sadly  smiling  through  her  tears,  at  her 
youthful  attendant's  zeal. 
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**  Not  courage  for  it !— and  wherefore  not  ?— Try  me," 

answered  the  Flemish  mai4en  in  return.     '•  I  am  neither 

Saracen  nor  Welshman— his  lance  and  sword  scare  me 

not.     L  follow  not  his  banner— his  voice  of  command 

concerns  me  not     I  could,  with  your  leave,  boldly  tell 

him  he  is  a  selfish  man,  veiling  with  fair  and  honourable 

pretexts  his  pursuit  of  objects  which  concern  his  own 

pride  and  gratification,  and  founding  high  claims  on 

having  rendered  the  services  which  common  humanity 

demanded.     And  all  for  what?  —  Forsooth  the  great 

De  Lacy  must  have  an  heir  to  his  noble  house,  and  his 

fair  nephew  is  not  good  enough  to  be  his  representative, 

because  his  mother  was  of  Anglo-Saxon  strain,  and  the 

real  heir  must  be  pure  unmixed  Norman ;  and  for  this, 

Lady  Eveline  Berenger,  in  the  first  bloom  of  youth, 

must  be  wedded  to  a  man  who  might  be  her  father, 

and  who,  after  leaving  her  unprotected  for  years,  will 

return  in  such  guise  as  might  beseem  her  grandfather ! " 

"Since  he  is  thus  scrupulous  concerning  piuity  of 

lineage,"  said  Eveline,  "  perhaps  he  may  call  to  mind, 

what  so  good  a  herald  as  he  is  cannot  fail  to  know — 

that  I  am  of  Saxon  strain  by  my  father's  mother." 

*'Oh,"  replied  Rose,  "he  will  forgive  that  blot  in  the 
heiress  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse." 

"  Fie,  Rose,"  answered  her  mistress,  "  thou  dost  him 
wrong  in  taxing  him  with  avarice." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  answered  Rose,  "but  he  is  undeniably 
ambitious  ;  and  Avarice,  I  have  heard,  is  Ambition's 
bastard  brother,  though  Ambition  be  sometimes  ashamed 
of  the  relationship." 

"  You  speak  too  boldly,  damsel,"  said  Eveline ;  "and 
while  I  acknowledge  your  affection,  it  becomes  me  to 
check  your  mode  of  expression." 

"Nay,  take  that  tone,  and  I  have  done,"  said  Rose. 
— "  To  Eveline,  whom  I  love,  and  who  loves  me,  I  can 
speak  freely — ^but  to  the  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse. 
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the  proud  Norman  damsel  (which  when  you  choose 
to  be  you  can  be),  I  can  courtesy  as  low  as  my  station 
demands,  and  speak  as  little  truth  as  she  cares  to  hear." 

"Thou  art  a  wild  but  a  kind  girl,"  said  Eveline; 
"no  one  who  did  not  kitow  thee  would  think  that  soft 
and  childish  exterior  covered  such  a  soul  of  fire.  Thy 
mother  must  indeed  have  been  the  being  cd  feeling  and 
passion  you  paint  her  ;  for  thy  father — nay,  nay,  never 
arm  in  his  defence  until  he  be  attacked — I  only  meant 
to  say,  that  his  solid  sense  and  sound  judgment  are  his 
most  distinguished  qualities." 

"And  I  would  you  would  avail  yourself  of  them» 
lady,"  said  Rose. 

"  In  fitting  things  I  will ;  but  he  were  rather  an  im- 
meet  counsellor  in  that  which  we  now  treat  of,"  said 
Eveline. 

"You  mistake  him,"  ansvrered  Rose  Flammock,  "  and 
imderrate  his  value.  Sound  judgment  is  like  to  the  gra- 
duated measuring  wand,  which,  though  usually  applied 
only  to  coarser  cloths,  will  give  with  equal  truth  the 
dimensions  of  Indian  silk,  or  of  cloth  of  gold." 

' '  Well — well— this  affair  presses  not  instantly  at  least," 
said  the  young  lady.  "  Leave  me  now.  Rose,  and  send 
Gillian,  the  tirewoman  hither — I  have  directions  to  give 
about  the  packing  and  removal  of  my  wardrobe." 

"That  Gillian  the  tirewoman  hath  been  a  mighty 
fJEivourite  of  late,"  said  Rose;  "time  was  when  it  was 
otherwise." 

"  I  like  her  manners  as  little  as  thou  dost,"  said 
Eveline  ;  "  but  she  is  old  Raoul's  wife — she  was  a  sort  of 
half  favourite  with  my  dear  father,  who,  like  other  men, 
was  perhaps  taken  l^  that  very  freedom  which  we  think 
unseemly  in  persons  of  our  sex  ;  and  then  there  is  no 
other  woman  in  the  Castle  that  hath  such  skill  in  em- 
packeting  clothes  without  the  risk  of  their  being 
injured." 
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"That  last  reason  alone, "  said  Rose,  smiling,  "is,  I 
admit,  an  irresistible  pretension  to  favour,  and  Dame 
Gillian  shall  presently  attend  you. — But  take  my  advice, 
lady — keep  her  to  her  bales  and  her  mails,  and  let  her 
not  prate  to  you  on  what  concerns  her  not." 

So  saying,  Rose  left  the  apartment,  and  her  young 
lady  looked  after  her  in  silence — then  murmured  to  her- 
self—" Rose  loves  me  truly;  but  she  would  willingly  be 
more  of  the  mistress  than  the  maiden  ;  and  then  she  is 
somewhat  jealous  of  every  other  person  that  approaches 
me. — It  is  strange,  that  I  have  not  seen  Damian  de  Lacy 
since  my  interview  with  the  Constable.  He  anticipates, 
I  suppose,  the  chance  of  his  finding  in  me  a  severe 
aunt !" 

But  the  domestics,  who  crowded  for  orders  with  reference 
to  her  removal  early  otf  the  morrow,  began  now  to  divert 
the  current  of  their  lady's  thoughts  from  the  considera- 
tion of  her  own  particular  situation,  which,  as  the 
prospect  presented  nothing  pleasant,  with  the  elastic 
spirit  of  youth,  she  willingly  postponed  till  farther 
leisure. 


CHAP.   XIII. 

Too  much  rest  is  rusi. 
There  s  ever  cheer  in  changing; 

We  tyne  by  too  much  trusty 
So  we'll  be  up  uTtd  ranging. — Old  Song. 

ARLY  on  the  subsequent  morning,  a  gallant 
1  company,  saddened  indeed  by  the  deep  mourn- 
ing which  their  principals  w<u:e,  left  the  well- 
defended  Castle  of  the  Gaide  Dolovu-euse,  which  had 
been  so  lately  the  scene  of  such  rematkable  events. 

The  sun  was  just  beginning  to  exhale  the  heavy  dews 
which  had  fallen  during  the  night,  and  to  disperse  the 
thin  grey  mist  which  eddied  around  towers  and  battld> 
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ments,  when  Wilkin  Flammock,  with  six  crossbowm6n 
on  horseback,  and  as  many  spearmen  on  foot,  sallied 
forth  from  imder  the  Grothic  gateway,  and  crossed  the 
sounding  drawbridge.  After  this  advanced  guard  came 
four  household  servants  well  mounted,  and  after  them  as 
many  inferior  female  attendants,  all  in  mourning.  Then 
rode  forth  the  young  Lady  Eveline  herself,  occupjring 
the  centre  of  the  litde  procession,  and  her  long  black 
robes  formed  a  striking  contrast  to  the  colour  of  her 
milk-white  palfrey.  Beside  her  on  a  Spanish  jennet,  the 
gift  of  her  affectionate  father, — who  had  procured  it  at  a 
high  rate,  and  who  would  have  given  half  his  substance 
to  gratify  his  daughter, — ^sat  the  girlish  form  of  Rose 
Flammock,  who  had  so  much  of  juvenile  shyness  in  her 
manner,  so  much  of  feeling  and  of  judgment  in  her 
thoughts  and  actions.  Dame  Margery  followed,  mixed 
in  the  party  escorted  by  Father  Aldrovand,  whose  com- 
pany she  chiefly  frequented  ;  for  Margery  a£fected  a  little 
the  character  of  the  devotee,  and  her  influence  in  the' 
family,  as  having  been  Eveline's  nurse,  was  so  great  as  to 
render  her  no  improper  companion  for  the  chaplain, 
when  her  lady  did  not  require  her  attendance  on  her  own 
person.  Then  came  old  Raoul  the  himtsman,  his  wife, 
and  two  or  three  other  officers  of  Raymond  Berenger's 
household ;  the  steward  with  his  golden  chain,  velvet 
cassock,  and  white  wand,  bringing  up  the  rear,  which 
was  closed  by  a  small  band  of  archers,  and  four  men-at- 
arms.  The  guards,  and  indeed  the  greater  part  of  the 
attendants,  were  only  designed  to  give  the  necessai^ 
degree  of  honour  to  the  young  lady's  movements,  by 
accompan3nng  lier  a  short  space  from  the  castle,  where 
they  were  met  by  the  Constable  of  Chester,  who^  with  a 
retinue  of  tiiiny  lances,  proposed  himself  to  escort 
Eveline  as  far  as  Gloucester,  the  place  of  her  destination. 
Under  his  protection  no  danger  was  to  be  apprehended, 
even  if  the  severe  defeat  so  lately  sustained  by  the  Welsh 
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had  not  of  itself  been  likely  to  prevent  any  attempt,  on 
the  i>art  of  those  hostile  mountaineers,  to  disturb  the 
safety  of  the  marches  for  some  time  to  come. 

In  pursuance  of  this  arrangement,  which  permitted  the 
armed  part  of  Eveline's  retinue  to  return  for  the  protec- 
tion of  the  castle,  and  the  restoration  of  order  in  the 
district  around,  the  Constable  awaited  her  at  the  fatal 
bridge,  at  the  head  of  the  gallant  band  of  selected  horse- 
men whom  he  had  ordered  to  attend  upon  him.  The 
parties  halted,  as  if  to  salute  each  other  ;  but  the  Con- 
stable, observing  that  Eveline  drew  her  veil  more  closely 
around  her,  and  recollecting  the  loss  she  had  so  lately 
sustained  on  that  luckless  spot,  had  the  judgment  to 
confine  his  greeting  to  a  mute  reverence,  so  low  that  the 
lofty  plume  which  he  wore  (for  he  was  now  in  complete 
armour)  mingled  with  the  flowing  mane  of  his  gallant 
horse.  Wilkin  FkuAmock  next  halted,  to  ?isk  the  lady  if 
she  had  any  further  commands. 

"None,  good  Wilkin,"  said  Eveline  ;  "but  to  be,  as 
ever,  true  and  watchful." 

"  The  properties  of  a  good  mastiff,"  said  Flammock. 
'*  Some  rude  sagacity,  and  a  stout  hand  instead  of  a 
sharp  case  of  teeth,  are  all  that  I  can  claim  to  be  added  to 
them — I  will  do  my  best. — Fare  thee  well,  Roschen  ! 
Thou  art  going  among  strangers — ^forget  not  the  qualities 
which  made  thee  loved  at  home.  The  saints  bless  thee 
— ^farewell ! " 

The  steward  next  approached  to  take  his  leave,  but  in 
doing  so  had  nearly  met  with  a  fatal  accident.  It  had 
been  the  pleasure  of  Rao&l,  who  was  in  his  own  disposi- 
tion cross-grained,  and  in  person  rheumatic,  16  accom- 
modate himself  with  an  6ld  Arab  horse,  which  had  been 
kept  for  the  sake  of  the  breed,  as  lean,  and  almost  as 
lame  as  himself,  and  with  a  temper  as  vicious  as  that  of 
a  fiend.  Betwixt  the  rider  and  the  horse  was  a  constant 
misunderstanding,  testified  on  Raoul's  p>art  by  oaths, 
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rough  checks  with  the  curb,  and  severe  digging  with  the 
spurs,  which  Mahound  (so  pa^^anishly  was  the  horse 
named)  answered  by  plunging,  bounding,  and  endeavour- 
ing by  all  expedients  to  unseat  his  rider,  as  well  as  striking 
and  lashing  out  furiously  at  whatever  else  approached 
him.  It  was  thought  by  many  of  the  household  that 
Raoul  preferred  this  vicious  cross-tempered  animal  upon 
all  occasions  when  he  travelled  in  ccmipany  with  his  wife, 
in  order  to  take  advantage  by  the  chai|ce,  that  amongst 
thd  various  kicks,  plunges,  gambades,  lashings  out,  and 
other  eccentricities  of  Mahoimd,  his  heels  might  come  in 
contact  with  Dame  GiUian's  ribs.,  And  now,  when,  as 
the  important  steward  spurred  up  his  palfrey  to  kiss  his 
yoimg  lady's  hand,  and  to  take  his  leave,  it  seemed  to 
the  bystanders  as  if  Raoul  so  managed  his  bridle  and 
spur  that  Mahound  yerked  out  his  hoofs  at  the  same 
moment,  one*of  which,  coming  in  contact  with  the 
steward's  thigh,  would  have  splintered  it  like  a  rotten 
reed,  had  the  parties  been  a  couple  of  inches  nearer  to 
each  other.  As  it  was,  the  steward  sustained  consider- 
able damage  ;  and  they  that  observed  the  grin  upon 
Raoul's  vinegar  countenance,  entertained  little  doubt 
that  Mahound's  heels  then  and  there  avenged  certain 
nods,  winks,  and  wreathed  smiles,  which  had  passed 
betwixt  the  gold-chained  functionary  and  the  coquettish 
tire-woman,  since  the  party  left  the  castle. 

This  incident  abridged  the  painful  solemnity  of  parting 
betwixt  the  Lady  Eveline  and  her  dependants,  and 
lessened,  at  the  same  time,  the  formality  oC  her  meeting 
with  the  Constable,  and,  as  it  were,  resigning  herself  to 
his  protection. 

Hugo  de  Lacy,  having  commanded  six  of  his  men-at- 
arms  to  proceed  as  an  advanced  guard,  remained  himself 
to  see  the  steward  properly  deposited  on  a  litter,  and 
then,  with  the  rest  of  his  followers,  marched  in  military 
fashion  about  one  himdred  yards  in  the  rear  of  Lady 
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Eveline  and  herretimie,  judiciously  forbearing  to  present 
himself  to  her  society  while  she  was  engaged  in  the 
orisons  which  the  place  where  they  met  naturally  sug- 
gested, and  waiting  patiently  until  the  elasticity  of  youth- 
ful temper  should  require  some  diversion  of  the  gloomy 
thot^hts  which  the  scene  inspired. 

Guided  by  this  policy,  the  Constable  did  not  approach 
the  ladies  until  the  advance  of  the  mommg  rendered  it 
politeness  to  remind  them  that  a  pleasant  spot  forbreak- 
mg  their  fast  occurred  in  Ae  neighbourtiood,  where  he 
had  ventured  to  mak6  some  preparations  for  rest  and 
refreshment.  Immediately  after  the  Lady  Eveline  had 
intimated  h&r  acceptance  of  this  courtesy,  they  came  in 
sight  of  the  spot  he  alluded  to,  marked  l^  an  ancient 
oaJc,  which,  spreading  its  broad  branches  far  and  wide, 
reminded  the  traveller  of  that  of  Mamre,  under  which 
c^estial  beings  accepted  the  hospitality  of  the  patriarch. 
Across  two  of  these  hi^e  prpjecthig  arms  was  flung  a 
piece  of  rOse-coioured  sarcenet,  as  a  canopy  to  keep  off 
the  morning  beams,  whidi  were  already  rising  high. 
Cushions  of  silk,  interchanged  with  others  covered  with 
the  furs  of  animals  of  the  chase,  were  arranged  round  a 
T^>ast  which  a  Norman  cook  had  done  his  utmost  to 
distinguish,  by  the  superior  delicacy  of  his  art,  from  the 
gross  meals  of  the  Saxons,  and  the  penurious  simplicity 
of  the  Welsh  tables.  A  fountain,  which  bubbled  from 
under  a  large  mossy  stone  at  some  distance,  refreshed 
the  air  with  its  sound,  and  the  taste  with  its  hquxl 
crystal ;  while,  at  the  same  time,  it  formed  a  cistern  for 
codBng  two  or  three  flasks  of  Gascon  wine  and  hippocras, 
which  were  at  that  time  the  necessary  accompaniments 
of  the  morning  meal. 

When  Eveline,  with  Rose,  the  Confessor,  and  at  some 
farther  (fistance  her  faitMal  nurse,  was  seated  at  this 
silvan  banquet,  the  leaves  rustling  to  a  gentle  breeze,  the 
vrater  bubbling  in  the  background,  the  birds  twittering 
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around,  while  the  half-heard  sounds  of  conversation:  and 
laughter  at  a  distance  announced  that  their  guard  was  in 
the  vicinity,  she  could  not  avoid  making  the  Constable 
some  natural  compliment  on  his  happy  selection  of  a 
place  of  repose. 

"You  do  me  more  than  justice,"  rejdied  the  Baron; 
"  the  spot  was  selected  by  my  nephew,  who  hath  a  fancy 
like  a  minstreL  Myself  am  but  slow  in  imagining  such 
devices." 

Rose  looked  full  at  her  mistress,  as  if  she  endeavoured 
to  look  into  her  very  inmost  soul ;  but  Eveline  answered, 
with  the  utmost  simplicity — "And  wherefore  hath  not 
the  noble  Damian  waited  to  join  us  at  the  entertainment 
which  he  hath  directed  ?  " 

"He  prefers  riding  onward,"  said  the  Baron,  "with 
some  light  horsemen  ;  for,  notwithstanding  there  are  now 
no  Welsh  knaves  stirring,  yet  the  marches  are  neyer  free 
from  robbers  and  outlaws  ;  and  though  there  is  nothing 
to  fear  for  a  band  like  ours,  yet  you  should  not  be 
alarmed  even  by  the  approach  of  danger." 

"  I  have  indeed  seen  but  too  much  of  it  lately,"  said 
Eveline ;  and  relapsed  into  the  melancholy  mood  from 
which  t^e  novelty  of  the  scene  had  for  a  moment 
awakened  her. 

Meanwhile,  the  Constable,  removing,  with  the  assist- 
ance of  his  squire,  his  mailed-hood  and  its  steel  crest,  as 
well  as  his  gauntlets,  remained  in  his  flexible  coat  of 
mail,  composed  entirely  of  rii^gs  of  steel  curiously  inter- 
woven, his  hands  bare,  and  his  brows  covered  with  a 
velvet  bonnet  of  a  peculiar  fashion,  appropriated  to  the 
use  of  knights,  and  called  a  mortier,  which  permitted 
him  both  to  converse  and  to  eat  more  easily  than  when 
he  wore  the  full  defensive  armour.  His  discourse  was 
plain,  sensible,  and  manly ;  and^  turning  upon  the  state 
of  the  country,  and  the  precautions  to  be  observed  for 
governing  and  defoiding  so  disorderly  a  frontier,  it  be- 
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came  gradually  interesting  to  Eveline,  one  of  whose 
warmest  wishes  was  to  be  the  protectress  of  her  father's 
vassals.  De  Lacy,  on  his  part,  seemed  much  pleased  ; 
for,  young  as  Eveline  was,  her  questions  showed  intelli- 
gence, and  her  mode  of  answering,  both  apprehension 
and  docility.  In  short,  familiarity  was  so  far  established 
betwixt  them,  that  in  the  next  stage  of  their  joiuney,  the 
Constable  seemed  to  think  his  appropriate  place  was  at 
the  Lady  Eveline's  bridle-rein ;  and  although  she  cer- 
tainly did  not  countenance  his  attendance,  yet  neither 
did  she  seem  willing  to  discourage  it.  Himself  no 
ardent  lover,  although  captivated  by  the  beauty  and  the 
amiable  qualities  of  the  fair  orphan,  De  Lacy  was  satis- 
fied with  being  endured  as  a  companion,  and  made  no 
efforts  to  improve  the  opportunity  which  this  familiarity 
afforded  him,  by  recurring  to  any  of  the  topics  of  the 
preceding  day. 

A  halt  was  made  at  noon  in  a  small  village,  where  the 
same  purveyor  had  made  preparations  for  their  accom- 
modation, and  particularly  for  that  of  the  Lady  Eveline  ; 
but,  something  to  her  surprise,  he  himself  remained  in- 
visiUe.  The  conversation  of  the  Constable  of  Chester 
was,  doubtless,  in  the  highest  degree  instructive  ;  but  at 
Evdine^s  years,  a  maiden  might  be  excused  for  wishing 
some  addition  to  the  society  in  the  person  of  a  younger 
and  less  serious  attendant ;  and  when  she  recollected  the 
r^fularity  with  which  Damian  Lacy  had  hitherto  made 
his  respects  to  her,  she  rather  wondered  at  his  continued 
absence.  But  her  reflection  went  no  deeper  than  the 
passing  thought  of  one  who  was  not  quite  so  much  de- 
lighted with  her  present  company,  as  not  to  believe  it 
capable  of  an  agreeable  addition.  She  was  lending  a 
patient  ear  to  the  account  which  the  Constable  gave  her 
of  the  descent  and  pedigree  of  a  gallant  knight  of  the 
distinguished  family  of  Herbert,  at  whose  castle  he 
proposed  to  repose  during  the  night,  when  one  of  the 
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retinue  announced  a  messenger  from  the  Lady  of  Bal- 
dringham. 

"  My  honoured  father's  aunt,"  said  Eveline,  arising  to 
testify  that  respect  for  age  and  relationship  which  the 
manners  of  the  time  required. 

"  I  knew  not,"  said  the  Constable,  "  that  my  gallant 
friend  had  such  a  relative. " 

"  She  was  my  grandmother's  sister,"  answered  Eveline, 
**  a  noble  Saxon  lady ;  but  she  disliked  the  match  formed 
-with  a  Norman  house,  and  never  saw  her  sister  after  the 
period  of  her  marriage." 

She  broke  off,  as  the  messenger,  who  had  the  appear- 
ance of  a  steward  to  a  person  of  consequence,  entered 
their  presence,  and,  bending  his  knee  reverently,  delivered 
a  letter,  which,  being  examined  by  Father  Aldrovand, 
was  found  to  contain  the  following  invitation,  expressed, 
not  in  French,  then  the  general  language  of  communica- 
tion amongst  the  gentry,  but  in  the  old  Saxon  language, 
modified  as  it  now  was  by  some  intermixture  of 
French  :-^ 

"  If  the  grand-daughter  of  Aelfreid  of  Baldringham 
hath  so  much  of  the  old  Saxon  strain  as  to  desire  to  see 
an  ancient  relation,  who  still  dwells  in  the  house  of  her 
forefathers,  and  hves  after  their  manner,  she  is  thus  in- 
vited to  repose  for  the  night  in  the  dwelling  of  Ermen- 
garde  of  Baldringham." 

"  Your  pleasure  will  be,  doubtless,  to  decline  the  pre- 
sent hospitality?"  said  the  Constable  de  Lacy;  "the 
noble  Herbert  expects  us,  and  has  made  great  prepara- 
tion." 

"Your  presence,  my  lord,"  said  Eveline,  "will  more 
than  console   him  for  my  absence.      It  is  fitting  and 
proper  that  I  should  meet  my  aunt's  advanced  to  recon- 
ciliation, since  she  has  condescended  to  make  them." 
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De  Lacy's  brow  was  slightly  clouded,  for  seldom  had 
he  met  with  anything  approaching  to  contradiction  of 
his  pleasure.  "  I  pray  you  to  reflect,  Lady  Eveline,"  he 
said,  "  that  your  aunt's  house  is  probably  defenceless, 
or  at  least  very  imperfectly  guarded. — ^Would  it  not  be 
your  pleasure  that  I  should  coittinue  my  dutiful  attend- 
ance ? "  ■  ^ 

"  Of  that,  my  lord,  mine  aunt  can,  in  her  own  house, 
be  the  sole  judge  ;  and  methinks,  as  she  has  not  deemed 
it  necessary  to  request  the  honour  of  your  lordship's 
company,  it  were  unbecoming  in  me  to  permit  you  to 
take  the  trouble  of  attendance  ;— you  have  already  had 
but  too  much  on  my  account." 

"  But  for  the  sake  of  your  own  safety,  madam,"  said 
De  Lacy,  unwiUing  to  leave  his  charge. 

"  My  safety,  my  lord,  cannot  be  endangered  in  the 
house  of  so  near  a  relative  ;  whatever  precautions  she 
may  take  on  her  own  behalf,  will  doubtless  be  amply 
suf&cient  for  mine." 

"  I  hope  it  will  be  found  so,"  said  De  Lacy  ;  "  and  I 
will,  at  least  add  to  them  the  security  of  a  patrol  around 
the  castle  during  your  abode  in  it."  He  stopped,  and 
then  proceeded  with  some  hesitation  to  express  his  hope, 
that  Eveline,  now  about  to  visit  a  kinswoman  whose  pre- 
judices against  the  Norman  race  wer6  generally  known, 
would  be  on  her  guard  against  what  she  might  hear 
upon  that  subject. 

Eveline  answered  with  dignity,  that  the  daughter  of 
Raymond  Berenger  was  unlikely  to  listen  to  any  opinions 
which  would  affect  the  dignity  of  that  good  knight's 
nation  and  descent ;  and  with  this  assurance,  the  Con- 
stable, finding  it  impossible  to  obtain  any  which  had 
more  special  reference  to  himself  and  his  suit,  was  com- 
pelled to  remain  satisfied.  He  recollected  also  that  the 
castle  of  Herbert  was  within  two  miles  of  the  habitation 
of  the  Lady  of  Baldringham,  and  that  his  separation 
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from  Eveline  was  but  for  one  night ;  yet  a  sense  of  the 
difference  betwixt  their  years,  and  perhaps  of  his  own 
deficiency  in  those  lighter  qualifications  by  which  the 
female  heart  is  supposed  to  be  most  frequently  won. 
rendered  even  this  temporary  absence  matter  of  anxious 
thought  and  apprehension  ;  so  that  during  their  after- 
noon journey,  he  rode  in  silence  by  Eveline's  side,  ratho: 
meditating  what  might  chance  to-morrow,  than  endea- 
vouring to  avail  himself  of  present  opportunity.  In  this 
imsocial  manner  they  travelled  on  until  the  point  was 
reached  where  they  were  to  separate  for  the  evening. 

This  was  an  elevated  spot,  from  which  they  could  see, 
on  the  right  hand,  the  Castle  of  Amdot  Herbert,  rising 
high  upon  an  eminence,  with  all  its  Gothic  pinnacles  and 
turrets  ;  and  on  the  left,  low-embowered  amongst  oaken 
woods,  the  rude  and  lonely  dwelling  in  which  the  Lady 
of  Baldringham  still  maintained  the  customs  of  the 
Anglo-Saxons,  and  looked  with  contempt  and  hatred  on 
all  innovations  that  had  been  introduced  since  the  battle 
of  Hastings. 

Here  the  Constable  De  Lacy,  having  charged  a  p^  of 
his  men  to  attend  the  Lady  Evehne  to  the  house  of  her 
relation,  and  to  keep  w^tch  around  it  with  the  utmost 
vigilance,  but  at  such  a  distance  as  might  not  give  offence 
or  inconvenience  to  the  family,  kissed  her  hand  and  took 
a  reluctant  leave.  Eveline  proceeded  onwards  by  a  path 
so  little  trodden,  as  to  show  the  solitary  condition  of  the 
mansion  to  which  it  led.  Large  kine,  of  an  uncommon 
and  valuable  breed,  were  feeding  in  the  rich  pastures 
around ;  and  now  and  then  fallow  deer,  which  appeared 
to  have  lost  the  shyness  of  their  nature,  tripped  across 
the  glades  of  the  woodland,  or  stood  and  lay  in  small 
groups  under  some  great  oak.  The  transient  pleasure 
which  such  a  scene  of  rural  quiet  was  calculated  to  afford, 
changed  to  more  serious  feelings,  when  a  sudden  turn 
brought  Iter  at  once  in  front  of  the  mansion-house,  of 
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which  she  had  seen  nothing  since  she  first  beheld  it  from 
the  point  where  she  parted  with  the  Constable,  and 
which  she  had  more  than  one  reason  for  regarding  with 
some  apprehension. 

The  house,  for  it  could  not  be  termed  a  castle,  was 
only  two  storeys  high,  low  and  massively  built,  with 
doors  and  windows  forming  the  heavy  round  arch  which 
is  usually  called  Saxon ; — the  walls  were  mantled  with 
various  creeping  plants,  which  had  crept  along  them  un- 
disturbed— ^grass  grew  up  to  the  very  threshold,  at  which 
hung  a  buffalo's  horn,  suspended  by  a  brass  chain.  A 
massive  door  of  black  oak  closed  a  gate,  which  much 
resembled  the  ancient  entrance  to  a  ruined  sepulchre,  at 
which  not  a  soul  appeared  to  acknowledge  or  greet  their 
arrival. 

"Were  I  you,  my  Lady  Eveline,"  said  the  officious 
dame  Gillian,  "I  would  turn  bridle  yet;  for  this  old 
dungeon  seems  httle  likely  to  afford  food  or  shelter  to 
Christian  folk." 

EveUne  imposed  silence  on  her  indiscreet  attendant, 
though  herself  exchanging  a  look  with  Rose  which  con- 
fessed something  like  timidity,  as  she  commanded  Raoul 
to  blow  the  horn  at  the  gate.  "  I  have  heard,"  she  said, 
"that  my  aunt  loves  the  ancient  customs  so  well,  that 
she  is  loath  to  admit  into  her  halls  any  thing  younger 
than  the  time  of  Edward  the  Confessor." 

Raoul,  in  the  meantime,  cursing  the  rude  instrument 
which  baffled  his  skill  in  sounding  a  regular  call,  and 
gave  voice  only  to  a  tremendous  and  discordant  roar, 
which  seemed  to  shake  the  old  walls,  thick  as  they  were, 
r^)eated  his  siunmons  three  times  before  they  obtained 
admittance.  On  the  third  sounding  the  gate  opened, 
and  a  numerous  retinue  of  servants  of  both  sexes  ap- 
peared in  the  dark  and  narrow  hall,  at  the  upper  end  of 
which  a  great  fire  of  wood  was  sending  its  furnace-blast 
up  an  antique  chimney,  whose  front,  as  extensive  as  that 
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of  a  modem  kitchen,  was  carved  over  with  ornaments  of 
massive  stone,  and  garnished  on  the  top  with  a  long 
range  of  niches,  from  each  of  which  frowned  the  image 
of  some  Saxon  Saint,  whose  barbarous  name  was  scarce 
to  be  found  in  the  Romish  calendar. 

The  same  officer  who  had  brought  the  invitation  from 
his  lady  to  Eveline,  now  stepped  forward,  as  she  sup- 
posed, to  assist  her  from  her  palfrey ;  but  it  was  in 
reality  to  lead  it  by  the  bridle-rein  into  the  paved  hall 
itself,  and  up  to  a  raisfed  platform,  or  dais,  at  the  upper 
end  of  whidi  she  was  at  length  permitted  to  disnK>unt. 
Two  matrons  of  advanced  years,  and  four  young  women 
of  gentle  birth,  educated  by  the  bounty  of  Ermengarde, 
attended  with  reverence  the  arrival  of  her  kinswoman. 
Eveline  would  have  inquired  of  them  for  her  grand-aunt, 
but  the  matrons  with  much  respect  laid  their  fingers  on 
their  mouths,  as  if  to  enjoin  her  silence ;  a  gesture  which, 
united  to  the  singularity  of  her  reception  in  other  respects, 
still  further  excited  her  curiosity  to  see  her  veneraUe 
relative. 

It  was  soon  gratified ;  for,  through  a  pair  of  fdding- 
doors,  which  opened  not  far  from  the  platform  on  which 
she  stood,  she  was  ushered  into  a  large  low  apartment 
hung  with  arras ;  at  the  upper  end  of  which,  under  a 
spedes  of  canopy,  was  seated  the  ancient  Lady  of  BaM- 
ringham.  Fourscore  years  had  not  quenched  the  bright- 
ness of  her  eyes,  or  bent  an  inch  of  her  stately  height ; 
her  grey  hair  was  still  so  profuse  as  to  form  a  tier,  com- 
bined as  it  was  with  a  chaplet  of  ivy  leaves ;  her  long 
dark-coloured  gown  fell  in  ample  folds,  and  the  broidered 
girdle,  which  gathered  it  aroimd  her,  was  fastened  by  a 
buckle  of  gold,  studded  with  precious  stones,  which  were 
worth  an  Earl's  ransom ;  her  featives,  which  had  once 
been  beautiful,  or  rather  majestic,  bore  still,  thot^ 
faded  and  wrinkled,  an  air  of  melancholy  and  stem 
grandeur,  that  assorted  wdl  with  her  garb  and  deport- 
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meat  She  had  a  staff  of  ebony  in  her  hand ;  at  her  feet 
rested  a  large  aged  wt)lf-dog,  who  pricked  his  ears  and 
Imstled  up  his  neck,  as  the  step  of  a  stranger,  a  sound 
so  seldom  heard  in  those  halls,  approached  the  chair  in 
M^iich  his  aged  mistress  sat  motionless. 

"Peace,  Thryme,"  said  the  venerable  dame;  "and 
thou,  daughter  of  the  house  of  Baldringham,  approach, 
and  fear  not  their  ancient  servant." 

The  hound  sunk  down  to  his  couchant  posture  when 
she  spoke,  and,  excepting  the  red  glare  of  his  eyes, 
might  have  seemed  a  hieroglyphical  emblem,  lying  at  the 
feet  of  some  ancient  priestess  of  Woden  or  Freya ;  so 
strongly  did  the  appearance  <rf  Ermengarde,  with  her 
rod  and  her  chaplet,  correspond  with  the  ideas  of  the 
days  of  Paganism.  Yet  he  who  had  thus  deemed  of 
her  would  have  done  therein  much  injustice  to  a  vener- 
able Christian  matron,  who  had  given  many  a  hide  of 
land  to  holy  church,  in  honour  of  God  and  Saini 
Dunstan. 

Ermengarde's  reception  of  Eveline  was  of  the  same 
antiquated  and  formal  cast  with  her  mansion  and  her 
exterior.  She  did  not  at  first  arise  from  her  seat  when 
the  noble  maiden  approadied  her,  nor  did  she  even  admit 
her  to  the  salute  which  she  advanced  to  offer ;  but  laying 
her  hand  on  Eveline's  arm,  stopped  her  as  she  advanced^ 
and  perused  her  countenance  with  an  earnest  and  un- 
speLiing  eye  of  minute  observation. 

"  Berwiqe,"  she  said  to  the  most  favoured  of  the  two 
attendants,  "otir  niece  hath  the  skin  and  eyes  of  the 
Saxon  hue ;  but  the  hue  of  her  eyebrows  and  hair  is  from 
the  foreigner  and  alien. — Thou  art,  nevertheless,  wel- 
come to  my  house,  maiden,"  she  added,  addressing 
Eveline,  "  especially  if  thou  canst  bear  to  hear  that  thou 
art  not  absolutely  a  periect  creature,  as  doubtless  these 
flatterers  around  thee  have  taught  thee  to  believe." 

So  saying,  she  at  length  arose,  and  saluted  her  niece 
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wiih  a  kiss  oft  the  forehead.  She  released  her  not,  how- 
ever, from  her  grasp,  but  proceeded  to  give  the  attention 
to  her  garments  which  she  had  iiitherto  bestowed  upon 
iier  features. 

"Saint  Dunstan  keep  us  from  vanity!"  she  said; 
"and  so  this  is  the  new  guise — and  modest  maidens 
wear  such  tunics  as  these,  showing  the  shape  of  their 
persons  as  plain  as  if  (Saint  Mary  defend  us !)  they  were 
altogether  without  garments  ?  And  see,  Berwine,  these 
gauds  on  the  neck,  and  that  neck  itself  uncovered  as  low 
as  the  shoulder— these  be  the  guises  which  strangers 
have  brought  into  merry  England  !  and  this  pouch,  like 
a  player's  placket,  hath  but  little  to  do  with  housewifery, 
I  wot ;  and  that  dagger,  too,  like  a  glee-man's  wife,  that 
rides  a  mumming  in  masculine  apparel — dost  thou  ever 
go  to  the  wars,  maiden,  that  thou  wearest  steel  at  thy 
girdle?" 

Eveline,  equally  surprised  and  disobliged  by  the  de- 
preciating catalogue  of  her  apparel,  replied  to  the  last 
question  with  some  spirit, — "The  mode  may  have  al- 
tered, madam ;  but  I  only  wear  such  garments  as  are 
now  worn  by  those  of  my  age  and  condition.  For  the 
poniard,  may  it  please  you,  it  is  not  many  days  since 
I  regarded  it  as  the  last  resource  betwixt  me  and  dis- 
honour." 

"The  maiden  speaks  well  and  boldly,  Berwine,"  said 
Dame  Ermengarde;  "and,  in  truth,  jjass  we  but  over 
some  of  these  vain  fripperies,  is  attired  in  a  comely 
fashion.  Thy  father,  I  hear,  fell  knight-like  in  the  field 
of  battle." 

"  He  did  so,"  answered  Eveline,  her  eyes  filling  with 
tears  at  the  recollection  of  her  recent  loss. 

"I  never  saw  him,"  continued  Dame  Ermengarde; 

"  he  carried  the  old  Norman  scorn  towards  the  Saxon 

stock,  whom  they  wed  but  for  what  they  can  make  by 

them,  as  the  bramble  c'ings  to  the  elm ;— nay,  never 
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seek  to  vindicate  him,"  she  continued,  observing  that 
Eveline  was  about  to  speak ;  "  I  have  known  the  Norman 
spirit  for  many  a  year  ere  thou  wert  born." 

At  this  moment  the  steward  appeared  in  the  chamber, 
and,  after  a  long  genufiection,  asked  his  lady's  pleasure 
concerning  the  guard  of  Norman  soldiers  who  remained 
without  the  mansion. 

' '  Norman  soldiers  so  near  the  house  of  Baldringham ! " 
said  the  old  lady,  fiercely ;  "  who  brings  them  hither, 
and  for  what  purpose  ?  " 

"  They  came,  as  I  think,"  said  the  sewer,  "  to  wait  on 
and  guard  this  gracious  young  lady." 

**  What,  my  daughter,"  said  Ermengarde,  in  a  tone 
of  melancholy  reproach,  "  darest  thou  not  trust  thyself 
unguarded  for  one  night  in  the  castle  of  thy  fore- 
fathers?" 

"God  forbid  else!"  said  Eveline.  "But  these  men 
ar^  not  mine,  nor  under  my  authority.  They  are  part 
of  the  train  of  the  Constable  De  Lacy,  who  left  them  to 
watch  around  the  castle,  thinking  there  might  be  danger 
from  robbers." 

"Robbers,"  said  Ermengarde,  "have  never  harmed 
the  house  of  ^Idringham,  since  a  Norman  robber  stole 
from  it  its  best  treasure  in  the  person  of  thy  grand- 
mother— And  so,  poor  bird,  thou  art  already  captive — 
unhappy  flutterer!  But  it  is  thy  lot,  and  wherefore 
should  I  wonder  or  repine  ?  When  was  there  fair  maiden 
with  a  wealthy  dower,  but  she  was  ere  maturity  destined 
to  be  the  slave  of  some  of  those  petty  kings,  who  allow 
us  to  call  nothing  ours  thai  their  passions  can  covet? 
Well — I  cannot  aid  thee — I  am  but  a  poor  and  neglected 
woman,  feeble  both  from  sex  and  age. — And  to  which 
of  these  De  Lacys  art  thou  the  destined  household 
drudge  ?  " 

A  question  so  asked,  and  by  one  whose  prejudices,  were 
of  such  a  determined  character,  was  not  likely  to  draw 
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from  Eveline  any  confession  of  the  real  circumstances  in 
which  she  was  placed,  since  it  was  too  plain  her  Saxon 
relation  could  have  afforded  her  neither  sound  counsel 
nor  useful  assistance.  She  replied  therefore  briefly,  that 
as  the  Lacys,  and  the  Normans  in  general,  were  unwel- 
come to  her  kinswoman,  she  would  entreat  of  the  com- 
mander of  the  patrol  to  withdraw  it  from  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Baldringham. 

"  Not  so,  my  niece,"  said  the  old  lady  ;  "as  we  can- 
not escape  the  Norman  neighbourhood,  or  get  b^ond 
the  sound  of  their  curfew,  it  signifies  not  wheUier  they 
be  near  our  walls  or  more  far  off,  so  that  they  enter  them 
not.  And,  Berwine,  bid  Himdwolf  drench  the  Normans 
with  liquor,  and  gorge  them  with  food — ^the  food  of  the 
best,  and  liquor  of  the  strongest.  Let  them  not  say  the 
old  Saxon  hag  is  churlish  of  her  hospitality.  Broach  a 
piece  of  wine,  for  I  warrant  their  gentle  stomachs  brook 
no  ale." 

Berwine,  her  huge  bimch  of  keys  jangling  at  her 
girdle,  withdrew  to  give  the  necessary  directions,  and 
presently  returned.  Meanwhile  Ermengarde  proceeded 
to  question  her  niece  more  closely.  "Is  it  that  thou 
wilt  not,  or  canst  not,  tell  me  to  which  of  ^e  De  Lacys 
thou  ar^  to  be  bondswoman? — to  the  overweening 
Constable,  who,  sheathed  in  impenetrable  armour,  and 
mounted  on  a  swift  and  strong  horse  as  invulnerable  as 
himself,  takes  pride  that  he  rides  down  and  stabs  at  his 
ease,  and  with  perfect  sefety,  the  naked  Welshmen  ? — or 
is  it  to  his  nephew,  the  beardless  Damism  ?— or  must  thy 
possessions  go  to  mend  a  breach  in  the  fortunes  of  that 
other  cousin,  Randal  Lacy,  the  decayed  reveller,  who, 
they  say,  can  no  longer  ruffle  it  among  the  debauched 
crusaders  for  want  of  means  ?  " 

"My honoured  aimt,"  replied  Eveline,  naturally  dis- 
pleased with  this  discourse,  "  to  none  of  the  Lacys,  and 
I  trust  to  none  other,  Saxon  or  Nonnan,  will  your  kins- 
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^voman  become  a  household  drw^e.  There  was,  before 
the  death  of  my  honoured  feuber,  some  treaty  betwixt 
him  and  the  Constable,  on  which  accoimt  I  cannot  at 
present  decline  his  attendance ;  but  what  may  be  the 
issue  of  it,  fate  must  determine." 

*•  But  I  can  show  thee,  niede,  how  the  balance  of  fete 
inclines,"  said  Ermengarde,  in  a  low  and  mysterious 
vcHoe.  *'  Those  xmited  With  us  by  blood  have,  in  some 
sort,  the  privilege  of  looking  fcnrward  beyond  the 
points  of  present  time,  and  seeing  in  their  very  bud  the 
thorns  or  flowers  which  are  one  day  to  encircle  their 
head." 

♦'  For  my  own  sake,  noble  kinswoman,"  answered  Eve- 
line, "  I  would  decline  such  foreknowledge,  even  were  it 
possible  to  acquire  it  without  transgressing  the  rules  of 
the  Church.  Cotild  I  have  foreseen  what  has  befallen  me 
within  these  last  unhappy  days,  I  had  lost  the  enjoy- 
ment  of  every  happy  moment  before  that  time." 

*'  Nevertheless,  daughter;"  said  the  Lady  of  Baldring- 
ham,  "tiiou,  Eke  others  of  thy  race,  must  within  this 
house  conform  to  the  rule,  of.  passing  one  night  within 
the  chamber  of  the  Red-Pitager. — Berwine,  see  that  it  be 
prepared  for  my  niece's  reception. " 

1*  I — I — have  heafd.  speak  of  that  chamber,  gracious 
aunt,"  said  Eveline,  thnidly,  "and  if  it  may  consist  with 
3«>ur  good  pleasure^  I  would  nbt  now  choose  to  pass  the 
night  there.  My  health '  has*  suffered  by  my  late  perils 
and  fatigues,  and  with  your  good-will  I  will  dday  to 
another  time  the  usage,  whidh  I  have  beard  is  peculiar  to 
the  daughters  of  thehouse  of  Baldringham. " 

"And  which,  notwithstanding,  you  would  willingly 
avoid,"  said  the  old  Saxon  lady,  bending  her  brows 
angrily.  "  Has  not  such  disobedience  cost  your  house 
enough  already  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  honoured  and  gracious  lady,"  said  Berwine, 

unable  to  forbear  interference,  though  well  knowing  the 
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obstinaey'of  her  patroness,  "that  chamber  is  in  disre- 
pair, and  cannot  easily  on  a  sudden  be  made  fit  for  the 
Lady  Eveline  ;  and  the  noble  damsel  looks  so  pale,  and 
hath  lately  suffered  so  much.  that,  might  I  have  die  per- 
mission to  advise,  this  were  better  ddayed." 

''Thou  art  a  fool.  Berwine,"  said  Ac  old  lady, 
sternly  ;  "thinkest  thou  I  will  bring  anger  and  misfor- 
tune on  my  house,  by  suffering  this  girl  to  leave  it  wkfa- 
out  rendering  the  usual  homage  to  the  Red-Finger  ?  Go 
toilet  the  room  be  made  ready— small  pi«paraiioa  may 
serve,  if  she  cherish  not  the  Norman  nicety  about  bed  and 
lodging.  Do  not  reply  ;  but  do  as  I  command  thee. — 
And  you,  Eveline — are  you  so  far  degenemted  from  the 
brave-  spfait  of  your  ancestry,  that  you  dare  not  pass  a 
few  hours  in  an  ancient  apartment?  " 

"You  are  my  hostess,  gracious  madam,"  said  Eveline. 
"  and  roust  assign  my  apartment  where  you  judge  proper 
— my  courage  is.  such  as  innocence  and  some  pride  of 
blood  and  birth  have  given  aae.  It  has  been,  of  late, 
severely  tried  ;  but,  since  such  is  your  pleasure,  and  the 
custom  of  your  house,  my  heart  is  yet  strong  enough  to 
encounter  what  you  propose  to  subject  me  ta  " 

She  paused  here  in  di^)ieasure ;  foir  she  resented,  in 
some  measure,  her  aunt's  cobduct,  aa  unkind  and  inhos- 
pitable. And  yet  when  she  reflected  upon  the  foundation 
of  the  legend  of  the  diamber  to  whk:h  she  was  consigned, 
she  could  not  but  regard  the  Lady  of  Baldringham  as 
havmg  considerable  reason  for  her  conduct,  aeodrding^ 
to  the  traditions  of  the  feinily,  and  the  belief  of  the  times, 
in  which  Eveline  herself  was  devout. 
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CHAP.    XIV, 


SemififHeit  meihinkSt  I  hear  the  gromtu  efghosUt 
Ttun  hollow  ^mndt  and  Umeniabb  screamt ; 
Then,  like  a  dying  echojroflt  ^(Ur, 
My  mother* s  voice,  that  cries,  "  Wed  not,  Almeydor^ 
Forewarn' d,  Abneyda,  marriage  is  thy  crime." 

Don  Sebastian. 

H£  evening  at  Baldnn^iiam  would  have  seemed 
I  of.  portentous  and  unendurable  length,  had  it 
I  not  been  that  apprehended  danger  makes  time 
pass  quickly  betwixt  us  and  the  dreaded  hour,  and  that  if 
Eveline  felt  little  interested  or  anuised  by  the  oonversa- 
tk>n  of  her  aunt  and  Borwine,  which  turned  upon  this 
long  deduction  of  their  ancestors  from  the  warlike  Horsa, 
fmd  the  feats  oi  Saxon  champions,  and  the  miracles  of 
Saxon  monks,  she  was  still  better  pleased  to  listen  to 
these  l^ends,  than  to  anticipate  h«:  retreat  to  the  des- 
tined and  dreaded  apartment  where  she  was  to  pass  the 
night«  There  lacked  not,  howev^,  such  amusement  as 
the  House  of  Baldringham  could  a£ford,  to  pass  away  the 
evening..  Blessed  by  a  grave  old  Saxon  monk,  the 
chaplain  of  the  house,  a  sumptuous  entataiament,  which 
alight  have  sufficed  twenty  hungry  men^  was  served  up 
before  Ermei^^arde  and  her  niece,  whose  sole  assistants, 
besides  the  reverend  man,  were  Berwine  and  Rose  Flam- 
mock.  Eveline  was  the  less  inclined  to  do  justice  to 
this  excess  of  hospitality,  that  the  dishes  were  all  of  the 
gross  and  substantial  nature  which  the  Saxons  admired, 
but  which  contrasted  diaadvantageously  with  the  refined 
and  delicate  cookery  of  the  Normans,  as  did  the  moderate 
cup  of  light  and  high-flavoured  Gascon  wine,  tempered 
irith  more  than  half  its  quantity  of  the  purest  water,  with 
the  mighty  ale,  the  high-spiced  pigment  and  hippocras, 
and  the  other  potent  liquorsr  which,  one  after  another 
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were  in  vain  proffered  for  her  acceptance  by  the  steward 
Hundwolf,  in  honour  of  the  hospitality  of  Baldringham. 

Neither  were  the  stated  anmsements  of  the  evening 
more  congenial  to  Eveline's  tastes,  than  the  profusion  of 
her  aunt's  sohd  refection.  When  the  boiards  and  tresses, 
on  which  the  viands  had  been  served,  were  withdrawn 
from"  the  apartment,  the  menials;  under  direction  of  the 
steward,  proceeded  to  Hght  several  long  waren  torches, 
one  of  which  was  graduated  for  the  purpose  of  marking 
the  passing  time,  and  dividing  it  into  portions;  These 
were  announced  by  means  of  bra«en  balls,  suspended  by 
threads  from  the  torch,  the  spaces  betwixt  them  being 
calculated  to  occu;^  a  certain  time  in  burning  ;  so  that, 
when  the  flame  reached  the  thread,  and  the  balls  fell, 
each  in  succession,  into  a  brazei^  basin  placed  for  its 
reception,  the  office  of  a  modem  clock  was  in  some 
degree  discharged.  By  this  light  the  party  was  arranged 
for  the  evening. 

•  The  kncient  Efmengarde's  lofty  and  ample  diair  was 
removed,  according  to  ancient  custom,  from  the  middte 
of  the  apartment  to  the  warmest  side  of  a  large  grate, 
filled  with  charcoal,  and  her  guest  was  placed  on  her 
right,  as  the  seat  of  honour.  Berwine  then  arranged  in 
due  order  the  females  of  the  household,  and,  having  seen 
that  each  was  engaged  with  her  own  propertask,  sat  her- 
self down  to  ply  the  spindle  and  distaff.  The  men,  in  a 
more  remote  circle,  betook  themselves  to  the  repairing 
of  their  implements  of  husbandry,  or  new  furbishing 
weapons  of  the  chase,  tinder  the  direction  of  the  steward 
Hundwolf.  For  the  amusement  of  the  family  ttma  as^ 
sembled,  an  old  glee-man  sung  to  a  harp,  which  had  bat 
four  strings,  a  long  and  apparently  interminable  legend, 
upon  some  religious  subject,  which  was  rendered  almost 
unintelligible  to  Eveline;  by  the  extreme  and  complicated 
affectation  of  the  poet,  who,  in  order  to  indulge  in  tbfc 
alliteration  which  was  accounted  one  great  ornament  «f 
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Saxon  po6try,  had  sacrificed  sense  to  smind,  dndused 
words  in  the  most,  forced  and  remote  senfee,  provided 
they  tcnild  be  compelled  into  his  service.  There  wias  also 
all  the  obscurity  arising  from  elisiosi,  and  from  the  most 
octravagant  and  hyperbolical  epithets. 

Eveline,  though  well  acquainted  ^th  the  Saxon  lan^ 
guage,  soon  left  off  listening  to  the  singer,  to  reflect»for 
a  .moment  on  the  gay  fabliaux  and  imaginative  lais 
of  the  Norman  minstrels,  and  then  to  anticipate,  with 
aaxiolis  apprehension,  what  nature  of  visitation  she  might 
be  exposed  to  in  the  mysterious  chamber  in  which  she  was 
doomed  to  pass  the  night. 

The  hour  of  parting  at  length  approached.  At  half- 
ad^hoiir  before  midnight,  a  period  ascertained  by  the 
oonsmnption  of  the  huge  waxmi  torch,  the  ball  which 
was  seciured  to  it  fell  clanging  intd  the  brasen  basin 
I^ced  beneath,  and  announced  to  all  the  hour  of  rest. 
The  old  glee-man  paused  in  his  song,  instantaneously, 
tod  in  tine  middle  of  a  stanza,  and  the  household  were 
all  on  foot  at  the  signal,  some  retiring  to  their  own 
apartments,  others  lightmg.torches  or  bearing  lamps  to 
conduct  the  visitors  to  thdr  places  of  repose.  Among 
these  last  wats  a  bevy  of  bower-women,  to  whom  the 
duty  was  assigned  of  conveying  the  Lady  Eveline  to  her 
chamber  for  thie  night.  Her  aimt  took  a  solemn  leave  of 
her,  crossed  iher  forehead,  kissed  it,  and  whispered  in  her 
ear,  "  Be  coiu^geous,  and  be  fortunate." 

"  May. not  my  bower-maideh.  Rose  Flammock,  oir  my 
tire*>woman.  Dame  Gillian,  Raoul's  wife,  remain  ii^  the 
apartment  with  me  for  the  night  ?  "  said  Evelin^. 

• '  Flaiiimodc — Raoul  !'*  repeated  Ermengarde,  angrily; 
"is  thy  household  thus  made  up?  The  Flemings  are 
tiie  cold  ■  palsy  to  Britain,  the  Normans  the  burning 
ifever*" 

"' Anfd  /die  poor  Welsh  will  add,"  said  Rose,  whose 
resentment  began  to  surpass  her  awe  for  the  ancie^ 
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Saxon  dame,  "that  the  Anglo-Saxons  were  die  oiigind 
disease,  and  resemble  a  wasting  pestilence." 

*•  Thou  art  too  bold,  sweetheart,"  said  the  Lady  Er» 
mengarde,  looking  at  the  Flemish  maiden  from  under 
her  dark  brows  ;  "and  yet  ttiere  is  wit  in  thy  words. 
Saxon,  Dane,  and  Norman,  have  rolled  like  successive 
billows  over  the  land,  each  having  strength  to  subdue 
what  they  lacked!  wisdom  to  keep.  When  Shall  it  be 
otherveise?" 

'*  When  Saxon,  and  Briton^  and  Noraaan,  and  FIei»* 
ing,"  answered  Rose,  boldly,  "  shall  learn  to  call  them- 
selves by  one  name,  and  think  themselves  alike  ddldren 
of  the  land  they  were  bora  in*" 

*'  Ha  I "  exdaimed  the  Lady  of  Baldringham,  m  the 
tone  of  one  half-surprised,  half-ideas^.  Then  turning 
to  her  relation,  she  said,  "  There  are  words  and  wit 
in  this  maiden ;  see  that  she  use  but  do  not  abuse 
them." 

'*  She  is  as  kind  and  faithful  as  she  is  ^prompt  and 
ready-witted,"  said  Eveline.  "  I  pray  you,  deax«st  aunt, 
let  me  use  her  company  for  this  mgfat." 

"  It  may  not  be — it  werp  dangerous  to  botli.  Alone 
you  must  learn  your  destiny,  as  have  all  the  females  of 
our  race,  excepting  your  grandmother,  and  what  have 
been  the  consequences  of  her  neglecting  the  rules  of  our 
house?  Lol  her  descendant  stands  before  me  an  orphaii 
in  the  very  bloom  of  jrouth." 

"  I  will  go  then,"  said  Evbline,  with  a  sigh  of  redgna- 
tion ;  "and  it  shall  never  be  said  I  incurred  fixture  woe, 
to  shun  present  terror.*' 

*'  Your  attendants,"  said  the  Lady  Ermengarde,  "may 
occupy  the  anteroom,  and  be  almost  within  your  calL 
Berwine  wiU  show  you  the  apartment— I  oeimot ;  for  vn^ 
thou  knowest,  who  have  once  entered  it,  retum  not 
thither  again.  f^Eirewdi,  my  diHd,  and  may  Heaven 
bless  thee  1 " 
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^^ith  mors  ef  hutnan  «raotion  and  sympathy  than  she 
Imd  yet  sh<»wn,  the  I^ady  ^igam  sahrted  Eveline,  and 
signed  to  her  to  follow  Berwine,  who,  Attended  by  two 
daAiBcls  bearing  torches,  waited  to  conduct  her  to  the 
dreaded  apartment 

Their  torches  glared  along  the  rtfdely-tmilt  walls  and 
darK  arched  toots  of  one  or  two  long  winding  passages  ; 
these  by  their  light  enabled  them  to  descend  the  steps  of 
a  winding  stair,  whosi6  ineqtiaQJty  and  ruggedness  showed 
its  antiquity ;  knd  finaHy  led  into  a  tolerably  large  cham- 
ber on  the  lower  storey  of  the  edifice,  to  which  some  old 
hangings,  a  lively  fire  on  the  hearth,  the  moonbeams 
stealing  through  a  latticed  window,  and  the  boughs  of  a 
myitle  jdant  >wiiioh  gi»ew  around  the  casement,  gave  no 
tmeomfdrtable  appearance. 

♦'This/'  said  Berwine,  "is  the  resting-place  of  your 
attendants,''  and  she  pointed  to  the  con^s  which  had 
been  prepared  for  Rose  and  Dame  Gillian  ;  "we,"  she 
added,  "  proceed  ftuther." 

She  lh«i  to<rft  a  torch  from  the  attendant  maidens, 
both  of  whom  seemed  to  shrink  back  with  feftr,  which 
was  recidily  caught  by  Dame  Qllhan,  although  she  was 
not  prob^bily  aware  of  th^  damt.  But  Rose  Flammock, 
unbidden,  followed  her  mistress  without  hesitation,  as 
Berwin^^  conducted  her  through  a  small  wicket  at  the 
tipper  end  of  the  apartmei;iti  clenched  with  many  an  iron 
naU,  into  a  second  but  smaller  anteroom  or  wardrobe,  at 
the  end  of  which  was  a  similar  door.  This  wardrobe 
had  also  its  casement  mantled  with  etergreens,  smd, 
like  the  former/ it  was  faindy  enMghtened  by  the  moon- 
beam. 

Berwine  paused  here,  and,  pointing  to  Rose»  demanded 
of  Eveline,  "  Why  does  jA^  follow  ?  " 

"  To  share  my  mistress's  danger,  be  it  What  it  niay,' 
answered  Rose,  with  her  characteristic  readiness  of  speech 
and  resolution.     *  *  ^peak, "  she  said, ' '  my  dearest  lady, ' ' 
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gmsping  Eveline's  band  while  ahe  addresaed  hor  ;'  "  ytyn 
will  not  drive  your  Rose  from  you  ?  If  I  am  le3S  high- 
minded  than  one  of  your  boasted  race,,!  am  bold  and 
quick-witted  in  all  honest  service.-i-You  tremble  like  the 
aspen  !  Do  not  go  into  this  apartment — do.  not  be  guUed 
by  aU  this  poimp  and  mystery  of  terrible  prepacatipn ; 
bid  defiance  to  this  antiquated^  and,  I  think,  hal&pagan> 
superstition."  -     :  /         , 

"The  Lady  Eveline  must, go,  minion/ 'replied  Ber- 
wine,  sternly ;  ''and,  she, must  go  ^thout  any  malai>^:t 
adviser  or  companion/' 

"  Must  go — tJtust  go  I"  repeated  Rose. .  "  Is  this  lan- 
guage to  a  free  and  noble  maiden?— ^weet  lady,  givenoe 
once  but  the  least  hint  that  you  wish  it^.  and  their  '  fmis^ 
go '  shall  be  put  to  the  trial.  I  wiJU  call  frc!m  the  case- 
ment on  the.  Noiman  cavaliers,  ai^  tell  :tliem  we.  have 
fallen  into  a  den  of  witches,  instead  of  a  bouse  of  hospi- 
tality." ... 

"  Silence,  madwoman,"  said  Berwine,  h&c  voice  quiver- 
ing with  anger  and  fear ;  "you  know  not  who  dwdls  in 
the  next  chamber.'^ 

"  I  will  call  those  who  will  aoon  see  to  that,"  said 
Rose,  flying  to  the  casement,  when  Eveline,  sizing  her 
arm  in  her  turn,  compelled  hec  to  stop. 

^'  I  thank  thy  kindness,  Rose/'  she  said,  "  but  it  cannot 
help  me  in  this.matt^.  She  who  enters  yonder  door 
must  do  so  alone/' 

"  Then  X  will  enter  it  in  your  stead«  my  dearest  lady," 
said  Hose.  "  You  are  paJe— you  are  cold— you  will  die 
of  terror  if  you  go  on.  There  may  be  as  much  pf  tridk 
as  of  supematmal  agency  in  this  matter — me  they  shall 
not.  deceive— or  if  some  stem,  spirit .  craves  a  victimi — 
better  Rose  than  her  lady."  •         ,. 

"  Forbear,  forbear,"  said  Eveline,  rousing  up  her  own 
spirits ;  "you  make  me  ashamed  of  myself.     This  is  an 
andent  ordeal,  which  i^ards  the  females  descended  from 
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the  house  of  Baldiingham,  as  far  as  in  the  third  degtee, 
aadthem^  only.  I  did  not  indeed  expect,  in  my  jMresent 
circnunstanees,  to  have  been  called  upon  to  undergo  it ; 
hut,  since  the  hour  summons  me,  I  will  meet  it  as  freely 
as  any  of  my  ancestors.  " 

So  saying,  she  took  the  torch  from  the  hand  of  Ber^ 
wine,  and  wishing  good-night  to  her  and  Rose,  gently 
disengaged  herself  from  ^be  hold  of  the  latter,  and  ad- 
vanced into  the  mysterious  ehamber.  Rose  prised  after 
her  so  £ar  as  to  see  that  it  was  an  ai>artment  of  moderate 
dimensions,  resemblii^  that  through  which  they  had 
last  passed,  and  lighted  t^  the  moonbeams  which  came 
through  a  window  lying  on  the  same  range  with  those  of 
the  anterooms.  More,  she  could  not  see,  for  Eveline 
turned  on  the  threshold,  and  kissing  her  at  the  same 
time,  thru9t  her  gen%  back  into  the  smaller  apartmjent 
which  she  had  just  left,  shut  the  door  of  communication, 
and  barred  and  bolted  iU  as  if  in  security  against  her 
weU-meant  intnisioni 

Berwine  now  exhorted  Rose,  as  she  vdlued  her  life,  to 
retire  into  the  first  anteroom,  where  the  beds  were  pre^ 
pared,  and  betake  herself,  if  not  tOirest,  at  least  to  silence 
and  devotion ;  but  the  faithful  Flem»h  girl  stoutly  refused 
her  entreaties,  and  resisted  her  commands. 

**  Talk  not  to  me  of  danger,"  she  said  ;  "  here  I  remain 
that  I  may  be  at  least  within  hearing  of  my  mistress's 
danger,  and  woe  betide  those  who  shall  offer  her  injury  ! 
— Take  notice,  that  twenty  Norman  spfears  surround  this 
inhospitable  dwelling,  prompt  to  avenge  whatsoever 
injury  shall  be  offered  to  the  daughter  of  Raymond 
Berenger." 

"  Reserve  your  threats  for  those  who  are  mortal,"  said 
Berwine,  in  a  low  but  pierdng  whisper ;  "the  owner  of 
yonder  chamber  fears  them  not.  Farewell — thy  danger 
be  on  thine  own  head  I  '* 

She  departed,  leavii^;  Rose  strangdy  agitated  by  what 
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had  passed,  and  somewhat  appalled  at  her  last  word^ 
'•These  Saxons,"  said  the  maiden  within  herself ,  **are 
but  half  converted  after  all,  and  hold  many  of  their  old 
hellish  rites  in  the  worship  of  elementary  spirits.  Their 
very  saints  are  unlike  to  the  saints  of  any  Chr»ti2Ui 
country,  and  have,  as  it  were,  alodkof  somethings  savs^ 
and  fiendish — their  very  names  sound  pagan  and  dia- 
bolical. It  is  fearful  being  alone  here— and  all  is  silent 
as  death  in  the  apartment  into  which  my  lady  has  been 
thus  strangely  compelled.  Shall  I  call  up  Gillian  ?^--bat 
no-^she  has  neither  sense,  nof  cotffage,  nor  principSe,  to 
aid  me  on  such  an  occasion — ^better  alone  than  have  a 
false  friend  for  company.  1  will  see  if  the  Normaivs  are 
on  their  post,  since  it  is  to  tbem  I  must  trust,  if  a  moment 
of  need  should  arrive." 

Thus  reflecting,  Rose  Flammock  went  to  <hQ  window 
of  the  little  apartment,  in  6rder  tO'  satisfy  herself  of  the 
vigilance  of  the  sentinels,  and  to  ascertain  the  exact 
situation  of  the  corps  de  garde.  The  rMtyn  was  at  the 
full;  and  enabled  her  to  s6e  with  accuracy  the  nattire  of 
the  ground  without.  In  the  first  place,  ^le  was  rather 
disappointed  to  find,  that  instead  of  being  so  near  the 
earth  as  she  supposed,  the  range  of  windows  which  gave 
light  as  well  to  the  two  anterooms  as  to  the  mysterious 
chamber  itself,  looked  down  lipoii  an  ancient  moat,'  by 
which  they  were  divided  fr6ta  the  level  ground  on  the 
farther  side.  The  defence  which  this  fosse  afforded 
seemed  to  have  been  long  neglected,  and  the  bottom, 
entirely  dry,  was  ch<Aed  in  many  places  with  bushes 
and  low  trees,  which  rose  up  against  the  wall  of  the 
castle,  and  by  means  of  which  it  seemed  to  Rose  the 
windows  might  be  easily  scaled,  and  the  mansion 
entered.  From  the  level  plain  beyond,  the  spaice  ad- 
joining to  the  castle  was  in  a  considerable  degree  dear, 
and  the  moonbeams  slumbered  on  its  close  and  beauti- 
All  turf,  mixed  with  long  shadows  of  the  towers  and 
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trees.  Beyond  this  esplanade  lay  the  forest  ground, 
with  a  few  gigantic  oaks  scattered  individually  along 
the  skirt  of  its  dark  and  ample  domain,  like  champions, 
who  take  their  ground  of  defiance  in  front  of  a  line  of 
arrayed  battle. 

The  calm  beauty  and  repose  of  a  scene  so  lovely,  the 
stiDness  of  all  arpund,  and  the  more  matured  reflections 
which  the  whole  sugge^ed,  quieted,  in  some  measure, 
the  apprehensions  which  the  events  of  the  evening  had 
inspired.  *•  After  all,*'  she  reflected,  •'  why  should  I  be 
so  anadous  on  account  of  the  Lady  Eveline  ?  There  is 
among  the  proud  Normans  and  the  dogged  Saxons 
scarce  a  single  family  of  note,  but  must  needs  be  held 
ttistiiiguished  fh)m  others  by  some  superstitious  ol> 
servauce  peeuliar  to  their  race,  as  if  they  thought  it 
scorn  to  go  to  Hcarven  like  a  poor  simple  Fleming,  such 
as  I  am. — Could  I  but  see  the  Noramn  sentinel,  I  would 
hold  myself  satisfied  with  my  mistress's  security. — ^Aad 
yonder  one  stalks  along  the  g^lobln,  wrapped  in  his  long 
white  mantle,  and  the  moon  tipping  the  point  of  hn 
lance  with  silver. — ^What  ho,  Sir  Cavalier !  " 

The  Norman  turned  hisf  steps,  and  approached  the 
ditch  as  she  spok6.  "  What  is  your  pleasure,  damsel  ?  " 
he  demanded. 

•*The  window  next  to  nnne  is  that  of  the  Lady 
Eveline  Berenger,  whom  you  are  appointed  to  guard. 
Please  to  give  heedftil  watch  upon  this  side  of  the 
castle.** 

•*  Doubt  it  not,  lady,"  answered  the  cavalier  ;  and 
enveloping  himself  in  his  long  ckappe,  or  military  watch- 
clocdc,  he  withdrew  to  a  large  oak-tree  at  some  distance, 
and  stood  there  with  folded  arms,  and  leaning  on  his 
lanoe,  more  like  a  tirophy  of  armour  than  a  living 
warrior. 

Emboldened  by  the  consciousness,  that  in  case  of  need 
succoor  was  dose  at  hand.  Rose  drew  back  into  her 
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little  chsunber,  and  having  ascertained,  by  listenings 
that  there  was  no  noise  or  stirring  in  that  of  Eveline, 
she  began  to  make  some  preparations  for  her  own 
repose.  For  this  purpose  she  went  into  the  outward 
anteroom,  where  Dame  Gillian,  whose  fears  bad  given 
way  to  the  soporiferous  effects  oi  a  copious  draught  of 
lithe-alos  (mild  ale,  of  the  first  strength  and  quality), 
slept  as  sound  a  sleep  as  that  generous  Saxon  beverage 
could  procure. 

Muttering  an  indignant  censure  on  her  sloth  and  in- 
difference. Rose  caught,  from  the  empty  couch  which 
had  been  destined  for  her  own  use,  the  upper  covering, 
and  dragging  it  with  her  into  the  inner  anteroom,  dis- 
posed it  so  as,  with  the  assistance  of  the  rushes  which 
strewed  that  apartment,  to  form  a  sort  of  couch,  upon 
which,  half  seated,  half  reclined,  she  resolved  to  pass  the 
night  in  as  close  attendance  upon  her  mistress  as  cir- 
cumstances permitted- 

Thifs  seated,  her  eye  on  the  pale  planet  which  sailed 
in  full  glory  through  the  blue  sky  of  midnight,  she 
proposed  to  herself  that  sleep  should  not  visit  her  eye^ 
lids  till  the  dawn  of  morning  shpuld  assure  her  of 
Eveline's  safety. 

Her  thoughts,  meanwhile,  rested  on  the  boundless 
and  shadowy  world  beyond  the  grave,  and  on  the  j;reat 
and  perhaps  yet  undecided  question,  whether  the  sepa- 
ration of  its  inhabitants  from  those  of  this  temporal 
sphere  is  absolute  and  decided,  or  whether,  inflt^enced 
by  motives  which  we  cannot  appreciate,  they  eontinue  to 
hold  shadowy  communication  with  those  yet  existing  in 
earthly  reality  of  flesh  and  blood  ?  To  have  denied  this, 
would,  in  the  age  of. crusades  and  of  miracles,  have 
incurred  the  guilt  of  l^eresy  ;  but  Rose's  firm  good 
sense  led  her  to  doubt  at  least  the  frequency  of  super- 
natural interference,  and  she  comforted  herself  with  an 
opinion,  contradicted,  however,  ^y  her  own  ii^voluntojry 
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Starts  and  shudd^ings  at  every  leaf  which  moved,  that, 
in  submitting  to  the  performance  of  the  rite  imposed  on 
her,  Eveline  incurred  no  real  danger,  and  only  sacrificed 
to  an  obsolete  family  superstition. 

As  this  conviction  strengthened  on  Rose's  mind,  her 
purpose  of  vigilance  began  to  decline  —  her  thoughts 
wandered  to  objects  towards  which  they  were  not 
directed,  like  sheep  which  stray  beyond  the  chatge  of 
their  shepherd — her  eyes  no  longer  brought  back  to  her 
a  distinct  apprehension  of  the  broad,  round,  silver  orb 
on  which  they  continued  to  gaze.  At  length  they  closed, 
and,  seated  on  the  folded  mantle,  her  back  resting 
against  the  wall  of  the  apartment,  and  her  white  arms 
folded  on  her  bosom.  Rose  Flammock  fell  fast  asleep. 

Her  repose  was  fearfully  broken  by  a  shrill  and  piercing 
shriek  from  the  apartment  where  her  lady  reposed.  To 
start  up  and  fly  to  the  door  was  the  work  of  a  moment 
with  the  generous  girl,  who  never  permitted  fear  to 
struggle  with  love  cft  duty.  The  door  was  secured  with 
both  bar  and  bolt ;  and  another  fainter  scream,  or 
rather  groan,  seemed  to  say,  aid  must  be  instant,  or 
in  vain.  Rose  next  rushed  to  the  window,  and  screamed 
rather  than  caUed  to  the  Norman  soldier,  who,  distin- 
guished by  the  white  folds  of  his  watch-cloak,  still 
retained  his  position  under  the  old  oak-tree. 

At  the  cry  of  "  Help,  hdp  I— the  Lady  Eveline  is 
murdered ! "  the  seeming  statue,  starting  at  once  into 
active  exertion,  sped  with  the  swiftness  of  a  race-horse 
to  the  brink  of  the  moat,  and  was  about  to  cross  it 
opposite  to  the  spot  where  Rose  stood  at  the  open 
casement,  urging  hhn  to  speed  by  voice  and  gesture. 

**  Not  bere — ^not  hefe  !  "  she  exclaimed  with  breathless 
precipitation,  as  she  saw  him  make  towards  her — •'  the 
window  to  the  rig^t — scale  it,  for  God's  Sake,  and  undo 
the  door  of  comnmniektion." 

The  soldier  seemed  to  comprehend  her— he  dafihed 
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into  the  moat  without  hesitatioii,  secnriag  hinwelf  by 
catching  at  the  boughs  erf  trees  as  he  desceaded*  In 
one  moment  he  vanished  among  the  underwood  ;  and 
in  another,  availing  himself  of  the  branches  of  a  dwarf 
oak,  Rose  saw  him  upon  her  right,  and  close  to  the 
window  of  the  fatal  apartment.  One  fear  remained — 
the  casement  might  be  secured  against  entrance  from 
without — ^but  no !  at  the  thrust  of  the  Norman  it  jnekled. 
and.  its  clasps  or  fastenings  being  worn  with  time,  fell 
inward  with  a  crash  which  even  Dame  Gillian's  slumbers 
w^e  unable  to  resist 

Echoing  scream  upon  scream,  in  the  usual  isishion  of 
fools  and  cowards,  she  entered  the  catnoet  from  the 
anteroom  just  as  the  door  of  Eveline's  chamber  opened, 
and  the  soldier  appeared,  bearing  in  his  onus  the  half- 
undressed  and  lifeless  form  <^  the  Norman  maiden  her- 
self. Without  speaking  a  word,  he  placed  her  in  Rose's 
arms,  and  with  the  same. precipitation  with  which  he  had 
entered,  threw  himself  out  of  the  opened  window  from 
which  Rose  had  summoned  him. 

Gillian,  half  distracted  with  fear  and  wonder,  heaped 
exclamations  on  questions,,  and  mingled  questions  with 
czies  for  help,  till  Rose  sternly  rebuked  her  in  a  tone 
which  seemed  to  recall  her  scattered  senses.  She  be- 
came then  composed  oiough  to  fetdi  a  lamp  which 
remained  lighted  in  the  room  she  had  left,  and  to  render 
herself  at  least  partly  useM  in  suggesting  and  appl3ring 
the  usual  modes  for  recalling  the  su^sended  sense.  In 
this  they  at  length  succeeded,  for  Eveline  fetched  a 
fuller  sigh,  and  opened  her  eyes;  but  presently  shut 
them  again,  and  letting  her  bead  drop  on  Rose's  bosom, 
'fell  into  a  strong  shuddering  fit  ;  while  her  feitbful 
damsel,  chafing  her  bands  and  her  temples  alternately 
with  affectionate  assiduity,  and  mingling  caresses  with 
these  efforts,  exclaimed  aloud,  "She  lives!— *  She  is 
recovering  I— Praised  be  God  ! " 
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"  Ptaised  be  God  I "  was  echoed  in  a  solemn  tone 
from  the  window  of  the  apartment ;  and  turning  to- 
wards it  in  terror*  Rose  beheld  the  armed  and  plumed 
head  of  the  soldier  who  had  oome  so  opportimely  to 
their  assistance,  and  who,  supported  by  bis  arms,  had 
raised  himself  so  high  as.  to  be.  able  to  look  into  the 
interior  of  the  cabinet 

Rose  immediately  ran  towards  hhn.  "  Go— go— good 
fnend,"  she  said  ;  "  the  lady  recovers— your  reward  shall 
await  you  another  time.  Go— begone ! — yet  stay — ^keep 
on  your  post,  and  I  will  call  you  if  there  is  farther  need. 
Begone— be  faithfi:^,  and  be  secret." 

The  seedier  obejred  without  answering  a  word,'  and 
she  presently  saw  him  descend  into  the  moat  Rose 
tlien  returned  back  to  her  mistress,  whom  she  found 
supported  by  Gillian,  moaning  feebly,  and  muttering 
hurried  and  unintdligible  ejaculations,  all  intimating 
that  she  laboured  under  a  violent  shock  sustained  from 
some  alarming  cause. 

Dame  Gillian  had  no  sooner  jecovered  some  degree  of 
self-posses^on,  tha*  her  curiosity  became  active  in  pro- 
portion. "What  means  all  this?"  she  said  to  Rose; 
"  what  has  been  doing  among  you  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,"  replied  Rose. 

"  If  you  do  not,"  said  Gillian,  "who  should? — Shall  I 
eall  the  other  women,  and  raise  the  house  ?  " 

"  Not  for  your  life^"  said  Rose,  "  till  my  lady  is  able 
to  give  her  own  orders  ;  and  for  this  apartment,  so  help 
me  Heaven,  as  I  will  do  ray  best  to  discover  the  secrets 
it  contains  I— Support  my  mistress  the  whilst." 

So  saying,  she  took  the  lamp  in  her  hand,  and,  cross* 
ing  her  brow,  stepped  boldly  across  the  mysterious 
threshold,  and,  holding  up  the  light,  surveyed  the  apart* 
ment 

It  was  merely  an  old  vaulted  chamber,  of  very  mode- 
;ft(e  dimensions.     In  one  comer  was  an  image  of  the 
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Virgin,  mdely  cut,  and  placed  above  a  Saicon  font  of 
curious  workmanship.  There  were  two  seats  and  a 
couch,  covered  with  coarse  tapestry,  on  which  it  seemed 
that  Eveline  had  been  reposing.  The  frs^^ments  of  the 
shattered  casement  lay  on  the  floor ;  but  that  opening 
had  been-only  made  when  the  soldier  forced  it  in,  and 
she  saw  no  other  access  by  which  a  stranger -could  have 
entered  an  apartment,  the  ordinary  access  to  which  was 
barred  and  bolted. 

Rose  felt  the  influence  of  those  terrors  which  she  had 
hitherto  surmounted  ;  she  cast  her  mantle  hastily  around 
her  head,  as  if  to  shroud  her  sight  from  some  blighting 
vision,  and  tripping  back  to  the  cabinet  with  more  speed 
and  a  less  firm  step  than  when  she  l^t  it,  she  directed 
Gillian  to  lend  her  assistance  in  conveying  Eveline  to  the 
next  room  ;  and  having  done  so,  carefully  secured  the 
door  of  communication,  as  if  to  put  a  barrier  betwixt 
them  and  the  suipected  danger. 

The  Lady  Eveline  was  now  so  far  recovered  that  she 
could  sit  up,  and  was  trying  to  speak,  though  but  £adntly. 
"Rose,"  she  said,  at  length,  "I  have  seen  her — my 
doom  is  sealed." 

Rose  immediately  recollected  the  imprudence  of  su0br- 
ing  Gillian  to  hear  what  her  mistress  might  say  at  such 
an  awful  moment,  and  hastily  adopting  the  proposal  she 
had  before  declined,  desired  her  to  go  and  call  other  two 
maidens  of  their  mistress's  household. 

"And  where  am  I  to  find  them  in  this  house,"  said 
Dame  Gillian,  "where  strange  men  run  about  one 
chamber  at  midnight,  and  devils,  for  aught  I  know,  fre- 
quent the  rest  of  the  habitation  ?  " 

"Find  them  where  you  can,"  said  Rose,  sharply; 
.*' but  begone  presently." 

GUUian  withdrew  lingeringly,  and  muttering  at  tbe 
same  time  somethmg  whiUi  could  not  distinctly  be 
understood.  No  sooner,  was  she  gone,  than  Rose; 
i6o 
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giving  way  to  the  enthusiastic  affection  which  she  felt  for 
her  mistress,  implored  her  in  the  most  tender  terms,  to 
open  her  eyes  (for  she  had  again  closed  them),  and 
speak  to  Rose,  her  own  Rose,  who  was  ready,  if  neces- 
sary, to  die  by  her  mistress's  side. 

"To-morrow — to-morrow,  Rose,"  murmured  Eveline 
— '*  I  cannot  speak  at  present." 

"  Only  disburden  yoiu"  mind  with  one  word— tell  what 
has  thus  alarmed  you— what  danger  you  apprehend." 

"  I  have  seen  her,"  answered  EveUne — "  I  have  seen 
the  tenant  of  yonder  chamber — the  vision  fatal  to  my  race ! 
— Urge  me  no  more — to-morrow  you  shall  know  aU."  * 

As  Gillian  entered  with  two  of  the  maidens  of  her 
mistress's  household,  they  removed  the  Lady  Eveline, 
by  Rose's  directions,  into  a  chamber  at  some  distance 
which  the  latter  had  occupied,  and  placed  her  in  one  of 
their  beds,  where  Rose,  dismissing  the  others  (Gillian 
excepted)  to  seek  repose  where  they  could  find  it,  con- 
tinued to  watch  her  mistress.  For  some  time  she  con- 
tinued very  much  disturbed,  but  gradually  fatigue,  and 
the  influence  of  some  narcotic  which  GilUan  had  sense 
enough  to  recommend  and  prepare,  seemed  to  compose 
her  spirits.  She  fell  into  a  deep  slumber,  from  which 
she  did  not  awaken  until  the  sun  was  high  over  the 
distant  hills. 

CHAP.    XV. 

I  see  a  handypu  cannot  see. 

Which  beckons  tne  away  ; 
I  hear  n  voice  you  cannot  hear^ 

Which  iays  I  must  not  stay.— Mallxt, 

I  HEN.  Eveline  first  opened  her  eyes,  it  seemed  to 
be  without  any  recollection  of  what  had  passed 
on  the  night  preceding.     She  looked  round  the 
apartment,  which  was  coarsely  and  scantily  furnished^  as 
i6i  M 
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one  destined  for  the  nse  of  domestics  and  menials,  and 
said  to  Rose  with  a  smile,  '•  Our  good  kinswoman  main- 
tains the  ancient  Saxon  hospitaKty  at  a  homely  rate,  so 
far  as  lodging  is  concerned.  I  could  have  willingly 
parted  with  last  night's  profuse  supper  to  have  obtained 
a  bed  of  a  softer  texture.  Methinks  my  limbs  feel  as  if 
I  had  been  under  all  the  flails  of  a  Franklin's  barn-yard." 

*'  I  am  glad  to  see  you  so  pleasant,  madam,"  answered 
Rose,  discreetly  avoiding  any  reference  to  the  events  of 
the  night  before. 

Dame  Gillian  was  not  so  scrupxHous.  "Your lady- 
ship last  night  lay  down  on  a  better  bed  than  this,"  she 
said,  "unless  I  am  much  mistaken;  and  Rose  Flam- 
mock  and  yourself  know  Ijest  why  you  left  it." 

If  a  look  could  have  killed.  Dame  Gillian  would  have 
been  in  deadly  peril  from  that  which  Rose  shot  at  her, 
by  way  of  rebuke  for  this  ill-advised  communication.  It 
had  instantly  the  effect  which  was  to  be  apprehended, 
for  Lady  Evelme  seemed  at  fit st  surprised  and  confused  ; 
then,  as  recollections  of  the  past  arranged  themselves  in 
her  memory,  she  folded  her  hands,  looked  on  the  ground, 
and  wept  bitterly,  with  much  agitation. 

Rose  entreated  her  to  be  comforted,  and  offered  to 
fetch  the  old  Saxon  chaplain  of  the  house  to  administer 
spiritual  consolation,  if  her  grief  rejected  temporal  com- 
fort. 

"No — call  him  not,"  said  Eveline,  raising  her  head 
and  drying  her  eyes — "  I  have  had  enough  of  Saxon 
kindness.  What  a  fool  was  I  to  expect,  in  that  hard 
and  imfeehng  woman,  any  commiseration  for  my  youth 
— my  late  suflferings— my  orphan  condition  !  I  will  not 
permit  her  a  poor  triumph  over  the  Norman  blood- of 
Berenger,  by  letting  her  see  how  much  I  have  svffeied 
imder  her  inhuman  infliction.  But  first,  Rose,  ftftswer 
me  truly,  was  any  inmate  of  Baldrmgham  witness  fo  my 
distress  last  night  ?  " 
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Rose  sissnred  her  that  she  had  been  tended  exclusively 
by  her  own  retinue,  herself  and  Gillian,  Blanche  and 
Temotte.  She  seemed  to  receive  satisfaction  from  this 
assurance.  "Hear  me,  both  of  yon,"  she  said,  "and 
observe  ray  Words,  as  you  love  and  as  you  fear  me.  Let 
no  syllable  be  breathed  from  your  lips  of  what  has 
happened  this  night.  Carry  the  same  charge  to  my 
maidens.  Lend  me  thine  instant  aid,  Gillian,  and  thine, 
my  dearest  Rose,  to  change  these  disordered  garments, 
and  arrange  this  dishevelled  hair,  ft  was  a  poor  ven- 
geance she  sought,  and  all  because  of  my  country.  I 
am  resolved  she  shall  not  see  the  ^slightest  trace  of  the 
sufferings  she  has  inflicted." 

As  she  spoke  thus  her  eyes  flashed  with  indignation, 
which  seemed  to  dry  up  the  tears  that  had  before  filled 
them.  Rose  saw  the  change  of  her  manner  with  a  mix- 
ture of  pleasure  and  concern,  being  aware  that  her 
mistress's  predominant  failing  was  incident  to  her,  as  a 
spoiled  child,  who,  accustomed  to  be  treated  with  kind- 
ness, deference,  and  indulgence,  by  all  around  her,  was 
apt  to  resent  warmly  whatever  resembled  neglect  or  con- 
tradiction. 

"God  knows,"  said  the  faithful  bower-maiden,  "I 
would  hold  my  hand  out  to  catch  drops  of  molten  lead, 
rather  thani  endure  ybur  tears  ;  and  yet,  my  sweet  mis- 
tress, I  [would  rather  at  present  see  you  grifcved  than 
angry.  This  ancient  lady  hath,  it  would  seem,  but 
acted  according  to  some  old  superstitious  rite  of  her 
family,  which  h  in  part  yours.  Her  name  is  respect- 
able, both  from  her  conduct  and  possessions  ;  and,  hard 
pressed  as  you  are  by  the  Normans,  with  whom  your 
kinswoman,  the  Prioress,  is  sure  to  take  part,  I  was  in 
hope  you  might  have  had  some  shelter  and  countenance 
from  the  Lady  of  Baldringham." 

"Never,  Rose,  never,"  answered  Eveline  ;  "you  know 
not — you  cannot  guess  what  she  has  made  me  suffer 
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—exposing  inc  to  witchcraft  and  fiends.  Thyself  said  it, 
and  said  it  truly — the  Saxons  are  still  half  Pagans,  void 
of  Christianity,  as  of  nurture  and  kindliness." 

"Ay,  but,"  replied  Rose,  "I  spoke  then  to  dissuade 
you  from  a  danger  ;  now  that  the  danger  is  passed  and 
over,  I  may  judge  of  it  otherwise. " 

"  Speak  riot  for  them,  Rose,'*  replied  Eveline,  angrily  ; 
"no  innocent  victim  was  ever  offered  up  at  the  altar  of  a 
fiend  with  more  indifference  than  my  father's  kinswoman 
delivered  up  me — ^me  an  orphan,  bereaved  of  my  natural 
and  powerful  support.  I  hate  her  cruelty — I  hate  her 
house — I  hate  the  thought  of  all  that  has  happened  here 
— of  all,  Rose,  except  thy  matchless  faith  and  fearless 
attachment.  Go,  bid  our  train  saddle  directly — I  will  be 
gone  instantly — I  will  not  attire  myself,"  she  added, 
rejecting  the  assistance  she  had  at  first  required — ' '  1  will 
have  no  ceremony — tarry  for  no  leave-taking." 

In  the  hurried  and  agitated  manner  of  her  mistress. 
Rose  recognised  with  anxiety  another  mood  of  the  same 
irritable  and  excited  temperament,  which  had  before 
discharged  itself  in  tears  and  fits.  But  perceiving  at  the 
same  time,  that  remonstrance  was  in  vain,  she  gave  the 
necessary  orders  for  collecting  their  company,  saddling, 
and  preparing  for  departure;  hoping,  that  as  her 
mistress  removed  to  a  farther  distance  from  the  scene 
where  her  mind  had  received  so  severe  a  shock,  her 
equanimity  might,  by  degrees,  be  restored. 

Dame  GilUan,  accordingly,  was  busied  with  arranging 
the  packages,  of  her  lady,  and  all  the  rest  of  Lady 
Eveline's  retinue  in  preparing  for  instant  departure,  when, 
preceded  by  her  steward,  who  acted  also  as  a  sort  of 
gentleman-usher,  leaning  upon  her  confidential  Berwine, 
aad  followed  by  two  or  three  more  of  the  most  diS' 
tinguished  of  her  household,  with  looks  of  displesisure  on 
her  ancient  yet  lofty  brow,  the  Lady  Ermengarde  ent^ed 
the  apartment. 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE*  fifef  ROTriEO. 

Eveline,  ^th  d.  trembling  and  hurried  hand,  a  burning 
cheek,  and  other  signs  of  agitation,  was  herself  busied 
about  the  arrangement  of  some  baggage,  when  her 
relation  made  her  appearance.  At  once,  to  Rose's  great 
surprise,  she  exerted  a  strong  command  over  herself,  and 
repressing  every  external  appearance  of  disorder,  she 
advanced  to  meet  her  relation,  with  a  calm  and  haughty 
stateliness  equal  to  her  own. 

*'  I  come  to  give  you  good  morning,  our  niece,*'  said 
Ermengarde,  haughtily  indeed,  yet  with  more  deference 
than  she  seemed  at  first  to  have  intended,  so  much  did 
the  bearing  of  Eveline  impose  respect  upon  her;— "I 
find  that  you  have  been  pleased  to  shift  that  chamber 
which  was  assigned  you,  in  conformity  with  the  ancient 
custom  of  this  household,  and  betake  yourself  to  the 
apartment  of  a  menial." 

"  Are  you  surprised  at  that,  lady?  "  demanded  Eveline 
in  her  turn  ;  "  or  are  you  disappointed  that  you  find  me 
riot  a  corpse,  within  the  limits  of  the  chamber  which  your 
hospitality  and  affection  allotted  to  me?" 

"Your  sleep,  then,  has  been  broken?"  said  Ermen- 
garde, looking  fixedly  at  the  Lady  Eveline,  as  she  spoke. 

•'  If  I  complain  not,  madam,  the  evil  must  be  deemed 
of  little  consequence.  What  has  happened  is  over  and 
passed,  and  it  is  not  my  intention  to  trouble  you  with 
the  recital." 

*'She  of  the  ruddy  finger,"  replied  Ermengarde, 
triumphantly,  "loves  not  the  blood  of  the  stranger." 

"  She  had  less  reason,  while  she  walked  the  earth,  to 
love  that  of  the  Saxon,"  said  Eveline,  "unless  her  legend 
speaks  false  in  that  matter  ;  and  unless,  as  I  well  suspect 
your  house  is  haunted,  not  by  the  soul  of  the  dead  who 
suffered  within  its  walls,  but  by  evil  spirits,  such  as  the 
descendants  of  Hengist  and  Horsa  are  said  still  in  secret 
to  worship." 

"Yott  are  pleasant,  maiden,"  replied  the  old  lady» 
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scorafuUy,  '*  ca*,  if  your  words  are  meant  m  ^aciiest,  the 
shaft  of  your  censure  has  glanced  aside.  A  house, 
blessed  by  the  holy  Saint  Dunstan,  and  by  the  royal  and 
holy  Confessor,  is  no  abode  for  evil  spirits." 

"  The  house  of  Baldringham,"  replied  Eveline,  "  is  no 
abode  for  those  who  fear  siich  spirits  ;  and.  as  I  will,  with 
all  humility,  avow  myself  of  the  number,  I  shall  presently 
leave  it  to  the  custody  of  Saint  Dunstan*" 

"  Not  tiU  you  hav^  broken  your  fast,  I  trust?"  said 
the  Lady  of  Baldringham  ;  *'  you  will  not,  I  hope,  do 
my  years  and  our  relaiionship  such  foul  disgrace?  " 

"Pardon  me,  madam,"  replied  the  Lady  Eveline; 
•'  those  who  have  experienced  your  hospitality  at  night, 
have  little  occasion  for  breakfast  in  the  morning. — Roac, 
are  not  those  loitering  knaves  assembled  in  the  court- 
yard, or  are  they  yet  on  their  couches,  making  up  for  the 
slumber  they  haye  lost  by  midnight  disturbances  ?  " 

Rose  announced  that  her  train  was  in  the  court,  and 
mounted ;  when,  with  a  low  reverence,  Eveline  en- 
deavoured to  pass  her  relation,  and  leave  the  apartment 
without  further  cerempny.  Ermengarde  at  first  c6n- 
fronted  her  with  a  grim  and  furious  glance,  which  seemed 
to  show  a  soul  fraught  with  more  rage  than  ,tbe  thin 
blood  and  rigid  featiures  of  extreme  old  age  had  the 
power  of  expressing,  and  raised  her  ebony  staff  as  if 
about  even  to  proceed  to  some  act  of  personal  violence. 
But  she  changed  her  purpose,  and  suddenly  made  way  for 
Eveline,  who  passed  without  further  parley  ;  and  as  she 
descended  the  staircase,  which  conducted  from  the 
apartment  to  the  gateway,  she  heard  the  voice  of  her 
aunt  behind  her,  like  that  of  an  aged  and  offended 
sibyl,  denouncing  wrath  and  woe  upon  her  insolence 
and  presumption. 

"Pride,"  she  exclaimed,  "goeth  before  destruction, 
and  a  haughty  spirit  before  a  fall.  She  who  scorneth 
the  house  of  her  forefathers,  a  stone  from  its  battlements 
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shall  crush  ber  1  She  who  mocks  the  grey  hairs  of  a 
parent,  never  shall  one  of  her  own  locks  be  silvered  with 
age  1  She  who  weds  with  a  man  of  war  and  of  blood, 
her  end  shall  neither  be  peaceful  nor  bloodless  1 " 

Hurrying  to  escape  from  these  and  other  ominous 
denunciations,  Eveline  rushed  from  the  house,  mounted 
her  palfrey  with  the  precipitation  of  a  fugitive,  and,  sur- 
rounded by  her  attendants,  who  bad  caught  a  part  of 
her  alarm,  though  without  conjecturing  the  cause,  rode 
hastily  into  the  forest ;  old  Raoul,  who  was  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  country,  acting  as  their  guide. 

Agitated  more  than  she  was  willing  tp  confess  to 
herself,  by  thus  leaving  the  habitation  of  so  near  a  relation, 
loaded  with  maledictions  instead  of  the  blessings  which 
are  usually  bestowed  on  a  departing  kms woman,  Eveline 
hastened  forward,  until  the  huge  oak-trees  with  inter- 
vening arms  had  hidden  from  her  view  the  fatal  mansion. 

The  trampling  and  galloping  of  horse  was  soon  after 
heard,  announcing  the  approach  of  thp  patrol  left  by  the 
Constable  for  the  protection  of  the  mansion,  and  who 
now,  collecting  from  their  different  stations,  came  pre- 
pared to  attend  the  I^dy  Eveline  on  hea:  farther  road  to 
Gloucester,  great  part  of  which  lay  through  the  extensive 
forest  of  Deane,  then  a  sylvan  region  of  large  extent, 
though  now  much  denuded  of  trees  for  the  service  of  the 
iron-mines.  The  cavaliers  came  up  to  join  the  retinue  of 
Lady  Eveline,  with  armour  ghttering  in  the  mornjng 
rays,  trumpets  sounding,  horses  prancing,  neighing,  and 
thrown,  each  by  his ,  chivalrous  rider,  into  the  attitude 
best  qualified  to  exhibit  the  beauty  of  the  steed  and 
dexterity  of  the  horseman ;  while  their  lances,  streaming 
with  long  penoncelles,  were  brandished  in  every  manner 
which  could  display  elation  of  heart  and  reaJdiness  of 
hand.  The  sense  of  the  military  character  of  her  coun- 
trymen of  Normandy  gave  to  Eveline  a  feehng  at  once 
of  security  and  of  triivmph,  which  operated  towards  the 
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dispelUng  of  her  gloomy  thoughts,  and  of  the  feverish  dis- 
order which  affected  her  nerves.  The  rising  sun  also^ 
the  song  of  the  birds  among  the  bowers — the  lowing  of 
the  cattle  as  they  were  driven  to  pasture — the  sight  of  the 
hind,  who,  with  her  fawn  trotting  by  her  side,  often 
crossed  some  forest  glade  within  view  of  the  travellers, — 
all  contributed  to  dispel  the  terror  of  Eveline's  nocturnal 
visions,  and  soothe  to  rest  the  more  angry  passions  which 
had  agitated  her  bosom  at  her  departure  from  Baldring- 
ham.  She  suffered  her  palfrey  to  slacken  his  pace,  and, 
mih  female  attention  to  propriety,  began  to  adjust  her 
riding  robes,  and  compose  her  head-dress,  disordered 
in  her  hasty  departure.  Rose  saw  her  cheek  assume 
a  paler  but  more  settled  hue,  instead  of  the  angry 
hectic  which  had  coloured  it — saw  her  eye  become  more 
steady  as  she  looked  with  a  sort  of  triumph  up>on  her 
military  attendants,  and  pardoned  (what  on  other  occa- 
sions she  would  probably  have  made  some  reply  to) 
her  enthusiastic  exclamations  in  praise  of  her  country- 
men. 

"  We  journey  safe,"  said  Eveline,  **  under  the  care  of 
the  princely  and  victorious  Normans.  Theirs  is  the  noble 
wrath  of  the  lion,  which  destroys  or  is  appeased  at  once 
— ^there  is  no  guile  in  their  romantic  affection,  no  suUen- 
ness  mixed  with  their  generous  indignation — they  know 
the  duties  of  the  hall  as  well  as  those  of  battle  ;  and  were 
they  to  be  surpassed  in  the  arts  of  war  (which  will  only 
be  when  Plinlimmon  is  removed  from  its  base),  they 
would  still  remain  supenor  tb  every  other  people  in 
generosity  and  com^esy." 

*•  If  I  do  not  feel  all  their  merits  so  strongly  as  if  I 
shared  their  blood,"  said  Rose,  "I  am  at  least  glad  to 
.  see  them  around  us,  in  woods  which  are  said  to  abound 
with  dangers  of  various  kinds.  And  I  confess,  my  heart 
is  the  lighter,  that  I  can  now  no  longer  observe  the  least 
vestige  of  that  ancient  mansion,  in  which  we  passed  so 
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unpleasant  a  night,  and  the  recollection  of  which  will 
always  be  odious  to  me." 

Eveline  looked  sharply  at  her.  "Confess  the  truth, 
Rose ;  thou  wouldst  give  thy  best  kirtle  to  know  all  of 
my  horrible  adventure." 

*•  It  is  but  confessing  that  I  am  a  woman,"  answered 
Rose  ;  "and  did  I  say  a  man,  I  dare  say  the  difference 
of  sex  would  imply  but  a  small  abatement  of  curiosity." 

"Thou  makest  no  parade  of  other  feelings,  which 
prompt  thee  to  inquire  into  my  fortunes,"  said  Eveline ; 
"but,  sweet  Rose,  I  give  thee  not  the  less  credit  for 
them.  Believe  me,  thou  shalt  know  all— but,  I  think, 
not  now." 

"  At  your  pleasure,"  said  Rose  ;  "  and  yet,  methinks, 
the  bearing  in  your  solitary  bosom  such  a  fearful  secret 
will  only  render  the  weight  more  intolerable.  On  my 
silence  you  may  rely  as  on  that  of  the  Holy  Image,  which 
hears  us  confess  what  it  never  reveals.  Besides,  such 
things  become  familiar  to  the  imagination  when  they 
have  been  spoken  of,  and  that  which  is  familiar  gradu- 
ally becomes  stripped  of  its  terrors." 

"  Thou  speakest  with  reason,  my  prudent  Rose  ;  and 
surely  in  this  gallant  troop,  borne  like  a  flower  on  a  bush 
by  my  good  palfrey  Yseulte — fresh  gales  blowing  round 
us,  flowers  opening  and  birds  singing,  and  having  thee 
by  my  bridle-rein,  I  ought  to  feel  this  a  fitting  time  to 
commimicate  what  thou  hast  so  good  a  title  to  know. 
And— yes ! — thou  shalt  know  all ! — Thou  art  not,  I  pre- 
sume, ignorant  of  the  qualities  of  what  the  Saxons  of  this 
land  call  a  Bahr-geistf* 

"  Pardon  me,  lady,"  answered  Rose,  "  my  father  dis- 
couraged my  listening  to  such  discourses.  I  might  see 
evil  spirits  enough,  he  said,  without  my  imagination 
being  taught  to  form  such  as  were  fantastical.  The 
word  Bahr-geist,  I  have  heard  used  by  Gillian  and  other 
Saxons  ;  but  to  me  it  only  conveys  some  idea  of  indefl 
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nile  terror,  o!t  which  I  haye  never  asked  nor  received  sax 
explanation." 

"  Know,  then,"  said  Eveline,  "  it  is  a  ^)ectre,  usually 
the  image  of  a  departed  person,  who,  either  for  wrong 
sustained  in  some  particular  place  during  life,  or  through 
treasure  hidden  there,  or  from  some  such  other  cause. 
haimts  the  spot  from  time  to  time,  becomes  familiar  to 
those  who  dwell  there,  takes  an  interest  in  their  fate, 
occasionally  for  good,  in  other  instances  or  times  for 
eviL  The  Bahr-geist  is,  therefore,  sometimes  regarded 
as  the  good  genius,  sometimes  as  the  avenging  fiend, 
attached  to  particular  families  and  classes  of  men.  It 
is  the  lot  of  the  family  of  Baldringham  (of  no  mean 
note  in  other  respects)  to  be  subject  to  the  visits  of  such 
a  being." 

"  May  I  ask  the  cause  (if  it  be  known)  of  such  visita- 
tion?" said  Rose,  desirous  to  avail  herself  to  the  utter- 
most of  the  communicative  mood  of  her  young  lady, 
v/hich  might  not  perhaps  last  very  long. 

"  I  know  the  legend  but  imperfectly,"  replied  Eveline, 
proceeding  with  a  degree  of  calmness,  the  result  of  strong 
exertion  over  her  mental  anxiety,  "  but  in  general  it  runs 
thus: — Baldrick,  the  Saxon  hero  who  first  possessed 
yonder  dwelling,  became  enamoured  of  a  fair  Briton, 
said  to  have  been  descended  from  those  Druids  of  whom 
the  Welsh  speak  so  much,  and  deemed  not  unacquainted 
with  the  arts  of  sorcery  which  they  practised,  when  they 
offered  up  human  sacrifices  amid  those  circles  of  unhewn 
and  hving  rock,  of  which  thou  hast  seen  so  many.  After 
more  than  two  years'  wedlock,  Baldrick  became  weary  of 
his  wife  to  such  a  point,  that  he  formed  the  cruel  resolu- 
tion of  putting  her  to  death.  Some  say  he  doubted  her 
fidelity — some  that  the  matter  was  pressed  on  him  by  the 
church,  as  she  was  suspected  of  heresy — some  that  he 
removed  her  to  make  way  for  a  more  wealthy  marriage 
—but  all  agree  in  the  result  He  sent  two  of  his  Cnichts 
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to  the  :liouse  of  BaldriQgham.  to  put  to  death  the  unfoT'- 
tonate  Vaada,  and  commanded  them  to  bring  him  the 
ring  which  had  circled  her  finger  on  the  day  of  wedlock, 
in  token  that  his  orders  were  accomplished.  The  men 
were  ruthless  in  their  office ;  they  strangled  Vanda  in 
3ronder  apartment,  and  as  the  hand  was  so  swollen  that 
no  effort  could  draw  off  the  ring,  they  obtained  possession 
of  it  by  severing  the  finger.  But  lor^  before  the  return 
of  those  cruel  peipetrators  of  her  death,  the  shadow  of 
Vanda  had  appeared  before  her  appalled  husband,  and 
holding  up  to  him  her  bloody  hand,  made  him  fearfully 
sensible  how  well  his  sayage  commands  had  been  obeyed. 
After  haunting, him  in  peace  and  war,  in  desert,  court* 
and  camp,  until  he  died  despairingly  on  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  Holy  I.>and,  the  3ahr-geist*  or  ghost  of  the  murdered 
Vanda,  became  so  terrible  in  the  House  of  Boldringham, 
that  the  succour  of  Saint  Dui^tan  was  itself  scarcely 
sufficient  to  put  bounds  to  her  visitation.  Yea,  the 
blessed  samt.  when  he  had  si^oceeded  in  bis  exorcism, 
did,  in  requital  of  Baldrick's  crime,  impose  a  strong  and 
enduring  penalty  upon  every  female  descendant  of  the 
house  in  the  tl^ird  degree ;  namely,  that  once  in  their 
lives,  and  before  their  twenty-first  year,  they  should 
each  ;5pend  ^  solitary  night  in  the  chamber  of  the  mur- 
dered Vanda,  raying  therein  certain  prayers,  as  well  for 
her  repose,  as  for  the  suffering  soiU  of  her  murderer. 
During  that  awful  space  it  is  generally  believed  that  the 
spirit  of  the  murdered  person  appears  to  the  female  who 
observes  th^  vigil,  and  shows,  some  sign  of  her  future 
good  or  bad  fortune.  If  favourable,  she  aj^ars  with  a 
smiling^ aspect,  and  crosses  them  with  her  unblooded 
hand;  but  she, announces  evil  fortune  by  showing  the 
hand  from  which  the  finger  was  severed,  with  a  stem 
countenance,  as  if  resenting  upon  the  descendant  of  her 
husband  his  inhuman  cruelty.  Sometimes  she  is  said  to 
speak.  These  partipulars  I  learned  long  siAce  from  an 
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c^d  Saxon  dame,  the  mothfer  of  our  Margery,  who  had 
been  an  attendant  on  my  grandmother,  and  left  the  house 
of  Baldringham  when  she  made  her  escape  from  it  with 
my  father's  father." 

"Did  yovLt  grandmother  ever  render  this  homage," 
said  Rose,  "  Which  seems  to  me — under  favour  of  Saint 
Dunstan— to  bring  humanity  into  too  close  intercoutse 
with  a  being  of  a  doubtful  nature  ?  "^ 

*•  My  grandfather  thought  so,  and  never  pertnitted  my 
grandmother  to  revisit  the  House  of  Baldringham  after 
her  marriage  ;  hence  disunion  betwixt  him  and  his  son 
on  the  one  part,  and  the  members  of  that  family  on  the 
other.  They  laid  sundry  misfortunes,  and  particularly 
the  loss  of  male-heirs,  which  at  that  time  bfefell  them,  to 
my  parent's  not  having  done  the  hereditary  homage  to 
the  bloody-fingered  Bahr-geist." 

"And  how  could  you,  my  dearest  lady,'*  said  Rose, 
"knowing  that  they  held  among  thfem  ii'u^age  so 
hideous,  think  of  accepting  the  invitation  of  Lady  Er- 
mengarde?" 

"I  can  hardly  answer  you  the  question,*'  answered 
Eveline.  "  Partly  I  feared  my  father's  recent  cialamity, 
to  be  slain  (as  I  have  heard  him  say  his  aunt  ohce  pro- 
phesied of  him)  by  the  enemy  he  most  despised,  might 
be  the  result  of  this  rite  having  been  neglected ;  and 
partly  I  hoped,  that  if  my  mind  should  be  appalled  at 
the  danger,  when  it  presented  itself  closer  to  my  eye,  it 
could  not  be  urged  on  me  in  courtesy  and  humanity. 
You  saw  how  soon  my  cruel-hearted  relative  pounced 
upon  the  opportunity,  and  how  impossible  it  became 
for  me,  bearing  the  name,  and,  I  trust,  the  spirit  ot 
Berenger,  to  escape  from  the  net  in  which  I  had  involved 
myself." 

•'  No  regard  for  nam6  or  rank  should  have  engaged 
me,"  replied  Rose,  "  to  plaot  myself  where  apprehension 
alone,  even  without  the  terrors  of  a  real  visitation,  might 
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have  pwiished  my  presumption  with  insanity.    But  what, 
in  the  name  of  Heaven,  did  you  see  at  this  horrible 
rendezvous  ?  " 

"  Ay,  there  is  the  question,"  said  Eveline,  raising  her 
hand  to  her  brow — "how  I  could  witness  that  which  I 
distinctly  saw,  yet  be  able  to  retain  command  of  thought 
and  intellect ! — I  had  recited  the  prescribed  devotions 
for  the  murderer  and  his  victim,  and  sitting  down  on  the 
couch  which  was  assigned  me,  had  laid  aside  such  of  my 
clothes  as  might  impede  my  rest — I  had  surmounted,  in 
short,  the  first  shock  which  I  experienced  in  committing 
myself  to  this  mysterious  chamber,  and  I  hoped  to  pass 
the  night  in  slumber  as  sound  as  my  thoughts  were  inno- 
cent. But  I  was  fearfully  disappointed.  I  cannot  judge 
how  long  I  had  slept,  when  my  bosom  was  oppressed  by 
an  unusual  weight  which  seemed  at  once  to  stifle  my 
voice,  stop  the  beating  of  my  heart,  and  prevent  me 
from  drawing  my  breath ;  and  when  I  looked  up  to 
discover  the  cause  of  this  horrible  suffocation,  the  form 
of  the  murdered  British  matron  stood  over  my  couch, 
taller  thsifx  life,  sl^adowy,  and  with  a  countenance  where 
traits  of  dignity  and  beauty  were  mingled  with  a  fierce 
expression  of  vengeful  exultation.  She  held  over  me  the 
haiid  which  bore  the  bloody  marks  of  her  husband's 
cruelty,  and  seemed  as  if  she  signed  the  cross,  devoting 
me  to  destruction ;  while,,  with  an  unearthly  tone,  she 
Uttered  these  words  : — 

I     WidoVd  wife,  aiKi  married  maid, 
3«trothed>  betrayer,  anid.  betrayed  I 

The  phantom  stooped  over  me  as  she  spoke,  and  lowered 
her  gory  fingers,  as  if  to  touch  my  face,  when,  terror 
giving  me  the  power  of  which  at  first  it  deprived  me,  t 
screamed  aloud— the  casement  of  the  apartment  was 
thrown  open  with  a  loud  noise,— and— But  what  signifies 
my  telling  all  this  to  thee,  Rose,  who  show  so  plainly,  by 
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the  movement  of  eye  and  lip,  that  you  consider  me  as  a 
silly  and  childish  dreamer?  " 

"Be  not  angry,  my  dear  lady,"  said  Rose;  "  I  do 
indeed  believe  thar  the  witch  we  call  Mara  has  been 
dealing  with  you ;  but  she,  you  know,  is  by  leeches  con- 
sidered as  no  real  phantom,  but  solely  the  creation  of  our 
own  imagination,  disordered  by  causes  which  arise  from 
bodily  indisposition." 

"Thou  art  learned,  maiden,"  said  Eveline,  rather 
peevishly ;  "  but  when  I  assure  thee  that  my  better  angel 
came  to  my  assistance  in  a  human  form — ^that  at  his  ap- 
pearance the  fiend  vanished — and  that  he  transported  me 
in  his  arms  out  of  the  chamber  of  terror,  I  think  thou 
wilt,  as  a  good  Christian,  put  more  faith  in  that  which  I 
tell  you." 

"  Indeed,  indeed,  my  sweetest  mistress,  I  cannot/* 
replied  Rose.  "It  is  even  that  circumstance  of  the 
guardian  angel,  which  makes  me  consider  the  whole  as 
a  dream.  A  Norman  sentinel,  whom  I  myself  called 
from  his  post  on  purpose,  did  indeed  come  to  your 
assistance,  and,  breaking  into  your  apartment,  trans- 
ported you  to  that  where  1  myself  received  you  from 
his  arms  in  a  lifeless  condition." 

"A  Norman  soldier,  ha!"  said  Eveline,  colouring 
extremely  ;  "  and  to  whom,  maiden,  did  you  dare  give 
Commission  to  break  into  rtiy  sleeping-chamber?" 

"  Your  eyes  flash  anger,  madam,  but  is  it  reasonable 
they  should  ? — Did  I  not  bcir  your  screams  of  agony, 
and  was  I  to  ^tand  fettered  by  ceremony  at  such  a  mo- 
ment ?— no  more  than  if  the  castle  had  been  on  fire," 

"  I  ask  you  again.  Rose,"  said  her  mistress,  still  with 
discomposure,  though  less  angrily  than  at  first,  "whom 
you  directed  to  break  into  my  apartment?" 

"  Indeed,  I  know  not,  lady,"  said  Rose ;  "for  besides 
that  he  was  muffled  in  his  mantle,  little  chance  was  there 
off  my  knowing  his  features,  even  had  I  seen  them  fully. 
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Bnt  I  can  soon  discover  the  cavalier ;  and  I  will  set 
about  it,  that  I  may  give .  him  the  reward  I  promised, 
and  warn  him  to  be  silent  and  discreet  in  this  matter." 

•*  Do  so,"  said  Eveline  ;  '*  and  if  you  find  him  among 
those  soldiers,  who  attend  us,  I  win  indeed  lean  to  thine 
opinion,  and  think  that  fantasy  had  the  chief  share  in 
the  evils  I  have  endured  the  last  night," 

Rose  struck  her  palfrey  with  the  rod,  and,  accompa* 
nied  by  her  mistress,  rode  up  to  Philip  Gnarine,  the 
Constable's  squire,  who  for  the  present  commanded  their 
little  escort.  "  Good  Guarine,"  she  said,  "  I  had  talk 
with  one  of  these  sentinels  last  night  from  my  window, 
and  he  did  me  some  service,  for  which  I  promised  him 
recompense — Will  you  inquire  for  the  man,  that  I  may 
pay  him  his  guerdon  ?  " 

•*  Truly,  I  will  owe  him  a  guerdon  dlso,  pretty  maiden," 
answered  the  squire  ;  "  for  if  a  lance  of  them  approached 
near  enough  the  house  to  hold  speech  from  the  windows, 
he  transgressed  the  precise  orders  of  his  watch.  ** 

*'  Tush !  you  must  forgive  that  for  my  sake,"  said 
Rose.  "  I  warrant,  had  I  called  on  yourself,  stout 
Guarine,  I  should  have  bad  iofNience  to  bring  you  under 
my  chamber  window." 

Guarine  laughed,  and  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  True 
it  is,"  he  said,  "  when  women  are  in  place,  discipline  is 
in  danger." 

He  then  went  to  make  the  necessary  inquiries  among 
his  band,  and  returned  with  the  assurance,  that  his 
soldiers,  generally  and  severally,  denied  having  ap- 
proached the  mansion  of  the  Lady  Ermengarde  on  the 
preceding  night. 

"Thou  seest,  Rpse,"  said  fiveline,  with  a  significant 
look  to  her  attendant. 

"The  poor  rogues  are  afraid  of  Guarine's  severity," 
said  Rose,  "and  dare  not  tell  the  truth— I  shall  have 
some  one  in  private  claiming  the  reward  of  me." 
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"  I  would  I  had  the  privilege  myself,  damsel,"  said 
Guarine ;  "  but  for  these  fellows,  they  are  not  so  timor- 
ous as  you  suppose  them,  being  even  too  ready  to 
avouch  their  roguery  when  it  hath  less  excuse — Besides, 
I  promised  them  impunity. — Have  you  anything  farther 
to  order?" 

"  Nothing,  good  Guarine,"  said  Eveline  ;  "only  this 
small  donative  to  procure  wine  for  thy  soldiers,  that 
they  may  spend  the  next  night  more  merrily  than  the 
last — ^And  now  he  is  gone — Maiden,  thou  must,  I  think, 
be  now  well  aware  that  what  thou  sawest  was  no  earthly 
being?" 

"  I  must  believe  mine  own  ears  and  eyes,  madam/' 
replied  Rose. 

"Do — ^but  allow  me  the  same  privilege,"  answered 
Eveline,  "  BeUeve  me,  that  my  deliverer  (for  so  I  must 
call  him)  bore  the  features  of  one  who  neither  was,  nor 
could  be,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Baldringham.  Teli 
me  but  one  thing — What  dost  thou  think  of  this  extra- 
ordinary prediction — 

Widow'd  wife,  and  wedded  maid, 
Betrothed,  betrayer,  and  betray'd? 

Thou  wilt  say  it  is  an  idle  invention  of  my  brain — ^but 
think  it  for  a  moment  the  speech  of  a  true  diviner,  and 
what  wouldst  thou  say  of  it?  " 

' '  That  you  may  be  betrayed,  my  dearest  lady,  but 
never  can  be  a  betrayer,"  answered  Rose  with  anima- 
tion. 

Eveline  reached  her  hand  out  to  her  friend,  and  as 
she  pressed  affectionately  that  which  Rose  gave  in 
return,  she  whispered  to  her  with  energy,  "I  thank 
thee  for  the  judgment,  which  my  own  heart  confirms." 

A  cloud  of  dust  now  announced  the  approach  of  the 
Constable  of  Chester  and  his  retinue,  augmented  by  the 
attendance  oi  his  host  Sir  William  Herbert,  and  some 
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of  his  neighbours  and  kinsmen,  who  cai^^e  to  pay  their 
respects  to  the  orphan  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,   by 
'  which  appellation  Eveline  was  known  upon  her  passage 
through  their  territory. 

Eveline  remarked  that,  at  their  greeting,  De  Lacy 
looked  with  displeased  surprise  at  the  disarrangement  of 
her  dress  and  equipage,  which  her  hasty  departure  from 
Baldringham  had  necessarily  occasioned ;  and  she  was, 
on  her  part,  struck  with  an  expression  of  countenance 
which  seemed  to  say,  "  I  am  not  to  be  treated  as  ^ 
ordinary  person,  who  may  be  received  with  n^ligence, 
and  treated  slightly  with  impunity."  For  the  first  finae, 
she  thought  that,  though  always  deficient  in  grace  and 
beauty,  the  Constable's  countenance  was  formed  to 
express  the  more  angry  passions  with  force  and  vivacity, 
and  that  she  who  shared  his  rank  and  name  must  lay 
her  account  with  the  implicit  surrender  of  her  will  and 
wishes  to  those  of  an  arbitrary  lord  and  master. 

But  the  cknid  soon  passed  from  the  Constable's  brow ; 
and  in  the  ccmversation  which  he  afterwards  maintained 
Mrith  Herbert  and  the  other  knights  and  gentlemen,  who 
from  time  to  time  came  to  greet  and  accompany  them 
for  a  little  way  on  their  journey,  Eveline  had  occasion 
to  admire  his  superiority,  both  of  sense  and  expression, 
and  to  remark  the  attention  and  deference  with  which 
his  words  were  listened  to  by  men  too  high  in  rank,  and 
too  proud,  readily  to  admit  any  pre-eminence  that  was 
not  founded  on  acknowledged  merit.  Tlie  regaid  of 
women  is  generally  much  influenced  by  the  estimation 
which  an  individual  maintains  in  the  opinion  of  men  ; 
and  EveUne,  when  she  concluded  her  journey  in  the 
Benedictine  nunnery  in  Gloucester,  could  not  think 
without  respect  upon  the  renowned  warrior,  and  cele- 
brated politician,  whose  acknowledged  abilities  appeared 
to  place  him  above  every  one  whom  she  had  seen  ap- 
proach him.  His  wife,  Eveline  thought  (and  she  was 
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not  without  ambition),  if  relinquishing  some  of  those 
qualities  in  a  husband  which  are  in  youth  most  cap- 
tivating to  the  female  imagination,  must  be  still  generally 
honoured  and  respected,  and  have  contentment,  if  not 
romantic  felici|y,  within  her  reach. 


CHAP.   XVI. 

I  HE  Lady  Eveline  remained  nearly  four  months 
with  her  aunt,  the  Abbess  of  the  Benedictine 
nunnery,  under  whose  auspices  the  Constable  of 
Chester  saw  his  suit  advance  and  prosper  as  it  would 
probably  have  done  under  that  of  the  deceased  Raymond 
Berenger,  her  brother.  It  is  probable,  however,  that 
but  for  the  supposed  vision  of  the  virgin,  and  the  vow  of 
gratitude  which  that  supposed  vision  had  called  forth, 
the  natural  dislike  of  so  young  a  person  to  a  match  so 
unequal  in  years  might  have  effectually  opposed  his  suc- 
cess. Indeed,  Eveline,  while  honouring  the  Constable's 
virtues,  doing  justice  to  his  high  character,  and  ad. 
miring  his  talents,  could  never  altogether  divest  herself 
of  a  secret  fear  of  him,  which,  while  it  prevented  her 
from  expressing  any  direct  disapprobation  of  his  ad- 
dresses, caused  her  sometimes  to  shudder,  she  scarte 
knew  why,  at  the  idea  of  their  becoming  successful 

The  ominous  words,  "  betraying  and  betrayed,"  would 
then  occur  to  her  memory ;  and  when  her  aunt  (the  period 
of  the  deepest  moumiBg  being  elapsed)  had  fixed  a  period 
for  her  betrothal,  she 'looked  forward  to  it  with  a  feel- 
ing of  terror,  for  which  she  was  unable  to  accotmt  to 
herself,  and  which,  as  well  as  the  particulars  of  her 
dream,  she  concealed  even  from  Father  Aldrovand  in 
the  hours  of  confession.  It  was  not  aversion  to  the 
Constable— it  was  far  less  preference  to  any  other  suitor 
—it  was  one  of  those  instinctive  movements  and  emo- 
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tions  by  which  Nature  seems  to  warn  us  of  approaching 
danger,  though  furnishing  no  information  respecting  its 
nature,  and  suggesting  no  means  of  escaping  from  it. 

So  strong  were  these  intervals  of  apprehension,  that  if 
they  had  been  seconded  by  the  remonstrances  of  Rose 
Flammock,  as  formerly,  they  might  perhaps  have  led  to 
Eveline's  even  yet  forming  some  resolution  unfavourable 
to  the  suit  of  the  Constable.  But,  still  more  zealous 
for  her  lady's  honour  than  for  her  happiness,  Rose  had 
strictly  forborne  every  effort  which  could  affect  Eveline's 
purpose,  when  she  had  once  expressed  her  approbation 
of  De  Lacy's  addresses ;  and  whatever  she  thought  or 
anticipated  concerning  the  proposed  marriage,  she 
seemed  from  that  moment  to  consider  it  as  an  event 
which  must  necessarily  take  place. 

De  Lacy  himself,  as  he  learned  more  intimately  to 
know  the  merit  of  the  prize  which  he  was  desirous  of 
possessing,  looked  forward  with  different  feelings  towards 
the  union  than  those  with  which  he  had  first  proposed 
the  measure  to  Raymond  Berenger.  It  was  then  a  mere 
match  of  interest  and  convenience,  which  had  ocourred 
to  the  mind  of  a  proud  and  politic  feudal  lord,  as  the  best 
mode  of  consolidating  the  power  and  perpetuating  the 
line  of  his  family.  Nor  did  even  the  splendour  of 
Eveline's  beauty  make  that  impression  upon  De  Lacy 
which  it  was  calculated  to  do  on  the  fiery  and  impassioned 
chivalry  of  the  age.  He  was  passed  that  period  of  life 
when  the  wise  are  captivated  by  outward  form,  and  might 
have  said,  with  truth  as  well  as  with  discretion,  that  he 
could  have  wished  his  beautiful  bride  several  years  older, 
and  possessed  of  a  more  moderate  portion  of  personal 
charms,  in  order  to  have  rendered  the  match  more  fitted 
for  his  own  age  and  disposition.  This  stoicism,  however, 
vanished  when,  on  repeated  interviews  with  his  destined 
bride,  he  found  that  she  was  indeed  inexperienced  in  life, 
but  desirous  to  be  guided  by  superior  wisdom  ;  and  that, 
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although  gifted  with  high  spirit,  and  a  disposition  whid> 
began  to  recover  its  natural  elastic  gaiety,  she  was  gentle, 
docile,  and,  above  all,  endowed  with  a  finnness  of 
principle,  which  seemed  to  give  assurance  that  she  would 
tread  uprightly,  and  without  spot,  the  slippery  paths  in 
which  youth,  rank,  and  beauty  are  dooitied  to  move. 

As  feelings  of  a  warmer  and  more  impassioned  kind 
towards  Eveline  began  to  glow  in  De  Lacy's  bosom,  his 
engagements  as  a  Crusader  became  more  and  more 
burdensome  to  him.  The  ^nedictine  Abbess,  the  natural 
guardian  of  Eveline'"'  happiness,  added  to  these  feelings 
by  her  reasoning  and  remonstrances.  Although  a  nun 
and  a  devotee,  she  held  in  reverence  the  holy  state  of 
matrimony,  and  comprehended  so  much  of  it  as  to  be 
aware,  that  its  important  purposes  could  not  be  ac- 
complished while  the  whole  continent  of  Europe  was 
interposed  betwixt  the  married  pair ;  for  as  to  a  hint 
from  the  Constable  that  his  young  spouse  might  accom- 
pany him  into  the  dangerous  and  dissolute  precincts  of 
the  Crusaders'  camp,  the  good  lady  crossed  herself  with 
horror  at  the  proposal,  and  never  permitted  it  to  be  a 
second  time  mentioned  in  her  presence. 

It  was  not,  however,  uncommon  for  kings,  princes, 
and  other  persons  of  high  consequence,  who  had  taken 
upon  them  the  vow  to  rescue  Jerusalem,  to  obtain  delays, 
and  even  a  total  remission  of  their  engagement,  by  proper 
application  to  the  Church  of  Rome.  The  ConstaUe  was 
sure  to  possess  the  full  advantage  of  his  sovereign's 
interest  and  countenance,  in  seeking  permission  to  remain 
in  England,  for  he  wa&  the  noble  to  whose  valour  and 
policy  Henry  had  chiefly  intrusted  the  defence  of  the  dis- 
orderly Welsh  Marches ;  and  it  was  by  no  means  with 
his  good-will  that  so  useful  a  subject  had  ever  assumed 
the  cross. 

It  was  settled,  therefore,  in  private  betwixt  the  Abbess 
and  the  Constable,  that  the  latter  should  solicit  at  Rome, 
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and  with  the  Pope's  Legate  in  England,  a  remission  of 
his  vow  for  at  least  two  years  ;  a  favour  which  it  was 
thought  could  scarce  be  refused  to  one  of  his  wealth  and 
influence,  backed  as  it  was  with  the  most  liberal  ofifers  of 
assistance  towards  the  redemption  bf  the  Holy  Land. 
His  ofifers  were  indeed  munificent ;  for  he  proposed,  if 
his  own  personal  attendance  were  dispensed  with,  to  send 
an  hundred  lances  at  his  own  cost,  each  lance  accom- 
panied by  two  squires,  three  archers,  and  a  varlet  or 
horse-boy ;  being  double  the  retinue  by  which  his  own 
person  was  to  have  been  accompanied.  He  offered 
besides  to  deposit  the  sum  of  two  thousand  bezants  to 
the  general  expenses  of  the  expedition,  to  surrender  to 
the  use  of  the  Christian  armament  those  equipped  vessels 
which  he  had  provided,  and  which  even  now  awaited  the 
embarkation  of  himself  and  his  followers. 

Yet,  while  making  these  magnificent  proffers,  the 
Constable  could  not  help  feeling  they  would  be  in- 
adequate to  the  expectations  of  the  rigid  prelate  Baldwin, 
who,  as  he  had  himself  preached  the  crusade,  and  brought 
the  Constable  and  many  others  into  that  holy  engage- 
ment, must  needs  see  with  displeasiure  the  work  of  his 
eloquence  endangered,  by  the  retreat  of  so  important  an 
associate  from  his  lavourite  enterprise.  To  soften,  there- 
fore, his  disappointment  as  much  as  possible,  the  Qon- 
iAable  offered  to  the  Archbishop,  that,  in  the  event  of  his 
obtaining  lic^ise  to  remain  in  Britain,  his  forces  should 
be  led  by  his  nephew,  Damian  Lacy>  already  renowned 
for  his  early  feats  of  chivalry,  the  present  hope  of  his 
house,  and,  failing  heirs  of  his  own  body,  its  future  head 
and  support. 

The  Constable  took  the  most  prudent  method  of  com- 
mumcating  this  proposal  to  the  Archbishop  Baldwin, 
through  a  mutual  friend,  on  whose  good  offices  he  could 
depend,  and  whose  interest  with  the  Prelate  was  regarded 
as  great.  But  notwithstanding  the  splendour  of  the 
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proposal,  the  Prelate  heard  it  with  sullen  and  obstinate 
silence,  and  referred  for  answer  to  a  personal  conference 
with  the  Constable  at  an  appointed  day,  when  concerns 
of  the  church  would  call  the  Archbishop  to  the  city  of 
Gloucester.  The  report  of  the  mediator  was  such  as  in- 
duced the  Constable  to  expect  a  severe  struggle  with  the 
proud  and  powerful  churchman  ;  but,  himself  proud  and 
powerful,  and  backed  by  the  favour  of  his  sovereign,  he 
did  not  expect  to  be  foiled  in  the  contest. 

The  necessity  that  this  point  should  be  previously 
adjusted,  as  well  as  the  recent  loss  of  Eveline's  father, 
gave  an  air  of  privacy  to  De  Lacy's  courtship,  and  pre- 
vented its  being  signalised  by  tournaments  and  feats  of 
military  skill,  in  which  he  would  have  been  otherwise 
desirous  to  display  his  address  in  the  eyes  of  his 
mistress.  The  rules  of  the  convent  prevented  his  giving 
entertainments  of  dancing,  music,  or  other  more  pacific 
revels  ;  and  although  the  Constable  displayed  his  affection 
by  the  most  splendid  gifts  to  his  future  bride  and  her 
attendants,  the  whole  affair,  in  the  opinion  of  the  ex- 
perienced Dame  Gillian,  proceeded  more  with  the 
solemnity  of  a  funeral,  than  the  light  pace  of  an  ap- 
proaching bridal. 

The  bride  herself  felt  something  of  this,  and  thought 
occasionally  it  might  have  been  lightened  by  the  visits  of 
young  Damian,  in  whose  age,  so  nearly  corresponding  to 
her  own,  she  might  have  expected  some  relief  from  the 
formal  coiurtship  of  his  graver  uncle.  But  he  came  not ; 
and  from  what  the  Constable  said  concerning  him,  she 
was  led  to  imagine  that  the  relations  had,  for  a  time  at 
least,  exchanged  occupations  and  character.  The  elder 
De  Lacy,  continued,  indeed;  ih  nominal  observance  of 
his  vow,  to  dwell  in  a  pavilion  by  the  gates  of  Gloucester ; 
but  he  seldom  donned  his  armour,  substituted  costly 
damask  and  silk  for  his  war-worn  shamois  doublet,  and 
affected  at  his  advanced  time  of  life  more  gaiety  of  atth-e 
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than  his  contemporaries  remembered  as  distinguishing 
his  early  youth.  His  nephew,  on  the  contrary,  resided 
ahnost  constantly  on  the  marches  of  Wales,  occupied  in 
settling  by  prudence,  or  subduing  by  main  force,  the 
various  disturbances  by  which  these  provinces  were  con- 
tinually agitated ;  and  Eveline  learned  with  surprise,  that 
it  was  with  difficulty  his  imcle  had  prevailed  on  him  to 
be  present  at  the  ceremony  of  their  being  betrothed  to 
each  other,  or,  as  the  Normans  entitled  the  ceremony, 
their  fiangailles.  This  engagement,  which  preceded  the 
actual  marriage  for  a  space  more  or  less,  according  to 
circumstances,  was  usually  celebrated  with  a  solemnity 
corresponding  to  the  rank  of  the  contracting  parties. 

The  Constable  added,  with  expressions  of  regret,  that 
Damian  gave  himself  too  little  rest,  considering  his  early 
youth,  slept  too  little,  and  indulged  in  too  restless  a  dis- 
X>osition — that  his  health  was  suffering — and  that  a  learned 
■  Jewish  leech,  -whose  opinion  had  been  taken,  had  given 
his  advice  that  the  warmth  of  a  more  genial  climate  was 
necessary  to  restore  his  constitution  to  its  general  and 
natural  vigour. 

Eveline  heard  this  with' much  regret,  for  she  remem- 
bered Damian  as  the  angel  of  good  tidings,  who  first 
brought  her  news  of  deliverance  from  the  forces  of  the 
Welsh ;  and  the  occasions  on  which  they  had  met,  though 
mournful,  brought  a  sort  of  pleasure  in  recollection,  so 
gentle  had  been  the  youth's  deportment,  and  so  con- 
soling his  expressions  of  sympathy.  She  wished  she 
could  see  him,  that  she  might  herself  judge  of  the  nature 
of  his  illness  ;  for,  like  other  damsels  of  that  age,  she  was 
not  entirely  ignorant  of  the  art  of  heahug,  and  had  been 
taught  by  Father  Aldrovand,  himself  no  mean  physician, 
how  to  extract  healing  essences  from  plants  and  herbs 
gathered  under  planetary  hoiu^.  She  thought  it  possible 
that  her  talents  in  this  art,  slight  as  they  were,  might 
perhaps  be  of  service  to  one  already  her  friend  and 
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liberator,  and  soon   about  to  become   her  ver^  near 

reiation. 

It  was  therefore  with  a  sensation  of  pleastire,  mingled 
with  some  confusion  (at  the  idea,  doubtless,  of  assuming 
the  part  of  medical  adviser  t6  so  young  a  patient),  that 
one  evening,  while  the  convent  was  assembled  about 
some  business  of  their  chapter,  she  heard  Gillian  an- 
nounce that  the  kinsman  of  the  Lord  Constable  desired 
to  speak  with  her.  She  snatched  up  the  veil,  which  she 
wore  in  compliance  with  the  customs  of  the  house,  and 
hastily  descended  to  the  parlour,  commanding  the  at^ 
tendance  of  Gillian,  who,  nevertheless,  did  not  think 
proper  to  obey  the  signal. 

When  she  entered  the  apartment,  a  man  whom  she  had 
never  seen  before  advanced,  knelt  on  one  knee,  and 
taking  up  the  hem  of  her  veil,  saluted  it  with  an  air  of  the 
most  profound  respect.  She  stepped  back,  surprised  and 
alarmed,  although  there  was  nothing  in  the  appearance  of 
the  stranger  to  justify  her  apprehension.  He  seemed  to 
be  about  thirty  years  of  age,  tall  of  stature,  and  bearing^  a 
noble  though  wasted  form,  and  a  coimtenance  on  which 
tiiseasd,  or  perhaps  youthful  indulgence,  had  anticipated 
the  traces  of  age.  His  demeanour  seemed  courteous  and 
respectful,  even  in  a  degree  which  approached  to  excess, 
he  observed  Eveline's  surprise,  and  said,  in  a  tone  of 
pride,  mingled  with  emotion,  *'  I  fear  that  I  have  been 
mistaken,  and  that  my  visit  is  regarded  as  an  unwelcome 
intrusion."  . 

"Arise,  sir,"  answered  Eveline,  "arid  let  me  know 
your  name  and  business.  I  was  summoned  to  a  kins- 
man of  the  Constable  of  Chester." 

*'  And  you  expected  the  stripling  iDamian,"  answered 
the  stranger.  "But  the  match  with  which  England 
rings  will  connect  you  with  others  of  the  house  besides 
that  young  person  ;  and  amongst  these,  with  the  hick- 
less  Randal  de  Lacy.  Perhaps,"  continued  he,  "the 
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fair  Eveline  Berenger  may  not  even  have  heard  his  name 
breathed  by  his  more  fortunate  kinsman — ^more  fortunate 
in  every  respect,  but  mast  fortunate  in  his  present  pro- 
spects." 

This  compliment  was  accompanied  by  a  deep  rever- 
ence, and  Ev^ne  stood  much  embarrassed  how  to  reply 
to  his  civilities  ;  for  although  she  now  remembered  to 
have  heard  this  Randal  lightly  mentioned  by  the  Con- 
stable when  speaking  of  his  family,  it  was  in  terms  which 
imphed  there  was  no  good  understanding  betwixt  them. 
She  therefore  only  returned  his  courtesy  by  general 
thanks  for  the  honour  of  his  visit,  trusting  he  would  then 
retire  ;  but  stich  was  not  his  purpose. 

**I  comprehend,"  he  said,  "from  the  coldness  with 
which  the  Lady  Eveline  Berenger  receives  me,  that  what 
she  has  heard  of  me  from  my  kinsman  (if  indeed  he 
thought  me  worthy  of  being  mentioned  to  her  at  all) 
has  been,  to  say  the  least,  unfavourable.  And  yet  my 
name  once  stood  as  high  in  fields  and  courts,  as  that  of 
the  Constable ;  nor  is  it  aught  more  disgraceful  than 
what  is  indeed  often  esteemed  the  worst  of  disgraces — 
poverty,  which  prevents  my  still  aspiring  to  places  of 
honour  and  £une.  If  my  youthful  follies  have  been 
numerous,  I  have  paid  for  them  by  the  loss  of  my  for- 
tune, and  the  degradation  of  my  condition  ;  and  therein, 
my  happy  kinsman  might,  if  he  pleased,  do  me  some 
aid — I  mean  not  with  his  purse  or  estate  ;  for,  poor  as  I 
am,  I  woukl  not  live  on  alms  extorted  from  the  reluctant 
hand  of  an  estranged  friend  ;  but  his  countenance  would 
put  him  to  no  cost,  and,  in  so  far,  I  might  expect  some 
favour." 

"In  that  my  Lord  Constable,"  said  Eveline,  "must 
judge  for  himseU^  I  have— as  yet,  at  least— no  right  to  inter- 
fere in  his  fiamily  affairs  ;  and  if  I  should  ever  have  such 
right,  it  will  well  become  me  to  be  cautious  how  I  use  it." 

"It  is  prudently  answered,"  replied  Randal;    "but 
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what  I  asked  of  you  is  merely,  that  you,  in  your  gentle- 
ness, would  please  to  convey  to  my  cousin  a  suit,  \which 
I  find  it  hard  to  bring  my  ruder  tongue  to  utter  with 
sufficient  submission.  The  usurers,  whose  claims  have 
eaten  like  a  canker  into  my  means,  now  menace  me  with 
a  dungeon — a  threat  which  they  dared  not  mutter,  fiar 
less  attempt  to  execute,  were  it  not  that  they  see  me  an 
outcast,  unprotected  by  the  natiu^  head  of  my  family, 
and  regard  me  rather  as  they  would  some  unfriended 
vagrant,  than  as  a  descendant  of  the  powerful  house  of 
Lacy." 

"  It  is  a  sad  necessity,"  replied  Eveline  ;  **  but  I  see 
not  how  I  can  help  you  in  such  extremity." 

"Easily,"  replied  Randal  de«Lacy,  i.**The  day  of 
your  betrothal  is  fixed,  as  I  hear  reported  ;  and  it  is  your 
right  to  select  what  witnesses  you  please  to  thesolenmity, 
which  may  the  saints  bless !  To  every  one  but  [mysefr, 
presence  or  absence  upon  that  occasion  is  a  matter  of 
mere  ceremony — ^to  me  it  is  almost  hfe  or  death.  So  am 
I  situated,  that  the  marked  instance  of  3light  or  con- 
tempt, -implied  by  my  exclusion  from  this  meeting  of 
our  family,  will  be  held  for  the  signal  of  my  final  expul- 
sion from  the  House  of  the  De  Lacjrs,  and  for  a  thou- 
sand bloodhounds  to  assail  me  without  mercy  or  for- 
bearance, whom,  cowards  as  they  are,  even  the  slightest 
show  of  countenance  from  my  powerful  kinsman  would 
compel  to  stand  at  bay.  But  why  should  I  occupy 
your  time  in  talking  thus  ? — Farewell,  madam — ^be  happy 
— and  do  not  think  of  me  the  more  harshly,  that  for  a 
few  minutes  I  have  broken  the  tenor  of  your  happy 
thoughts,  by  forcing  my  misfortunes  on  your  notice." 

"Stay,  sir,"  said  Eveline,  affected  by  the  tone  and 
manner  of  the  noble  suppliant ;  "you  shall  not  have  it 
to  say  that  you  have  told  your  distress  to  Eveline  Beren- 
ger,  without  receiving  such  aid  as  is  in  her  power  to  give. 
I  will  mention  your  request  to  the  Constable  of  Chester." 
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"You  must  do  more,  if  you  really  mean  to  assist  me," 
said  Randal  de  Lacy;  "you  must  make  that  request 
your  own.  You  do  not  know,"  said  he,  continuing  to 
bend  on  her  a  fixed  and  expressive  look,  "  bow  hard  it 
is  to  change  the  fixed  purpose  of  a  De  Lacy — a  twelve- 
month hence  you  will  probably  be  better  acquainted 
with  the  firm  texture  of  our  resolutions.  But,  at  present, 
what  can  withstand  your  wish  should  you  deign  to 
express  it  ?  " 

**  Your  suit,  sir,  shall  not  be  lost  for  want  of  my 
advancing  it  with  my  good  word  and  good  wishes," 
replied  Eveline  ;  "  but  you  must  be  well  aware  that  its 
success  or  failure  must  rest  with  the  Constable  himself" 

Randal  de  Lacy  took  his  leave  with  the  same  air  of 
deep  reverence  which  had  marked  his  entrance ;  only 
that,  as  he  then  saluted  the  skirt  of  Eveline's  robe,  he 
now  rendered  the  same  homage  by  touching  her  hand 
with  his  lip.  She  saw  him  depart  with  a  mixture  of 
emotions,  in  which  compassion  was  predominant ;  al- 
though in  his  complaints  of  the  Constable's  unkindness 
to  him  there  was  something  offensive,  and  his  avowal  of 
follies  and  excess  seemed  uttered  rather  in  the  spirit  of 
wounded  pride,  than  in  that  of  contrition. 

When  Eveline  next  saw  the  Constable,  she  told  him 
of  the  visit  of  Randal  and  of  his  request ;  and,  strictly 
observing  his  countenance  while  she  spoke,  she  saw, 
that  at  the  first  mention  of  his  kinsman's  name,  a  gleam 
of  anger  shot  along  his  features.  He  soon  subdued  it, 
however,  and,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  ground,  listened  to 
Eveline's  detailed  account  of  the  visit,  and  her  request 
**  that  Randal  might  be  one  of  the  invited  witnesses  to 
ih€vc  fiangailles. ' ' 

The  Constable  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  he  were 

considering  how  to  elude  the  solicitation.     At  length  he 

replied,  "You  do  not  know  for  whom  you  ask  this,  or 

you  would  perhaps  have  forborne  your  request ;  neither 
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are  you  apprised  of  its  full  import,  though  my  crafty 
cousin  well  knows,  that  when  I  do  him  this  grace  which 
he  asks,  I  bind  myself,  as  it  were,  in  the  eye  of  the  world 
once  more — and  it  will  be  for  the  third  time — to  interfere 
in  his  affairs,  and  place  them  on  such  a  footing  as  may 
afford  him  the  means  of  re-establishing  his  fallen  conse- 
quence, and  repairing  his  numerous  errors." 

"And  wherefore  not,  my  lord?"  said  the  generous 
Eveline.  "If  he  has  been  ruined  only  through  follies* 
he  is  now  of  an  age  when  these  are  no  longer  tempting 
snares  ;  and  if  his  heart  and  hand  he  good,  he  may  yet 
be  an  honour  to  the  House  of  De  Lacy." 

The  Constable  shook  his  head.  "He  hath  indeed," 
he  said,  "  a  heart  and  hand  fit  for  service,  God  knoweth, 
whether  in  good  or  eviL  But  never  shall  it  be  said  that 
you,  my  fair  Eveline,  made  request  of  Hugh  de  LAcy, 
which  he  was  not  to  his  uttermost  willing  to  oomfriy 
with.  Randal  shall  attend  at  our  fian^ailles ;  there  is 
indeed  the  more  cause  for  his  attendance,  as  I  somewhat 
fear  we  may  lack  that  of  our  valued  nepheW  Daniian, 
whose  malady  rather  increases  than  declines,  and,  as  I 
hear,  with  strange  symptoms  of  unwonted  disturbance 
of  mind  and  starts  of  temper,  to  which  the  youih  had 
not  hitherto  been  subject" 


CHAP.  XVII. 

Ring  out  the  merry  bell,  the  bride  a^prwtchet^ 
The  blush  upon  her  cheek  has  shamed  the  mommg^ 
For  that  is  dawnitig palely.    Grants  good  saints. 
These  clouds  betoken  nought  of  evil  omen  /—Old  PlaV. 

HE  day  of  the  fian^ailles,  or  espousals,  was 
I  now  approcu:hing ;  and  it  seems  that  neither  the 
1  profession  of  the  Abbess,  nor  her  practice  at 
least,  were  sa  rigid  as  to  prevent  her  selecting  the  great 
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parloiir  of  the  convent  for  that  holy  rite,  although  neces- 
sarily introducing  many  male  guests  within  those  vestal 
precincts,  and  notwithstanding  that  the  rite  itself  was 
the  preliminary  to  a  state  which  the  inmates  of  the 
cloister  had  renounced  for  ever.  The  Abbess's  Norman 
pride  of  birth,  and  the  veaX  interest  which  she  took  in 
her  niece's  advancement,  overcame  all  scruples  ;  and  the 
venerable  mother  might  be  seen  in  unwonted  bustle, 
now  giving  orders  to  the  gardener  for  decking  the  apart- 
ment with  flowers— now  to  her  cellaress,  her  precentrix, 
and  the  lay-sisters  of  the  kitchen,  for  preparing  a  splendid 
banquet,  mingling  her  (x>mmands  on  these  worldly  sub- 
jects with  an  occaaonal  ejaculation  on  their  vanity  and 
worthlessness,  and  every  now  and  then  converting  the 
busy  and  anxious  looks  which  she  threw  upon  her  pre- 
parations into  a  solemn  turning  upward  of  eyes  and 
folding  of  hands,  as  one  who  sighed  over  the  mere 
earthly  pomp  which  she  took  such  trouble  in  super- 
intending. At  another  time  the  good  lady  might  have 
been  seen  in  close  consultation  with  Father  Aldrovand, 
upon  the  ceremonial,  civil  and  religious,  whk^h  was  to 
accompany  a  solemnity  of  such  consequence  to  her 
family. 

Meanwhile  the  reins  of  discipline,  although  relaxed 
for  a  season,  were  not  entirely  thrown  loose.  The  outer 
court  of  the  convent  was  indeed  for  the  time  opened  for 
the  reception  of  the  male  sex  ;  but  the  younger  sisters 
and  novices  of  the  house  being  carefully  secluded  in  the 
more  inner  apartments  of  the  extensive  building,  under 
the  immediate  eye  of  a  grim  old  nun,  or,  as  the  con- 
ventual rule  designed  her,  an  ancient,  sad,  and  virtuous 
person,  termed  Mistress  of  the  Novices,  were  not  per* 
mitted  to  pollute  thehr  eyes  by  looking  on  waving  plumes 
and  rustling  mantles.  A  few  sisters,  indeed,  of  the 
Abbess's  own  standing,  were  left  at  liberty,  being  such 
goods  as  it  was  thought  coul4  not,  in  shopman's  phrase, 
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take  harm  from  the  air,  and  are  therefore  left  lying 
loose  on  the  counter.  These  antiquated  dames  went 
mumping  about  with  much  affected  indifference,  and  u 
great  deal  of  real  curiosity,  endeavouring  indirectly  to 
get  information  concerning  names,  and  dresses,  and 
decorations,  without  daring  to  show  such  interest  in 
these  vanities  as  actual  questions  on  the  subject  might 
have  impUed. 

A  stout  band  of  the  Constable's  spearmen  guarded 
the  gate  of  the  nunnery,  admitting  within  the  hallowed 
precinct  the  few  only  who  were  to  be  present  at  the 
solemnity,  with  their  principal  attendants,  and  While  the 
former  were  ushered  with  all  due  ceremony  into  the 
apartments  dressed  out  for  the  occasion,  the  attendants, 
although  detained  in  the  outer  court,  were  Uberally  sup- 
plied with  refreshments  of  the  most  substantial  kind  ; 
and  had  the  amusement,  so  dear  to  the  menial  classes, 
of  examining  and  criticising  their  masters  and  mistresses, 
as  they  passed  into  the  interior  apartments  prepared  for 
their  reception. 

Amongst  the  domestics  who  were  thus  employed  were 
old  Raoul  the  huntsman  and  his  jolly  dame  ; — he  gay 
and  glorious,  in  a  new  cassock  of  green  velvet,  she 
gracious  and  comely,  in  a  kirtle  of  yellow  silk,  fringed 
with  minivair,  and  that  at  no  mean  cost,  were  equally 
busied  in  beholding  the  gay  spectacle.  The  most  in- 
veterate wars  have  their  occasional  terms  of  trace  ;  the 
roost  bitter  and  boisterous  weather  its  hours  of  warmth 
and  of  calmness ;  and  so  was  it  with  the  matrimonial 
horizon  of  this  amiable  pair,  which,  usually  cloudy,  had 
now  for  brief  space  cleared  up.  The  splendour  of  their 
new  apparel,  the  mirth  of  the  spectacle  around  them, 
with  the  aid,  perhaps,  of  a  bowl  of  muscadine  quaffed 
by  Raoul,  and  a  cup  of  hippocras  sipped  by  his  wife, 
had  rendered  them  rather  more  agreeable  in  each  other's 
eyes  than  was  their  wont ;  good  cheer  being  in  such 
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cases,  as  oil  is  to  a  rusty  lock,  the  means  of  making 
those  valves  move  smoothly  and  glibly,  which  otherwise 
work  not  together  at  all,  or  by  shrieks  and  groans  ex- 
press their  reluctance  to  move  in  union.  The  pair  had 
stuck  themselves  into  a  kind  of  niche,  three  or  four  steps 
from  the  ground,  which  contained  a  small  stone  bench, 
whence  their  curious  eyes  could  scrutinise  with  advan- 
tage every  guest  who  entered  the  court. 

Thus  placed,  and  in  their  present  state  of  temporary 
concord,  Raoul  with  his  frosty  visage  formed  no  ifnapt 
representative  of  January,  the  bitter  father  of  the  year  ; 
and  though  Gillian  was  past  the  delicate  bloom  of  youth- 
ful May,  yet  the  melting  fire  of  a  full  black  eye,  and  the 
genial  glow  of  a  ripe  and  crimson  cheek,  made  her  a 
lively  type  of  the  fruitful  and  jovial  August.  Dame 
Gillian  used  to  make  it  her  boast,  that  she  could  please 
everybody  with  her  gossip,  when  she  chose  it,  from 
Rajnoaond  Berenger  down  to  Robin  the  horse-boy ;  and 
like  a  gdod  house-wife,  who,  to  keep  her  hand  in  use, 
will  sometimes  even  condescend  to  dress  a  dish  for  her 
husband's  sole  eating,  she  now  thought  proper  to  prac- 
tise her  powers  of  pleasing  on  old  Raoul,  fairly'conquer- 
ing,  in  her  successful  sallies  of  mirth  and  satire,  not  only 
his  cynical  temperament  towards  all  human  kind,  but 
his  peculiar  and  special  disposition  to  be  testy  with  his 
spouse.  Her  jokes,  such  as  they  were,  and  the  coquetry 
with  which  they  were  enforced,  had  such  an  effect  on 
this  Timon  of  the  woods,  that  he  curled  up  his  cynical 
nose,  displayed  his  few  straggling  teeth  like  a  cur  about 
to  bite,  broke  out  into  a  barking  laugh,  which  was 
more  like  the  cry  of  one  of  his  own  hounds — stopped 
short  in  the  explosion,  as  if  he  had  suddenly  recollected 
that  it  was  out  of  character  ;  yet,  ere  he  resumed  his 
acrimonious  gravity,  shot  such  a  glance  at  Gillian  as 
made  his  nut-cracker  jaws,  pinched  eyes,  and  convolved 
nose,  bear  no  small  resemblance  to  one  of  those  fan- 
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tastic  faces  which  decorate  the  upper  end  of  old  bass- 
viols. 

' '  Is  not  this  better  than  laying  your  dog-leash  on  your 
loving  wife,  as  if  she  were  a  bradh  of  the  kennel?"  said 
August  to  January. 

"In  troth  is  it,"  answered  January,  in  a  frost-bitten 
tone  ; — "  and  so  it  is  also  better  than  doing  the  brach> 
tricks*  which  bring  the  leash  into  exercise." 

"Humph!"  said  Gillian,  in  the  tone  of  one  who 
thought  her  husband's  proposition  might  bear  being  dis« 
puted  ;  but  instantly  changing  the  note  to  that  of  tender 
complaint,  "Ah!  Raoul,"  she  said,  "do  you  not  re- 
m^nber  how  you  once  beat  me  because  our  late  lord—- 
Our  Lady  assoilzie  him  ! — took  my  crimson  t»'east-knot 
for  a  peony  rose  ?  " 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  the  huntsman  ;  "  I  remember  our  old 
master  would  make  such  mistakes — Our  Lady  assoilzie 
him  !  as  you  say — ^The  best  hound  will  hunt  counter." 

"And  how  could  you  think,  dearest  Raoul,  to  let  the 
wife  of  thy  bosom  go  so  long  without  a  new  kirtle  ?  " 
said  his  helpmate. 

"  Why'  thou  hast  got  one  from  om  young  lady  that 
might  serve  a  Countess,"  said  Raoul,  his  concord  jarred 
by  her  touching  this  chord — "  how  many  kirtles  wouldst 
thou  have  ?  " 

"  Only  two,  kind  Raoul ;  just  that  folk  may  not  count 
their  children's  age  by  the  date  of  Dame  Gillian's  last 
new  gown." 

"  Well,  well — it  is  hard  that  a  man  cannot  be  in  good 
humour  once  and  away  without  being  made  to  pay  for 
it.  But  thou  shalt  have  a  new  kirtle  at  Michaelmas, 
when  1  sell  the  bucks*  hides  for  the  season.  The  very 
antlers  should  bring  a  good  penny  this  year." 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  Gillian ;  "  I  ever  tell  thee,  husband, 
the  horns  would  be  worth  the  hide  in  a  fair  market." 

Raoul  turned  briskly  round,  as  if  a  wasp  had  stung 
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him,  and  there  is  no  guessing  what  his  reply  might  have 
been  to  this  seemingly  innocent  observation,  had  not  a 
gallant  horseman  at  that  instant  entered  the  court,  and, 
dismounting  like  the  others,  gave  his  horse  to  the  charge 
of  a  squire,  or  equerry,  whose  attire  blazed  with  em- 
Iffoidery. 

"  By  Saint  Hubert,  a  proper  horseman,  and  a  destrier 
for  an  earl,"  said  Raoul ;  "and  my  Lord  Constable's 
liveries  withal — ^yet  I  know  not  the  gallant." 

'*  But  I  do,"  said  Gillian  ;  "  it  is  Randal  de  Lacy,  the 
Constable's  kinsman,  and  as  good  a  man  as  ever  came 
of  the  name  ! " 

"Oh!  by  Saint  Hubert,  T  have  heard  of  him — ^men 
say  he  is  a  reveller,  and  a  jangler,  and  a  waster  of  his 
goods." 

"  Men  lie  now  and  then,"  said  Gillian,  drily. 

"And  women  also,"  replied  Raoul ; — "why,  methinks 
he  winked  on  thee  just  now." 

"That  right  eye  of  thine  saw  never  true  since  bur 
J5fobd  lord— Saint  Mary  rest  him  ! — flung  a  cup  of  wine 
ii  thy  face,  for  pressing  over  boldly  into  his  withdrawing- 
room." 

"  I  marvel,"  said  Raoul,  as  if  he  heard  her  not,  "  that 
yonder  ruifflfer  comes  hither.  I  have  heard  that  he  is 
suspected  to  have  attempted  the  Constable's  life,  and 
that  they  have  not  spoken  together  for  five  years." 

"He  comes  on  my  young  lady's  invitation,  and  that 
I  know  full  well,"  said  Dame  Gillian  ;  "and  he  is  less 
like  to '  do  the  Constable  wrong  than  to  have  wrong  at 
his  hand,  poor  gentleman,  as  indeed  he  has  had  enough 
of  that  already." 

"And  who  told  thee  so  ?  "  said  Raoul,  bitterly. 

"  No  matter,  it  was  one  who  knew  all  about  it  very 
well,"  said  the  dame,  who  began  to  fear  that,  in  display- 
ing her  triumph  of  superior  information,  she  had  been 
rather  over  commimicative. 
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"  It  nmst  have  been  the  devil,  or  Randal  himself." 
said  Raoul,  "for  no  other  raouth  is  large  enough  for 
such  a  lie. — But  hark  ye.  Dame  Gillian,  who  is  he  that 
presses  forward  next,  like  a  man  that  scarce  sees  how  he 
goes  ?  " 

' '  Even  your  angel  of  grace,  my  young  Squire  Damian«" 
said  Dame  Gillian. 

"  It  is  impossible ! "  answered  Raoul — "call  me  blind 
if  thou  wilt : — ^but  I  have  never  seen  man  so  ehaii^ed  in 
a  few  weeks^and  his  attire  is  flung  on  him  so  wildly  as  if 
he  wore  a  horse-cloth  round  him  instead  of  a  mantle — 
What  can  ail  the  youth? — ^he  has  made  a  dead  pause  at 
the  door,  as  if  he  saw  something  on  the  threshold  that  de- 
barred his  entrance. — Saint  Hubert*  but  he  looks  as  if  he 
were  elf-stricken ! " 

"You  ever  thought  him  such  a  treasure  1"  said 
Gillian  ;  "and  now  look  at  hira  as  he  stands  by  the  side 
of  a  real  gentleman,  how  he  stares  and  treaa^es  as  il  he 
were  distraught." 

"  I  will  speak  to  him,"  said  Riaoul.  ibigettiDg  his 
lameness^  and  springing  from  his  elevated  station.—"  I 
will  speak  to  him,  and  if  he  be  unwell,  I  have  my  lancets 
and  fleams  to  bleed  num  as  well  as  brute." 

"And  a  fit  physician  for  such  a  patient,"  muttered 
Gillian,-^"  a  dog-leech  for  a  dreamy  madman,  that 
neither  knows  h^s  own  disease  nor  the  way  to  cure  it" 

Meanwhile  the  okl  huntsman  made  his  way  towards 
the  entrance,  before  which  Damian  remained  Standing,  in 
apparent  imcertainty  whether  be  should  enter  or  not, 
regardless  of  the  crowd,  around,  and-  at  the  same  time 
attracting  their  attention  by  the  singularity  of  his  de- 
portment. 

Raoul  had  a  private  xe^gard  for  Damian ;  for  which, 
perhaps,  it  was  a  chief  reason,  that  of  late  his  wife  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  speaking  of  him  in  a  tone  more  dis- 
respectful than  she  usually  applied  to  handsome  young 
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men.  Besides,  he  understood  the  youth  ^was  a  second 
Sir  Tristrem  in  silvan  sports  by  wood  and  river,  and  there 
needed  no  more  to  fetter  Raoul's  soul  to  him  with  bands 
of  steel.  He  saw  with  great  concern  his  conduct  atttact 
general  notice,  mixed  with  some  ridicule. 

"  He  stands,"  said  the  town-jester,  who  had  crowded 
into  the  gay  throng,  "  before  the  gate,  like  Bala^xi's  ass 
in  the  Mystery,  when  the  animal  sees  so  much  more  than 
can  be  seen  by  any  one  else." 

A  cut  from  Raoul's  ready  leash  rewarded  the  felicity 
of  this  application,  and  sent  the  fool  howling  off  to  seek 
a  more  favourable  audience  for  his  pleasantly.  At  the 
same  time  Raoul  pressed  up  to  Damian,  and  with  an 
earnestness  very  different  from  his  usual  dry  causticity  of 
manner,  begged  him  for  God's  sake  not  to  make  himself 
the  general  spectacle,  by  standing  there  as  if  the  devil 
sat  on  the  doorway,  but  either  to  enter,  or,  what  might 
be  as  becoming,  to  retire,  and  make  himself  more  fit  in 
apparel  for  att^iding  on  a  solemnity  so  nearly  concerning 
liis  house. 

'*  And  what' ails  my  apparel,  old  man  ?  "  said  Damian, 
turning  sternly  on  the  himtsman,  as  one  who  has  been 
hastily  and  uncivilly  roused  from  a  reverie." 

*'  Only  with  respect  to  your  valour,"  answered  the 
huntsman,  "men  do  not  usually  put  old  mantles  over 
new  doublets ;  and  raethinks,  with  submission,  that  of 
yours  neither  accords  with  your  dresS,  nor  is  fitted  for 
this  noble  presence." 

"Thou  art  a  fool ! "  answered  Damian,  "and  as  green 
in  wit  as  grey  in  year&  Know  you  not  that  in  these 
days  the  young  and  old  consort  together — contract  to- 
gether— ^wed  together?  and  should  we  take  more  care  to 
make  our  apparel  consistent  than  our  actton&?  " 

"For  God's  sake,  my  lord,"  said  Raoul,  "forbear 
these  vnld  and  dangero\is  words  !  they  may  be  heard  by 
other  ears  than  mine,  and  construed  by  worse  inter- 
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preters.  There  may  be  here  those  who  will  pretend  to 
track  mischief  from  light  words,  as  I  would  find  a  buck 
from  his  frayings.  Your  cheek  is  pale,  my  lord,  your  eye 
is  bloodshot ;  for  Heaven's  sake,  retire  ! " 

"  I  will  not  retire,"  said  Damian,  with  yet  more  dis- 
temperature  of  manner,  "till  I  have  seen  the  Lady 
Eveline." 

"For  the  sake  of  all  the  saints,"  ejaculated  Raoul, 
"not  now  ! — You  will  do  my  lady  incredible  injury  by 
forcing  yourself  into  her  presence  in  this  condition." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  said  Damian,  the  remark  seeming 
to  operate  as  a  sedative  which  enabled  him  to  collect  his 
scattered  thoughts, — "Do  you  really  think  so? — I 
thought  that  to  have  looked  upon  her  once  moFe*—but 
no — you  are  in  the  right,  old  man." 

He  turned  from  the  door  as  if  to  withdraw,  but  ere  he 
could  accomplish  his  purpose,  he  turned  yet  more  psUe 
than  before,  staggered,  and  fell  on  the  pavement  ere 
Raoal  could  afford  him  his  support,  useless  as  that  might 
have  proved.  Those  who  raised  him  were  surprised  to 
observe  that  his  garments  were  soiled  with  blood,  and 
that  the  stains  upon  his  cloak,  which  had  been  criticised 
by  Raoul,  were  of  the  same  complexion.  A  grave- 
lodking  personage,  wrapped  in  a  sad-coloured  mantle, 
came  f<Mth  from  the  crowd. 

"  I  knew  how  it  would  be,"  he  said  ;  "  I  made  vene- 
section this  morning,  and  commanded  repose  and  sleep 
according  to  the  aphorisms  of  Hippocrates ;  but  if  yoimg 
gentlemen  will  neglect  the  ordinance  of  their  physician,  . 
medicine  will  avenge  herself.  It  is  impossible  that  my 
batadage  or  ligature,  knit  by  these  fingers,  should  have 
started,  but  to  avenge  the  neglect  of  the  precepts  of  art." 

"What  means  this  prate?  "  said  the  voice  erf  the  Con- 
stable, before  which  all  others  were  silent.     He  had  been 
summoned  forth  just  as  the  right  of  espousal  or  betroth- 
ing was  concluded,  on  the  confusion    occasioned  bj 
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Damian's  situation,  and  now  sternly  commanded  the 
physician  to  replace  the  bandages  which  had  slipped 
from  his  nephew's  arm,  himself  assisting  in  the  task  of 
supporting  the  patient,  with  the  anxious  and  deeply 
agitated  feelings  of  one  who  saw  a  near  and  justly  valued 
relative — as  yet,  the  heir  of  his  fame  and  family — stretched 
before  him  in  a  condition  so  dangerous. 

But  the  griefs  of  the  powerful  and  fortimate  are  often 
mingled  with  an  impatience  of  an  interrupted  prosperity. 
• '  What  means  this  ?  "  he  demajided  stertily  of  the  leech. 
' '  I  sent  you  this  morning  to  attend  my  nephew  on  the 
first  tidings  of  his  illness,  and  commanded  that  he  should 
make  no  attempt  to  be  present  on  this  day's  solemnity, 
yet  I  find  him  in  this  state,  and  in  this  place." 

"So  please  your  lordship,"  replied  the  leech,  with  a 
conscious  self-importance,  which  even  the  presence  of  the 
Constable  could  not  subdue—"  Curatio  estcanonUa,  non 
coacta;  which  signifieth,  my  lord,  that  the  physician 
acteth  his  cure  by  rules  of  art  and  science — ^by  advice -and 
prescription,  but  not  by  force  or  violence  upon  the 
patient,  who  cannot  be  at  all  benefited  unless  he  be 
voluntarily  amenable  to  the  orders  of  his  medicum." 

"Tell  me  not  of  your  jargon,"  said  De  Lacy  ;  "  if  my 
nephew  was  light-headed  enough  to  attempt  to  come 
hither  in  the  heat  of  a  delirious  distemper,  you  should 
have  had  sense  to  prevent  him,  had  it  been  by  actual 
force." 

"  It  may  be,"  said  Randal  de  Lacy,  joinmg  the  crowd, 
who,  forgetting  the  cause  which  had  brought  them 
together,  were  now  assembled  about  Damian,  "that 
more  powerful  was  the  magnet  which  drew  our  kinsman 
hither,  than  aught  the  leech  could  do  to  withhold  him." 

The  Constable,  still  busied  about  his  nephew,  looked 
up  as  Randal  spoke,  and  when  he  was  done,  asked,  v«th 
formal  coldness  of  manner,  "  Ha,  fair  kinsman,  of  what 
magnet  do  you  speak  ?" 
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"Surely  of  your  nephew's  love  and  regard  to  your 
lordship,"  answered  Randal,  "which,  not  to  mention  his 
respect  for  the  Lady  Eveline,  must  have  comfpellcd  him 
hither,  if  his  limbs  were  able  to  bear  him. — ^i^d  here 
the  bride  comes,  I  think,  in  charity,  to  thank  him  for 
his  zeal." 

••  What  unhappy  case  is  this  ?"  said  the  Lady  Eveline, 
pressing  forward,  much  disordered  with  the  intelligence 
of  Damian's  dangeTf  which  had  been  suddenly  conveyed 
to  her.  *'  Is  there  nothing  in  which  my  poor  service 
may  avail?" 

"Nothitig,  lady,"  said  the  Constable,  rising  from 
beside  his  nephew,  and  taddng  her  hand  ;  "your  kindness 
is  here  mistimed.  This  motley  assembly,  this  unseeming 
confusion,  become  not  your  presence." 

*•  Unless  it  could  be  helpful,  my  lord,"  said  Eveline 
eagerly.  **  It  is  your  nephew  who  is  in  danger*- my 
deliverer — one  of  my  deliverers,  I  would  say." 

**  He  is  fitly  attended  by  his  chirurgeon,"  said  the 
Constable,  leading  back  his  reluctant  bride  to  the 
convent,  while  the  medical  attendant  triumphantly 
exclaimed, 

••Well  judgeth  my  Lord  Constable,  to  withdraw  his 
noble  lady  from  the  host  of  petticoated  empirics,  who, 
like  so  many  Amazons,  break  in  upon  and  derange  the 
regular  course  of  physical  practice,  with  their  petulant 
prognostics,  their  rash  recipes,  their  mithridate,  their 
febrifuges,  their  amulets,  and  their  charms.  Well 
^peaketh  the  Ethnic  poet, 

Non  audet,  nisi  quae  didicit,  dare  quod  mediconim  est ; 
Promittunt  medici — tractant  fabrilia  fabri." 

As  he  repeated  these  lines  with  much  emphasis,  the 

doctor  permitted  his  patient's  arm  to  drop  firom  his  hand, 

that  he  might  aid  the  cadence  with  a  flourish  of  his  own. 

"There,"  said  he  to  the  spectators,  ••is  what  none  of 
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yoU  tinderstand— no,  by  Saint  Luke,  nor  the  Constable 
himself." 

"  But  he  knows  how  to  whip  in  a  hound  that  babbles 
when  he  should  be  busy,"  Said  Raoul ;  and,  silenced  by 
this  hint,  the  chirurgeon  betook  himself  to  his  proper 
duty,  of  superintending  the  removal  of  young  Damian  to 
an  apartment  in  the  neighbouring  street,  where  the 
symptoms  of  his  disorder  seemed  rather  to  increase  than 
dimhiish,  and  speedily  required  all  the  skill  and  attention 
which  the  leech  could  bestow. 

The  subscription  of  the  contract  of  marriage  had,  as 
already  noticed,  be6n  ju^  concluded,  when  the  company 
assemWed  on  the  occasion  were  interrupted  by  the  news 
of  Damian's  illness.  When  the  Constable  led  his  bride 
from  the  courtyard  into  the  apartment  where  the  company 
was  assembled,  there  was  discomposure  and  uneasiness 
on  the  countenasice  of  both ;  and  it  was  not  a  little 
increased  by  the  bridte  pulling  her  hand  hastily  from  the 
hold  of  the  bridegroom,  on  observing  that  the  latter  was 
stained  with  tfecent  blobd,  and  had  in  truth  left  the  same 
stamp  upon  her  own.  With  a  faint  exclamation  she 
showed  the  marks  to  Rose,  saying  at  the  same  time, 
•'  What  bodes  thJs?-^Is  this  the  revenge  of  the  Bloody- 
fingei'  already  commencing  ?  " 

"It  bodes  nothing,  my  dearest  lady,"  said  Rose—"  it 
is  our  fears  that  are  prophets,  not  those  trifles  which  we 
take  for  augury.  For  God's  sake,  speak  to  my  lord  I  He 
is  ^iffpHsed  at  your  agitation." 

"  Let  him  ask  me  the  cause  himself,"  said  Eveline  ; 
''fitter  it  should  be  told  at  his  bidding,  than  be  offered 
by  me  tmftsked." 

The  Constable,  ifcrhile  his  bride  stood  thus  conversing 
with  her  maiden,  had  also  observed,  that  in  his  anxiety 
to  assist  his  nephew,  he  had  transferred  part  of  his  blood 
fix)m  his  own  hands  to  Eveline's  dress.  He  came  forward 
tL)  apologise  for  what  at  such  a  moment  seemed  almor' 
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ominous.    "  Fair  lady,"  said  he,  "  the  blood  of  a  true  De 
Lacy  can  never  bode  aught  but  peace  and  happiness  to  you. '  * 

Eveline  seemed  as  if  she  would  havje  answered,  but 
could  not  immediately  find  words.  The  faithful  Rose, 
at  the  risk  of  incurring  the  censure  of  being  over  for- 
ward, hastened  to  reply  to  the  compliment  "Every 
damsel  is  bound  to  believe  what  you  say,  my  noble 
lord,"  was  her  answer,  "  knowing  how  readily  that  blood 
hath  ever  flowed  for  protecting  the  distressed,  and  so 
lately  for  our  own  relief." 

"It  is  well  spoken,  little  one,"  answered  the  Con- 
stable ;  "and  the  Lady  Eveline  is  happy  in  a  maiden 
who  so  well  knows  how  to  speak  when  it  is  her  own 
pleasure  to  be  silent— Come,  lady,"  he  added,  "let  us 
hope  this  mishap  of  my  kinsman  is  but  like  a  sacrifice  to 
fortune,  which  permits  not  the  brightest  hour  to  pass 
without  some  intervening  shadow.  Damian,  I  trust, 
will  speedily  recover  ;  and  be  we  mmdful  that  the  blood- 
drops  which  alarm  you  have  been  drawn  by  a  fiiendly 
steel,  and  are  symptoms  rather  of  recovery  than  of  ill- 
ness.— Come,  dearest  lady,  your  silence  discourages  our 
friends,  and  wakes  in  them  doubts  whether  we  be  sincere 
in  the  welcome  due  to  them.  I^t  me  be  your  sewer,"  he 
said ;  and,  taking  a  silver  ewer  and  napkin  from  the 
standing  cupboard,  which  was  loaded  with  plate,  he  pre- 
sented them  on  his  knee  to  his  bride. 

Exerting  herself  to  shake  off  the  alarm  into  which  she 
had  been  thrown  by  some  supposed  coincidence  of  the 
present  accident  with  the  apparition  at  Baldripigham, 
Eveline,  entering  into  her  betrothed  husband's  humpiur, 
was  about  to  raise  him  from  the  groimd,  when  she  was 
interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  a  hasty  messenger,  who, 
coming  into  the  room  without  ceremony,  informed  the 
Constable  that  his  nephew  .was  so  extremely  ill,  that  if 
he  hoped  to  see  him  alive,  it  would  be  necessary  be 
should  come  to  his  lodgings  instantly.  » 
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The  ConstaMe  started  up,  made  a  brief  adieu  to 
Eveline  and  to  the  guests,  who,  dismayed  at  this  new 
and  disastrous  inteUigence.  were  preparing  to  disperse 
themselves,  when,  as  he  advanced  towards  the  door,  he 
was  met  by  a  Paritor,  or  Summoner  of  the  Ecclesiastical 
Court,  whose  official  dress  had  procured  him  unob- 
structed entrance  into  the  precincts  of  the  abbey. 

"  Deus  vobiscum"  said  the  paritor  ;  "  I  would  know 
which  of  this  fiair  company  is  the  Constable  of  Chester?  " 

••  I  am  he,"  answered  the  elder  De  Lacy ;  •*  but  if  thy 
business  be  not  the  more  hasty,  I  cannot  now  speak  with 
thee — I  am  boimd  on  matters  of  life  and  death." 

"  I  take  all  Christian  people  to  witness  that  I  have 
discharged  my  duty,"  said  the  paritor,  piitting  into  the 
hand  of  the  Constable  a  slip  of  parchment 

"How  is  this,  fellow?"  said  the  Constable,  in  great 
indignation — **  for  whom  or  what  does  your  master  the 
Archbishop  take  me,  that  he  deals  with  me  in  this  un- 
courteous  fashion,  citing  me  to  compear  before  him  more 
like  a  delinquent  than  a  friend  or  a  nobleman  ?  " 

"  My  gracious  lord;"  answered  the  paritor,  haughtily, 
"is  accountable  to  no  one  but  our  Holy  Father  the 
Pope,  for  the  exercise  of  the  power  which  is  entrusted  to 
him  by  the. canons  of  the  Church.  Your  lordship's 
answer  to  my  citation  ?  " 

"Is  the  Archbishop  present  in  this  dty?"  said  the 
Constable,  after  a  moment's  reflection — "  I  knew  not  of 
his  purpose  to  travel  hither,  still  less  of  his  purpose  to 
exercise  authority  within  these  boimds. " 

"  My  gracious  lord  the  Archbishop,"  said  the  paritor, 
"is  but  now  arrived  in  this  city,  of  which  he  is  metro* 
politan  ;  and,  besides,  by  his  apostolical  commission,  a 
legate  a  latere  hath  plenary  jurisdiction  throughout  all 
England,  as  those  may  find  (whatsoever  be  their  degree) 
who  may  dare  to  disobey  his  summons." 

"Hark  thee,  fellow,"  said  the  Constable,  regarding 
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the  paritor  with  a  grim  and  angry  countenance,  "were  it 
not  for  certain  respects,  which  I  promise  thee  thy  tawny 
hood  hath  little  to  do  with,  thou  wert  better  have 
swallowed  thy  citation,  seal  and  all,  than  delivered  it  to 
me  with  the  addition  of  such  saucy  terms.  Go  hence, 
and  tell  your  master  I  will  see  him  within  the  space  of 
an  hour,  during  which  time  I  am  ddayed  by  the  necessity 
of  attending  a  sicfe  relation." 

The  paritor  left  the  apartment  with  ftiore  humility  in 
his  manner  than  when  he  had  entered,  and  left  the 
assembled  guests  to  look  upon  each  other  in  silence  and 
dismay. 

The  reader  cannot  foil  to  remember  how  severely  the 
yoke  of  the  Roman  supremacy  pressed  both  on  the 
clergy  and  laity  of  England  during  the  reign  of  Henry  II. 
Even  the  attempt  of  that  wise  and  courageous  monarch 
to  make  a  stand  for  the  independence  of  his  throne  in 
the  memorable  case  of  Thomas  k  Becket,  had  such  an 
unhappy  issue,  that,  like  a  suppressed  rebellion,  it  was 
found  to  add  new  strength  to  the  domination  of  Ae 
Church.  Since  the  submission  of  the  king  in  that  ill- 
fated  struggle,  the  voice  of  Rome  had  double  potency 
whenever  it  was  heard,  and  the  boldest  peers  of  England 
held  it  more  wise  to  submit  to  her  imperious  dictates, 
than  to  provoke  a  spiritual  censure  which  had  so  many 
secular  consequences.  Hence  the  slight  and  scornful 
manner  in  which  the  Constable  was  treated  by  the  prelate 
Baldwin  struck  a  chill  of  astonishment  inta  the  assembly 
of  friends  whom  he  had  collected  to  witness  Ms  espousals  ; 
and  as  he  glanced  his  haughty  eye  around,  he  saw  that 
many  who  would  have  stood  by  him  through  life  and 
death  in  any  other  quarrel,  had  it  even  been  with  his 
sovereign,  were  turning  pale  at  the  very  thought  of  a 
collision  with  the  Church.  Embarrassed,  and  at  the 
same  time  incensed  at  their  timidity,  the  Constable  hasted 
to  dismiss  them,  with  the  general  assurance  that  all 
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would  be  well — that  his  nephew's  indisposition  was  a 
trifling  complaint,  exaggerated  by  a  conceited  physician, 
and  by  his  own  want  of  care — and  that  the  message  of 
the  Archbishop,  so  unceremoniously  delivered,  was  but 
the  consequence  of  their  mutual  and  friendly  familiarity, 
which  induced  them  sometimes,  for  the  jest's  sake,  to- 
reverse  or  neglect  the  ordinary  forms  of  intercourse.-— 
"If  I  wanted  to  speak  with  the  prelate  Baldwin  on 
express  business  and  in  haste,  such  is  the  humility  and 
indifference  to  fbrm  of  that  worthy  pillar  of  the  Church, 
that  I  should  not  fear  offence,"  said  the  Constable,  "did 
I  send  the  meanest  horseboy  in  my  troop  to  ask  an 
audience  of  him." 

So  he  spoke-^but  there  was  something  in  his  counte- 
nance which  contradicted  his  words  ;  and  his  friends  and 
relations  retired  from  the  splendid  and  jo3rfal  ceremony 
of  his  espousals  as  from  a  funeral  feast,  with  anxious 
thoughts  and  with  downcast  eyes. 

Randal  was  the  only  person,  who,  having  attentively 
watched  the  whole  progress  of  the  affair  durihg  the 
evening,  ventured  to  approach  his  cousin  as  he  left  the 
"house,  and  asked  him,  **  in  the  name  of  their  reunited 
friendship,  whether  he  had  nothing  to  command  him?"^ 
assuring  him,  with  a  look  more  expressive  than  his  words, 
that  he  would  not  find  him  cold  in  his  service. 

"I  havd  nought  which  can  exercise  your  zeal,  fair 
cousin,"  replied  the  Constable,  with  the  air  of  one  who 
partly  questioned  the  speaker's  sincerity  ;  and  the  parting 
reverence  with  which  he  accompanied  his  words,  left 
Randal  no  pretext  fot  continuing  his  attendance,  as  he 
seemed  to  have  designed. 
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CHAP.  XVIII. 


Oh,  were  I  seated  high  as  vty  afxibition^ 

I'd  place  this  naked  foot  on  necks  ofnwnarchsl 

Mysterious  Mother. 

H£  most  anxious  and  unhappy  moment  of 
Hugo  de  Lacy's  life,  was  unquestionably  that  in 
i  which,  by  espousing  Eveline  with  all  civil  and 
religious  solemnity,  he  seemed  to  approach  to  what  for 
some  time  he  had  considered  as  the  prime  object  of  his 
wishes.  He  was  assured  of  the  early  possession  of  a 
beautiful  and  amiable  wife,  endowed  with  such  advantage 
of  worldly  goods,  as  gratified  his  ambition  as  well  as  his 
affections — Yet  even  in  this  fortunate  moment,  the  horizon 
darkened  around  him,  in  a  manner  which  presaged 
nought  but  storm  and  calamity.  At  his  nephew's  lodgin^^ 
he  learned  that  the  pulse  of  the  patient  had  risen,  and 
his  delirium  had  augmented,  and  aU  around  him  spoke 
very  doubtfully  of  his  chance  of  recovery,  or  surviving  a 
crisis  which  seemed  speedily  approaching.  The  Con- 
stable stole  towards  the  door  of  the  apartment  which  his 
feelings  permitted  him  not  to  enter,  and  listened  to  the 
raving  which  the  fever  gave  rise  to.  Nothing  can  be 
more  melancholy  than  to  hear  the  mind  at  work  con- 
cerning its  ordinary  occupations,  when  the  body  is 
stretched  in  pain  and  danger  upon  the  couch  of  severe 
sickness ;  the  contrast  betwixt  the  ordinary  state  c^ 
health,  its  joys  or  its  labours,  renders  doubly  affecting 
the  actual  helplessness  of  the  patient  before  whom  these 
visions  are  rising,  and  we  feel  a  corresponding  degree  of 
compassion  for  the  sufferer,  whose  thoughts  are  wander- 
ing so  far  from  his  real  condition. 

The  Constable  felt  this  acutely,  as  he  heard  his  nephew 
shout  the  war-cry  of  the  family  repeatedly,  appearing,  by 
Hhe  words  of  command  and  direction,  which  he  uttexisd 
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from  time  to  time,  to  be  actively  engaged  in  leading  his 
men-at-arms  against  the  Welsh.  At  another  time  he 
muttered  various  terms  of  the  manige,  of  falconry,  and  of 
the  chase — he  mentioned  his  uncle's  name  repeatedly  on 
these  occasions,  as  if  the  idea  of  his  kinsman  had  been 
connected  ahke  with  his  martial  encounters,  and  with 
his  sports  by  wood  and  river.  Other  sounds  there  were, 
which  he  muttered  so  low  as  to  be  altogether  undis- 
tinguishable. 

With  a  heart  even  still  more  softened  towards  his 
kinsman's  sufferings  from  hearing  the  points  on  which 
his  mind  wandered,  the  ConstaUe  twice  applied  his 
hand  to  the  latch  of  the  door,  in  order  to  enter  the  bed- 
room, and  twice  forbore,  his  eyes  running  faster  with 
tears  than  he  chose  should  be  witnessed  by  the  atten- 
dants. At  length,  relinquishing  his  purpose,  he  hastily 
left  the  house,  mounted  his  horse,  and,  followed  only  by 
ibar  of  his  personal  attendants,  rode  towards  the  palace 
of  the  Bishop,  where,  as  he  learned  from  public  rumour, 
the  Archprelate  Baldwin  had  taken  up  his  temporary 
riesidence. 

The  train  of  riders  and  of  led  horses,  of  sumpter-mules, 
and  of  menials  and  attendants,  both  la^  and  ecclesiastical, 
which  thronged  around  the  gate  of  the  Episcopal  man- 
sion, together  with  the  gaping  crowd  of  inhabitants  who 
had  gathered  around,  some  to  gaze  upon  the  splendid 
show,  some  to  have  the  chance  of  receiving  the  bene- 
diction of  the  Holy  Prelate,  was  so  great  as  to  impede 
the  Constable's  approach  to  the  palace-door ;  and  when 
this  obstacle  was  surmounted,  he  found  another  in  the 
obstinacy  of  the  Archbishop's  attendants,  who  permitted 
him  not,  though  announced  by  name  and  title,  to  cross 
the  threshold  of  the  mansion,  until  they  should  receive 
the  express  command  of  their  master  to  that  effect. 

The  Constable  felt  the  full  effect  of  this  slighting  re- 
ception.    He  had  dismounted  from  his  horse  in  full  con- 
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£dence  of  being  instantly  admitted  into  the  paboe  at 
least,  if  not  into  the  Prelate's  presence  ;  and  as  he  now 
stood  on  foot  among  the  squires,  grooms,  and  horseboys 
of  the  spiritual  lord,  he  was  so  much  disgusted,  that  his 
first  impulse  was  to  remount  his  horse,  and  return  to  his 
pavilion,  pitched  for  the  time  before  the  city  walls,  leaving 
it  to  the  Bishop  to  seek  him.  there,  if  he  really  desired  an 
interview.  But  the  necessity  of  conciliation  almost  ina- 
mediately  rushed  on  his  mind,  and  subdued  the  first 
haughty  impulse  of  his  offended  pride.  "If  our  wise 
KiAg,"  he  said  to  himself,  "hath  h^d  the  stirrup  of  one 
Prelate  of  Canterbury  when  living,  and  submitted  to  the 
most  degrading  observance?  before  his  shrine  when  dead» 
saidy  I  need  not  be  more  scrupulous  towards  his  priestly 
successor  in  the  same  overgrown  authority."  Anotlier 
thought,  which  he  dared  hardly  to  acknowtedge,  recom- 
mended the  same  humbk  and  submissive  -coiuse.  He 
could  not  but  feel  that,  in  endeavouring  to  evade  his 
vows  aa  a  crusader,  he  was  incurring  some  just  censure 
from  the  Church ;  and  he  was  not  unwilling  to  hope, 
that  his  present  cold  and  scornful  reception  on  Baldwin's 
part,  might  be  meant  as  a  part  of  the  penance  which 
his  conscience  informed  him  his  conduct  was  about  to 
receive. 

After  a  short  interval,  De  Lacy  was  at  length  invited 
to  enter  the  palace  of  the  Bishop  of  Gloucester,  in  which 
he  was  to  meet  the  Primate  of  England  ;  but  there  was 
more  than  one  brief  pauBe,  in  hall  and  anteroom,  ere  he 
at  length  was  admitted  to  Baldwin's  presence. 

The  successor  of  the  celebrated  Becket  had  neither  the 
extensive  views,  nor  the  aspiring  spirit,  of  that  redoubted 
personage ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  saint  as  the  latter 
had  become,  it  may  be  questioned,  whether,  in  his  piK> 
fessions  for  the  weal  of  Christendom,  he  was  half  so 
sincere  as  was  the  present  Archbishop.  Baldwin  was, 
in  truth,  a  man  well  qualified  to  defend  the  powers  which 
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the  Church  had  gained^  though  perhaps  of  a  character 
too  sincere  and  candid  to  be  active  in  extending  them. 
The  advancement  of  the  Crusade  was  the  chief  business 
of  his  life,  his  success  the  principal  cause  of  his  pride  ; 
and,  if  the  sense  of  possessing  the  powers  of  eloquent 
persuasion,  and  skiU  to  bend  the  minds  of  men  to  his 
purpose^  was  blended  with  his  religious  zeal,  still  the 
tQnor  of  his  Hfe,  a»d  afterwards  his  death  before  Ptole- 
mfus,  showed  that  the  liberation  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre 
from  the  infidels  was  the  unfeigned  object  of  all  his 
exertioBS.  Hugo  de  Lacy  well  knew  this;  and  the 
difficulty  of  managing  such  a  temper  appeared  much 
greater  to  him  on  Ihe  eve  of  the  interview  in  which  the 
attempt  was  ta  be  n«ade,  than  he  had  suffered  himself  tq 
sui^pose  when  the  crisis  was  yet  distant. 

The  Prelate^  a  man  of  a  handsome  and  stately  form, 
mih  features  rather  too  severe  to  be  pleasing,  received 
the  Constable  in  aJl  the  pomp  of  eoclesiasttcal  digni^j 
He  was  seated  on  a  chair  of  oak^  richly  carved  with 
Gothio  ornaments,  and  placed  above  the  rest  of  the  floor 
under  a  niche  of  Uie  same  workman jflrip.  His  dress  was 
the  rich  episcopal  robe,  ornamented  with  costly  em- 
bnndery,  aad  fringed  around  the  neck  and  cufib ;  it 
opened  from  the  throat  and  in  Ihe  middle,  and  showed 
an  under  vestment  of  embroidery,  betwixt  the  folds  of 
wfaich»  as  if  imperfectly  concealed,  peeped  the  dose  shirt 
of  hair-cloth  which  the  Prelate  constantly  wore  under  all 
his  pompous  attire.  His  mitre  was  placed  beside  him 
on  an  oaken  table  of  the  same  workmanship  with  his 
throne,  against  which  also  rested  his  pastoral  staff, 
representing  a  shepherd's  crook  of  the  simplest  form,  yet 
which  had  proved  more  powerful  and  fearful  than  lance 
or  scimitar,  when  wielded  by  the.  hand  of  Thomas  k 
Becket 

A  chaplain  in  a  white  surplice  kneeled  at  a  little  dis- 
tance before  a  desk,  and  read  forth  from  an  illumiiuited 
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volume  some  portion  of  a  theological  treatise,  in  which 
Baldwin  appeared  so  deeply  interested,  that  he  did  not 
appear  to  notice  the  entrance  of  the  Constable,  who, 
highly  displeased  at  this  additiohal  slight,  stood  on  the 
floor  of  the  hall,  undetermined  whether  to  interrupt  the 
reader  and  address  the  Prelate  at  once,  or  to  withdraw 
without  saluting  him  at  all.  Ere  he  had  formed  a  reso- 
lution, the  chaplain  had  arrived  at  some  convenient 
pause  in  the  lecture,  where  the  Archbishop  stopped  him 
with,  "  Satis  est,  mi  fill" 

It  was  in  vain  that  the  proud  secular  Baron  strove  to 
conceal  the  embarrassment  with  which  he  approached 
the  Prelate,  whose  attitude  was  plainly  assumed  for  the 
purpose  of  impressing  him  with  awe  and  solicitude.  He 
tried,  indeed,  to .  exhibit  a  demeanour  of  such  ease  as 
might  characterise  their  old  friendship,  or  at  least  of  such 
indifference  as  might  infer  the  possession  of  perfect  tran- 
quillity ;  but  he  £Euled  in  both,  and  his  address  expressed 
mortified  pride,  mixed  with  no  ordinary  degree  of  em- 
barrassment. The  genius  of  the  Catholic  Churdi  was 
on  such  occasions  sure  to  predominate  over  the  haughtiest 
of  the  laity. 

"I  perceive,"  said  De  Lacy,  collecting  his  thoughts, 
and  ashamed  to  find  he  had  difficulty  in  doing  so, — "  I 
perceive  that  an  old  friendship  is  here  dissolved^  Me- 
thinks  Hugo  de  Lacy  might  have  expected  smother 
messenger  to  summon  him  to  this  reverend  presence, 
and  that  another  welcome  should  wait  him  on  his 
arrival." 

The  Archbishop  raised  himself  slowly  in  his  seat,  and 
made  a  half  inclination  towards  the  Constable,  who,  by 
an  instinctive  desire  of  conciliation,  returned  it  lower 
than  he  had  intended,  or  than  the  scanty  courtesy 
merited.  The  Prelate  at  the  same  time  signing  to  his 
chaplain,  the  latter  rose  to  withdraw,  and  receiving  per- 
mission in  the  phrase  "  Do  vemiamt'.  cetreated  revenn- 
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dally,  without  either  turning  his  back  or  looking  upwards, 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  his  hands  still  folded  in  his 
habit,  and  crossed  over  his  bosom. 

When  tibi$  mute  attendant  had  disappeared,  the 
Prelate's  brow  became  more  open,  yet  retained  a  dark 
shade  of  grave  displeasure,  and  he  replied  to  the  address 
of  De  Lacy,  but  still  without  rising  from  his  seat  "  It 
skills  not  now,  my  lord,  to  say  what  the  brave  Con- 
stable of  Chester  has  been  to  the  poor  priest  Baldwin, 
or  with  what  love  and  pride  we  beheld  him  assume  the 
holy  sign  of  salvation,  and,  to  honour  Him  by  whom 
he  has  himself  been  raised  to  honour,  vow  himself  to 
the  deliverance  of  the  Holy  Land  If  I  still  see  that 
noble  lord  before  me,  in  the  same  holy  resolution,  let 
me  know  the  joyful  truth,  and  I  will  lay  aside  rochet 
and  mitre,  and  tend  his  horse  like  a  groom,  if  it  be 
necessary  by  such  menial  service  to  show  the  cordial 
respect  I  heAi  to  him." 

"  Reverend  father,"  answered  De  Lacy,  with  hesita*- 
tion,  "I  had  hoped  that  the  propositions  which  were 
made  to  you  on  my  part  by  the  Dean  of  Hereford, 
might  have  seemed  more  satisfactory  in  your  eyes." 
Then,  regaining  his  native  confidence,  he  proceeded 
with  more  assurance  in  speech  and  manner  ;  for  the 
cold  inflexible  looks  of  the  Archbishop  irritated  him. 
"If  these  proposals  can  be  amended,  my  lord,  let  me 
know  in  what  points,  and,  if  possible,  your  pleasure 
shall  be  done,  even  if  it  should  prove  somewhat  unrea- 
sonable. I  would  have  peace,  my  lord,  with  Holy 
Church,  and  am  the  last  who  would  despise  her  man- 
dates. This  has  been  known  by  my  deeds  in  field,  and 
counsels  in  the  state  ;  nor  can  I  think  my  services  have 
merited  cold  looks  and  cold  language  from  the  Primate 
of  England." 

*'Do  you  upbraid  the  Church  with  your  services, 

vain   man?"  said   Baldwin.      "I   tell  thee,  Hugh  de 
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Lacy,  that  what  Heaven  hath  wrought  for  Ae  Churdi 
by  thy  hand,  could,  had  it  been  the  divine  pleasure, 
have  been  achieved  with  as  much  ease  by  the  meanest 
horseboy  in  thy  host.  It  is  thou  that  art  honoured,  in 
being  the  chosen  instrument  by  which  great  things 
have  been  wrought  in  Israel. — Nay,  interrupt  me  not 
—  I  tell  thee,  proud  baron,  that,  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
thy  wisdom  is  but  as  folly — thy  coiu^e,  which  thou  dost 
boast,  but  the  cowardice  of  a  village  maiden — thy  strength 
weakness — thy  spear  an  osier,  and  thy  sword  a  bulrush." 

"All  this  I  know,  good  father,"  said  the  Constable, 
**and  have  ever  heard  it  repeated  when  such  poor 
services  as  I  may  have  rendered  are  gone  and  past. 
Marry,  when  there  was  need  for  my  helping  hand,  I  was 
the  very  good  lord  of  priest  and  prelate,  and  one  who 
should  be  honoured  and  prayed  for  with  patrons  and 
founders  who  sleep  in  the  choir  and  under  the  high 
altar.  There  was  no  thought,  I  trow,  of  osier  or  of 
bulrush,  when  I  have  been  prayed  to  couch  my  lance  or 
draw  my  weapon  ;  it  is  only  when  they  are  needless  that 
they  and  their  owner  are  undervalued.  Well,  my 
reverend  father,  be  it  so, — if  the  Church  can  cast  the 
Saracens  from  the  Holy  Land  by  grooms  and  horsebo3rs, 
wherefore  do  you  preach  knights  and  nobles  from  the 
homes  and  the  countries  which  they  are  bom  to  protect 
and  defend  ?  " 

The  Archbishop  looked  steadily  on  him  as  he  replied, 
"  Not  for  the  sake  of  their  fleshly  arm  do  we  disturb  your 
knights  and  barons  in  their  prosecution  of  barbarous 
festivities,  and  murderous  feuds,  which  you  call  enjoying 
their  homes  and  protecting  their  domains, — not  that 
Omnipotence  requires  their  arm  of  flesh  to  execute  the 
great  predestined  work  of  libemtion, — but  for  the  weal 
of  their  immortal  souls."  These  last  words  he  pro- 
nounced with  great  emphasis. 

The  Constable  paoed  the  floor  impatiently,  and 
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muttered  to  himself,  "Such  is  the  airy  guerdon  for  which 
hosts  on  hosts  have  been  drawn  from  Europe  to  drench 
the  sands  of  Palestine  with  their  gore — such  the  vain 
promises  for  which  we  are  called  upon  to  barter  our 
country,  our  lands>  and  our  lives  I  " 

"Is  it  Hugo  de  Lacy  speaks  thus?"  said  the  Arch- 
bishop, arising  from  his  seat,  and  qualifying  his  tone  of 
censure  with  the  appearance  of  ^lame  and  of  regret— 
"  Is  it  he  who  imderprizes  the  renown  of  a  knight — the 
virtue  of  a  Christian — the  advancement  of  his  earthly 
honour — the  more  incalculable  profit  of  his  immortal 
soul  ? — Is  it  he  who  desires  a  solid  and  substantial  re- 
compense in  lands  ca-  treasure,  to  be  won  by  warring 
on  his  less  powerful  neighbours  at  home,  while  knightly 
honour  and  religious  faith,  his  vow  as  a  knight  and  his 
baptism  as  a  Christian,  call  him  to  a  more  glorious  and 
more  dangerous  strife  ?-^Can  it  be  indeed  Hugo  de 
Lacy,  the  mirror  of  the  Anglo-Norman  chivalry,  whose 
thoughts  can  conceive  such  sentiments,  whose  words 
can  utter  ihem  ?  " 

"  Flattery  and  fahr  speech,  suitably  mixed  with  taunts 
and  reproaches,  my  lord,"  answered  the  Constatde, 
colouring  and  biting  his  lip,  "may  carry  your  point 
with  others  ;  but  I  am  of  a  temper  too  solid  to  be  either 
wheedled  or  goaded  into  measures  of  importance.  For- 
bear, therefore,  this  strain  of  affected  amazement ;  and 
believe  me,  that  whether  he  goes  to  the  Crusade  or 
abides  at  home,  the  character  of  Hugh  Lacy  will  remain 
as  unimpeadied  in  point  of  courage  as  that  of  the  Arch- 
bishop Baldwin  in  point  of  sanctitude." 

"  May  it  stand  much  higher,"  said  the  Archbishop, 
"  than  the  reputation  with  which  you  vouchsafe  to  com- 
pare it !  but  a  blaze  maybe  extinguished  as  well  as  a 
spark ;  and  I  tell  the  Constable  of  Chester,  that  the 
fame  which  has  sat  on  his  basnet  for  so  many  years,  may 
flit  from  it  in  one  moment  never  to  be  recalled." 
an  p  a 
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"Who  dares  to  say  so?"  said  the  Constable,  trem- 
blingly alive  to  the  honour  for  which  he  had  encoun- 
tered so  many  dangers. 

"A friend,"  said  the  Prelate,  "whose  stripes  should 
be  received  as  benefits.  You  think  of  pay,  Sir  Constable, 
and  of  guerdon,  as  if  you  still  stood  in  the  tnarket,  free 
to  chaffer  on  the  terms  of  your  service.  I  tell  you,  you 
are  no  longer  your  own  master — you  are,  by  the  blessed 
badge  you  have  voluntarily  assumed,  the  soldier  of  God 
himseU^;  nor  can  you  fly  from  your  standard  without 
such  infamy  as  even  coistrds  or  grooms  are  unwilling  to 
incur." 

"  You  deal  all  too  hardly  with  us,  my  lord,"  said  Hugo 
de  Lacy,  stopping  short  in  his  troubled  walk.  "  You  of 
the  spirituality  make  us  laymen  the  pack>horses  of  your 
own  concerns,  and  climb  to  ambitious  heights  by  the 
help  of  our  over-burdened  shoulders ;  but  all  hath  its 
limits^Becket  transgressed  it,  and  " 

A  gloomy  find  expressive  look  corresponded  with  the 
tone  in  which  he  spoke  this  broken  sentence ;  and  the 
Prelate,  at  no  loss  to  comprehend  his  meaning,  replied  in 
a  firm  and  determined,  voice,  "  And  he  was  murdered/ — 
that  is  what  you  dare  to  hint  to  me — even  to  me,  the 
successor  of  that  glorified  saint — as  a  motive  for  comply- 
ing with  your  fickle  and  selfish  wish  to  withdraw  your 
hand  from  the  plough.  You  know  not  to  whom  you 
address  such  a  threat.  True,  Becket,  from  a  saint 
militant  on  earth,  arrived,  by  the  bloody  path  of  martyr- 
dom, to  the  dignity  of  a  saint  in  Heaven ;  and  no  less 
true  is  it,  that,  to  attain  a  seat  a  thousand  degrees  beneath 
that  of  his  blessed  predecessor,  the  unworthy  Baldwin 
were  willing  to  submit,  under  Our  Lady's  protection,  to 
whatever  the  worst  of  wicked  men  can  inflict  on  his 
earthly  frame." 

"  There  needs  not  this  show  of  courage,  reverend 
father,"  said  Lacy,  recollecting  himself,    "where  there 
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neither  is,  nor  can  be,  danger*  I  pray  you,  let  us  debate 
this  matter  more  deliberately.  I  have  never  meant  to 
break  off  my  purpose  for  the  Holy  Land,  but  only  to 
postpone  it.  Methinks  the  offers  that  I  have  made  are 
fair,  and  ought  to  obtain  for  me  what  has  been  granted 
to  others  in  the  like  case^— a  slight  delay  in  the  time  of 
my  departure." 

"  A  slight  delay  on  the  part  of  such  a  leada:  as  you, 
noble  De  Lacy,"  answered  the  Prelate,  "were  a  death- 
blow to  our  holy  and  most  gallant  enterprise.  To 
meaner  men  we  might  have  granted  the  privilege  of 
marrying  and  giving  in  mazriage,  even  although  they  care 
not  for  the  sorrows  of  Jacob ;  but  you,  my  lord,  are^ 
main  prop  of  our  enterprise,  and^  being  withdrawn,  the 
whole  fabric  may  fall  to  the  ground.  Who  in  England 
will  deem  himsetf  obliged  to  press  forward,  when  Hugo 
de  Lacy  falls  back?  Think,  my  lord,  less  upon  your 
plighted  bride,  and  more  on  yotu*  lighted  Vford;  and 
believe  not  that  a  union  can  ever  come  to  good,  which 
shakes  your  purpose  towards  our  blessed  undertaking 
for  the  honour  of  Christendom." 

The  Constable  was  embarrassed  by  the  pertinacity  of 
the  Prelate,  and  began  to  give  way  to  his  arguments, 
though  most  reluctantly,  and  only  because  the  habits  and 
opinions  of  the  time  left  him  no  means  of  combating  his 
arguments,  otherwise  than  by  solicitation.  "I  admit," 
he  said,  *'  my  engagements  for  the  Crusade,  nor  have  I 
—I  repeat  it— further  desire  than  that  brief  interval 
which  may  be  necessary  to  place  my  important  affairs  in 
order.     Meanwhile,  my  vassals,  led  by  my  nephew  " 

"  Promise  that  which  is  within  thy  power,"  said  the 
Prelate.  "Who  knows  whether,  in  resentment  of  thy 
seeking  after  other  things  than  His  most  holy  cause,  thy 
nephew  may  not  be  called  hence,  even  while  we  speak 
together  ?  " 

"  God  forbid ! "  said  the  Baron,  starting  up,  as  if  about 

Digitized  by  CjOOgle 


THE    BETROTHED. 

to  fly  to  his  nephew's  assistance  ;  then,  suddenly  pausing, 
he  turned  on  the  Prelate  a  keen  and  investigating  glance. 
"  It  is  not  well,"  he  said,  "  that  your  reverence  should 
thus  trifle  with  the  dangers  which  threaten  my  house. 
Damian  is  dear  to  me  for  his  own  good  qualities — dear 
for  the  sake  of  my  only  brother. — May  God  forgive  us 
both  !  he  died  when  we  were  in  imkindness  with  each 
other. — My  lord,  your  words  import  that  my  beloved 
nephew  sufiEiars  pain  and  incurs  danger  On  account  of  my 
offences." 

The  Archbishop  perceived  he  had  at  length  touched 
the  chord  to  which  his  refractory  penitent's  heart-strings 
must  needs  vibrate.  He  replied  with  circumspection,  as 
well  knowing  with  whom  he  had  to  deal, — '*  Far  be  it 
from  me  to  presume  to  interpret  the  ooimsels  of  Heaven ! 
but  we  read  in  Scripture,  that  when  the  fathers  eat  sour 
grapes,  the  teeth  of  the  children  are  set  on  edge.  What 
so  reasonable  as  that  we  should  be  punished  for  our  pride 
and  contumacy,  by  a  judgment  specially  calculat0d  to 
abate  and  bend  that  spirit  of  surquedry  ?  You  yourself 
best  know  if  this  disease  clung  to  thy  nephew  before  you 
had  meditated  defection  fixjm  the  banner  of  the  Cross." 

Hugo  de  Lacy  hastily  recollected  himself,  and  found 
that  it  was  indeed  true,  that,  until  he  thought  of  his 
union  with  Eveline;  there  had  appeared  no  change  in  his 
nephew's  health.  His  silence  and  confusion  did  not 
escape  the  artful  Prelate.  He  took  the  hand  of  the 
warrior  as  he  stood  before  him  overwhelmed  in  doubt, 
lest  his  preference  of  the  continuance  of  his  own  house  to 
the  rescue  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  should  have  been 
punished  by  the  disease  which  threatened  his  nephew's 
life.  * '  Come, "  he  said,  •  •  noble  De  Lacy — the  judgment 
provoked  by  a  moment's  presumption  may  be  even  yet 
averted  by  prayer  and  penitence.  The  dial  went  back  at 
the  prayer  of  the  good  King  Hezekiah — down,  down 
upon  thy  knees,  and  doubt  not  that,  with  confession  and 
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penance,  and  absolution,  thou  mayst  yet  atone  for  thy 
falling  away  from  the  cause  of  Heaven." 

Borne  down  by  the  dictates  of  the  religion  in  which  he 
had  been  educated,  and  by  the  fears  lest  his  delay  was 
punished  by  his  nephew's  indisposition  and  danger,  the 
Constable  sunk  on  his  knees  before  the  Prelate,  whom  he 
had  shortly  before  well-nigh  braved,  confessed,  as  a  sin 
to  be  deeply  repented  of,  his  purpose  of  dela3ring  his  de- 
parture for  Palestine,  and  received,  with  patience  at  least, 
if  not  with  willing  acquiescence,  the  penance  inflicted  by 
the  Archbishop  ;  which  consisted  in  a  prohibition  to 
proceed  farther  in  his  proposed  wedlock  with  the  Lady 
Eveline,  until  he  was  returned  from  Palestine,  where  he 
was  bound  by  his  vow  to  abide  for  the  term  of  three  years. 

"  And  now,  noble  De  Lacy,"  said  the  Prelate,  **  once 
more  my  best  beloved  and  most  honotired  friend — ^is  not 
thy  bosom  lighter  since  thou  hast  thus  nobly  acquitted 
thee  of  thy  ddit  to  Heaven,  and  cleansed  thy  gallant 
spirit  from  those  selfish  and  earthly  stains  which  dimmed 
its  brightness  ?  " 

The  Constable  sighed.  "My  happiest  thoughts  at 
this  moment,"  he  said,  "would  arise  from  knowledge 
that  my  nephew's  health  is  amended." 

"  Be  not  discomforted  on  the  score  of  the  noble 
Damian,  your  hopeful  and  valorous  kinsman,"  said  the 
Archbishop,  "for  well  I  trust  shortly  ye  shall  hear  of  his 
recovery  ;  or  that  if  it  shall  please  God  to  remove  him 
to  a  better  world,  the  passage  shall  be  so  easy,  and  his 
arrival  in  yonder  haven  of  bliss  so  speedy,  that  it  were 
better  for  him  to  have  died  than  to  have  lived." 

The  Constable  looked  at  him,  as  if  to  gather  from  his 
countenance  more  certainty  of  his  nephe^^'s  fate  than 
his  words  seemed  to  imply ;  and  the  Prelate,  to  escape 
being  farther  pressed  on  a  subject  on  which  he  was 
perhaps  conscious  he  had  ventured  too  far,  rung  a  silver 
bell  which  stood  before  him  on  the  table,   and  com- 
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manded  the  chaplain  who  entered' at  the  summons,  that 
he  should  dispatch  a  careful  messenger  to  the  lodging  of 
Damian  Lacy,  to  bring  particular  accounts  of  his  health. 

"A  stranger,"  answered  the  chaplain,  "just  come 
frCHU  the  sick  chamber  of  the  Jioble  Damian  Lacy,  waits 
here  even  now  to  have  speech  of  my  Lord  Constable. " 

"Admit  him  instantly,"  said  the  Archbishop— " my 
mind  tells  me  he  brings  us  joyful  tidings. — Never  knew 
I  such  humble  penitence,— such  willing  resignation  of 
natural  affections  and  desires  to  the  doing  of  Heaven's 
service,  but  it  was  rewarded  with  a  guerdon  either  tem- 
poral or  spirituaL" 

As  he  spoke,  a  man  singularly  dressed  entered  the 
apartment.  His  garments,  of  various  colours,  and 
shbwily  disposed,  were  none  of  the  newest  or  cleanest, 
neither  were  they  altogether  fitting  for  the  presence  in 
which  he  now  stood. 

"  How  now,  sirrah  !"  said  the  Prelate  ;  "  when  was  it 
that  jugglers  and  minstrels  pressed  into  the  company  of 
such  as  we  without  permission  ?  " 

"  So  please  you,"  said  the  man,  "my  instant  business 
was  not  with  your  reverend  lordship,  but  with  my  lord 
the  Constable,  to  whom  I  will  hope  that  my  good  news 
may  atone  for  my  evil  apparel." 

"Speak,  sirrah,  does  my  kinsman  live?"  said  the 
Constable,  eagerly. 

"And  is  like  to  live,  my  lord,"  answered  the  man — 
"a  Davourable  crisis  (so  the  leeches  call  it)  hath  taken 
place  in  his  disorder,  and  they  are  no  longer  under  any 
apprehensions  for  his  life." 

"  Now,  God  be  praised,  that  hath  granted  me  so 
much  mercy  ! "  said  the  Constable. 

"  Amen,  amen  ! "  replied  the  Archbishop  solemnly. — 
"About  what  period  did  this  blessed  change  take 
place?" 

"  Scarcely  a  quarter  of  an  hour  since,"  said  the  mes- 
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senger,  "a  soft  sleep  fell  on  the  sick  youth,  like  dew 
upon  a  parched  field  in  summer — he  breathed  freely — ■ 
the  burning  heat  abated — and,  as  I  said,  the  leeches  no 
longer  fear  for  his  life." 

"  Marked  you  the  hour,  my  Lord  Constable?"  said 
the  Bishop,  with  exultation — "even  then  you  stooped 
to  those  counsels  which  Heaven  suggested  through  the 
meanest  of  its  servants!  But  two  words  avouching 
penitence — ^but  one  brief  prayer— and  some  kind  saint 
has  interceded  for  an  instant  hearing,  and  a  liberal 
granting  of  thy  petition.  Noble  Hugo,"  he  continued, 
grasping  his  hand  in  a  species  of  enthusiasm,  "  surely 
Heaven  designs  to  work  high  things  by  the  hand  of  him 
whose  faults  are  thus  readily  forgiven — whose  prayer  is 
thus  instantly  heard.  For  this  shall  Te  Deum  Lauda- 
mus  be  said  in  each  church,  and  each  convent  of  Glou- 
cester, ere  the  world  be  a  day  older." 

The  Constable,  no  less  jo)rful,  though  perhaps  less 
able  to  perceive  an  especial  providence  in  his  nephew's 
recovery,  expressed  his  gratitude  to  the  messenger  of 
the  good  tidings,  by  throwing  him  his  purse. 

*'  I  thank  you,  noble  lord,"  said  the  man;  "but  if  I 
stoop  to  pick  up  this  taste  of  your  bounty,  it  is  only  to 
restore  it  again  to  the  donor." 

"How  now,  sir?"  said  the  Constable,  "methinks 
thy  coat  seems  not  so  well  lined  as  needs  make  thee 
spurn  at  such  a  guerdon." 

"  He  that  designs  to  catch  larks,  my  lord,"  replied 
the  messenger,  "must  not  close  his  net  upon  sparrows 
— I  have  a  greater  boon  to  ask  of  your  lordship,  and 
therefore  I  decline  your  present  gratuity." 

"A  greater  boon,  ha  ! "  said  the  Constable, — "  I  am 
no  knight-errant,  to  bind  myself  by  promise  to  grant  it 
ere  I  know  its  import ;  but  do  thou  come  to  my  pavilion 
to-morrow,  and  thou  wilt  not  find  me  unwilling  to  do 
what  is  reason." 
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So  saying/ he  took  leave  of  the  Prelate,  and  returned 
homeward,  failing  not  to  visit  his  nephew's  lodging  as 
he  passed,  where  he  received  the  same  pleasant  as- 
surances which  had  been  communicated  by  the  mes- 
senger of  the  parti-coloured  mantle. 


CHAP.   XIX. 

He  was  a  mmsirel^ht  his  motd 

IVas  wisdom  mix'd  witk/oUy  ; 
A  tatne  companion  to  the  good^ 
But  wild  and  fierce  among  the  rude. 

And  jovial  with  the  jolly, 

Archibald  Armstrong. 

I  HE  events  of  the  preceding  day  had  been  of  a 
I  nature  so  interesting,  and  latterly  so  harassing, 
I  that  the  Constable  felt  weary  as  after  a  severely 
contested  battle-field,  and  slept  soundly  imtil  the  earliest 
beams  of  dawn  saluted  him  through  the  opening  of  the 
tent.  It  was  then  that,  with  a  mingled  feeling  of  pain 
and  satisfaction,  he  began  to  review  the  change  which 
had  taken  place  in  his  condition  since  the  preceding 
morning.  He  had  then  arisen  an  ardent  bridegroom, 
anxious  to  find  favour  in  the  eyes  of  his  fair  bride,  and 
scrupulous  about  his  dress  and  appointments,  as  if  he 
had  been  as  young  in  years  as  in  hopes  and  wishes. 
This  was  over,  and  he  had  now  before  him  the  painful 
task  of  leaving  his  betrothed  for  a  term  of  years,  even 
before  wedlock  had  united  them  indissolubly,  and  of 
reflecting  that  she  was  exposed  to  all  the  dangers  which 
assail  female  constancy  in  a  situation  thus  criticaL 
When  the  immediate  anxiety  for  his  nephew  was  re- 
moved, he  was  tempted  to  think  that  he  had  been 
something  hasty  in  listening  to  the  arguments  of  the 
Archbishop,  and  in  believing  that  Damian's  death  or 
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recovery  depended  upon  his  own  accomplishing,  to  the 
letter,  and  without  delay,  his  vow  for  the  Holy  Land. 
*'  How  many  princes  and  kings,"  he  thought  to  himself, 
•'have  assumed  the  Cross,  and  delayed  or  renounced  it, 
yet  hved  and  died  in  wealth  and  honour,  without  sus- 
taining such  a  visitation  as  that  with  which  Baldwin 
threatened  me ;  and  in  what  case  or  particular  did  such 
men  deserve  more  indulgence  than  I?  But  the  die  is 
now  cast,  and  it  signifies  little  to  inquire  whether  my 
obedience  to  the  mandates  of  the  Church  has  saved  the 
life  of  my  nephew,  or  whether  I  have  not  fallen,  as  lay- 
men are  wont  to  fall,  whenever  there  is  an  encounter  of 
wits  betwixt  them  and  those  of  the  spirituality.  I  would 
to  God  it  may  prove  otherwise,  since,  girding  on  my 
sword  as  Heaven's  cliampion,  I  might  the  better  expect 
Heaven's  protection  for  her  whom  I  must  unhappily 
leave  behind  me." 

As  these  reflections  passed  through  his  mind,  he  heard 
the  warders  at  the  entrance  of  his  tent  challenge  some 
one  whose  footsteps  were  heard  approaching  it.  The 
person  stopped  on  their  challenge,  and  presently  after 
was  heard  the  sound  of  a  rote  (a  small  species  of  lute), 
the  strings  of  which  were  managed  by  means  of  a  small 
wheel.  After  a  short  prelude,  a  manly  voice,  of  good 
compass,  sung  verses,  which,  translated  into  modem 
language,  might  run  neariy  thus  : — 

I. 
Soldier,  wake — the  day  Is  peeping,^ 
Honour  ne'er  was  won  in  sleeping, 
Never  when  the  sunbeams  still 
I^ay  unreflected  on  the  hill : 
'Tis  when  they  are  glinted  back 
From  axe  and  armour,  spear  and  jack| 
Tljat  they  promise  future  story 
Many  a  page  of  deathless  glory. 
Shields  that  are  the  foeman's  terror. 
Ever  are  the  morning's  mirror. 
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II. 
Arm  and  up— the  morning  beam 
Hath  call'd  the  rustic  to  his  team. 
Hath  call'd  the  falc'ner  to  the  lake. 
Hath  call'd  the  huntsman  to  the  brake 
The  early  student  ponders  o'er 
His  dusty  tomes  of  ancient  lore. 
Soldier,  wake — ^thy  harvest,  fame ; 
Thy  study,  conquest ;  war,  thy  game. 
Shield,  that  would  be  foeman's  terror. 
Still  should  gleam  the  morning's  mirror. 

in» 
Poor  hire  repays  the  rustic's  pain ; 
More  paltry  still  the  sportsman's  gain : 
Vainest  of  all,  the  student's  theme 
Ends  in  some  metaphysic  dream  : 
Yet  each  is  up,  and  each  has  toil'd 
Since  first  the  peep  of  dawn  has  smiled : 
And  each  is  eagerer  in  his  aim 
Than  he  who  barters  life  for  fame. 
Up,  up,  and  arm  thee,  son  of  terror  ! 
Be  thy  bright  shield  the  morning's  mirror. 

When  the  song  was  finished,  the  Constable  heard  some 
talking  without,  and  presently  Philip  Guarine  entered  the 
pavilion  to  tell  that  a  person,  come  hither  as  he  said  by 
the  Constable's  appointment,  waited  permission  to  speak 
with  him. 

"  By  my  appointment?"  said  De  Lacy ;  **  admit  him 
immediately." 

The  messenger  of  the  preceding  evening  entered  the 
tent,  holding  in  one  hand  his  small  cap  and  feather,  in  the 
other  the  rote  on  which  he  had  been  just  plajdng.  His 
attire  was  fantastic,  consisting  of  more  than  one  inner 
dress  of  various  colours,  all  of  the  brightest  and  richest 
dyes,  and  disposed  so  as  to  contrast  with  each  other — 
the  upper  garment  was  a  very  short  Norman  cloak,  of 
bright  green.  An  embroidered  girdle  sustained,  in  lieu 
of  offensive  weapons,  an  inkhom  with  its  appurtenances 
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on  the  one  side,  on  the  other  a  knife  for  the  purposes  of 
the  table.  His  hair  was  cut  in  imitation  of  the  clerical 
tonsure,  which  was  designed  to  intimate  that  he  had 
arrived  to  a  certain  rank  in  his  profession ;  for  the 
Joyous  Science,-  as  the  profession  of  minstrelsy  was 
termed,  had  its  various  ranks,  like  the  d^prees  in  the 
church  and  in  chivalry.  The  features  and  manners  of 
the  man  seemed  to  be  at  variance  with  his  profession 
and  habit ;  for,  as  the  latter  was  gay  and  fantastic,  the 
former  had  a  cast  of  gravity,  and  almost  of  sternness, 
which,  unless  when  kindled  by  the  enthusiasm  of  his 
poetical  and  musical  exertions,  seemed  rather  to  indicate 
deep  reflection,  than  the  thoughtless  vivacity  of  observa- 
tion which  characterised  most  of  his  brethren.  His 
countenance,  though  not  handsome,  had  therefore  some- 
thing in  it  striking  and  impressive,  even  from  its  very 
contrast  with  the  parti-coloured  hues  and  fluttering 
shape  of  his  vestments ;  and  the  Constable  felt  some- 
thing inclined  to  patronise  him,  as  he  said,  ''Good- 
morrow,  friend,  and  I  thank  thee  for  thy  morning 
greeting  ;  it  was  well  sung  and  well  meant,  for  when  we 
call  forth  any  one  to  bethink  him  how  time  passes,  we  do 
him  the  credit  of  supposing  that  he  can  employ  to  advan- 
tage that  flitting  treasure." 

The  man,  who  had  listened  in  silence,  seemed  to  pause 
and  make  an  effort  ere  he  replied,  "  My  intentions,  at 
least,  were  good,  when  I  ventured  to  disturb  my  lord 
thus  early ;  and  I  am  glad  to  learn  that  my  boldness  hath 
not  been  evil  received  at  his  hand." 

*'  True,"  said  the  Constable  ;  "  you  had  a  boon  to  ask 
of  me.  Be  speedy  and  say  thy  request — my  leisure  is  short. " 
"  It  is  for  permission  to  follow  you  to  the  Holy  Land, 
my  lord,"  said  the  man. 

"Thou  hast  asked  what  I  can  hardly  grant,  my 
friend,"  answered  De  Lacy — "  Thou  art  a  minstrel,  art 
thou^not?" 
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*'  An  unworthy  graduate  of  the  Gay  Science,  my  iord/' 
said  the  musician ;  "yet  let  me  say  for  myself,  that  I  will 
not  yield  to  the  king  of  minstrels,  GeoffFey  Rudel,. 
though  the  King  of  England  hath  given  him  four  manors 
for  one  song.  1  would  be  willing  to  ccHitend  widi  him  in 
romance,  lay,  or  fable,  were  the  judge  to  be  King  Henry 
himself." 

•*  You  have  your  own  good  word,  doubtless,"  said  De 
Lacy  ;  "  nevertheless.  Sir  Minstrel,  thou  goest  not  with 
me.  The  Crusade  has  been  already  too  much  encum* 
bered  by  men  of  thy  idle  profession ;  and  if  thou  dost 
add  to  the  number,  it  shall  not  be  imder  my  protection. 
I  am  too  old  to  be  charmed  by  thy  art,  charm  thou  never 
so  wisely. " 

*•  He  that  is  young  enough  to  seek  for,  and  to  win, 
the  love  of  beauty,"  said  the  minstrel,  but  in  a  sutmiis* 
sive  tone,  as  if  fearing  his  freedom  might  give  offence, 
"  should  not  term  himself  too  old  to  feel  the  charms  of 
minstrelsy." 

The  Constable  smiled,  not  insensible  to  the  flattoy 
which  assigned  to  him  the  character  of  a  younger  gallaat. 
"Thou  art  a  jester,"  he  said,  "I  warrant  me,  in  addition 
to  thy  other  qualities." 

*'  No,"  replied  the  minstrel,  "it  is  a  branch  of  our 
profession  which  I  have  for  some  time  renounced — my 
fortunes  have  put  me  out  of  tune  for  jesting." 

"Nay,  comrade,"  said  the  Constable,  "if  thou  hast 
been  hardly  dealt  with  in  the  world,  and  canst  comply 
with  the  rules  of  a  family  so  strictly  ordered  as  mine,  it 
is  possible  we  may  agree  together  better  than  I  thought 
What  is  thy  name  and  country  ?  thy  speech,  methinks, 
sounds  somewhat  foreign." 

"  I  am  an  Armorican,  my  lord,  from  the  merry  shores 
of  Morbihan ;  and  hence  my  tongue  hath  some  touch  of 
my  cotmtry  speech.    My  name  is  Renault  Vidal." 

"Such  bemg  the  case,  Renault,"  said  the  Constable, 
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*'thou  Shalt  follow  me,  and  I  will  give  orders  to  the 
master  of  my  household  to  have  thee  attired  something 
according  to  thy  function,  but  in  more  orderly  guise  than 
thou  now  appearest  in.  Dost  thou  understand  the  use 
of  a  weapon?" 

"  Indifferently,  my  lord,"  said  the  Armorican;  at  the 
same  time  taking  a  sword  from  the  wall,  he  drew  it,  and  " 
made  a  pass  with  it  so  close  to  the  Constable's  body  as 
he  sat  on  the  couch,  that  he  started  up,  crying,  "Villain, 
forbear  I " 

**  La  you!  noble  sir,"  replied  Vidal,  lowering  with  all 
submission  tlie  point  of  his  weapon—*'!  have  already 
given  you  a  proof  of  sleight  which  has  alarmed  even  your 
experience — I  have  an  hundred  other  besides." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  said  De  Lacy,  somewhat  ashamed  at 
having  shown  himsdf  moved  by  the  sudden  and  lively 
action  of  the  juggler;  "but  I  love  not  jesting  with 
edge-tools,  and  have  too  much  to  do  with  sword  and 
sword-blows  in  earnest  to  toy  with  them  ;  so  I  pray  you 
let  us  have  no  more  of  this,  but  call  me  my  squire  and 
my  chamberlain,  for  I  am  about  to  array  me  and  go  to 
mass." 

The  religious  duties  of  the  morning  performed,  it  was 
the  Constable's  intention  to  visit  the  Lady  Abb«s,  and 
communicate,  with  the  necessary  precautions  and  quali- 
fications, the  altered  relations  in  which  he  was  placed 
towards  her  niece,  by  the  resolution  he  had  been  com- 
pelled to  adopt,  of  departing  for  the  Crusade  before 
accomplishing  his  marriage,  in  the  terms  of  the  pre- 
contract already  entered  into.  He  was  conscious  that 
it  would  be  difficult  to  reconcile  the  good  lady  to  this 
change  of  measures,  and  he  delayed  some  time  ere  he 
could  think  of  the  best  mode  of  communicating  and 
softening  the  unpleasant  intelligence.  An  interval  was 
also  spent  in  a  visit  to  his  nephew,  whose  state  of  con- 
iFalescence  continued  to  be  as  favourable^  as  if  in  truth 
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it  had  been  a  miraculous  consequence  of  the  Constable's 
having  complied  with  the  advice  of  the  Archbishop. 

From  the  lodging  of  Damian,  the  Constable  proceeded 
to  the  convent  of  the  Benedictine  Abbess.  But  she  had 
been  already  made  acquainted  with  the  circumstances 
which  he  came  to  commimicate,  by  a  still  earUer  visit 
from  the  Archbishop  Baldwin  himself.  The  Primate 
had  undertaken  the  office  of  mediator  on  this  occasion, 
conscious  that  his  success  of  the  evening  before  must 
have  placed  the  Constable  in  a  delicate  situation  with 
the  relations  of  his  betrothed  bride,  and  willing,  by  his 
countenance  and  authority,  to  reconcile  the  disputes 
which  might  ensue.  Perhaps  he  had  better  have  left 
Hugo  de  Lacy  to  plead  his  own  cause  ;  for  the  Abbess, 
though  she  listened  to  the  communication  with  all  the 
respect  due  to  the  highest  dignitary  of  the  English 
Church,  drew  consequences  from  the  Constable's  change 
of  resolution  which  the  Primate  bad  not  expected.  She 
ventured  to  oppose  no  obstacle  to  De  Lacy's  accompUsh- 
ment  of  his  vows,  but  strongly  argued  that  the  contract 
with  her  niece  should  be  entirely  set  aside,  and  each 
party  left  at  hberty  to  form  a  new  choice. 

It  was  in  vain  that  the  Archbishop  endeavoured  to 
dazzle  the  Abbess  with  the  future  honours  to  be  won  by 
the  Constable  in  the  Holy  Land ;  the  splendour  of  which 
would  attach  not  to  his  Lady  alone,  but  to  all  in  the 
remotest  degree  allied  to  or  connected  with  her.  All  his 
eloquence  was  to  no  purpose,  though  upon  so  favourite 
a  topic  he  exerted  it  to  the  utmost.  The  Abbess,  it  is 
true,  remained  silent  for  a  moment  after  his  arguments 
had  been  exhausted,  but  it  was  only  to  consider  how  she 
should  intimate  in  a  suitable  and  reverent  manner,  that 
children,  the  usual  attendants  of  a  happy  union,  and  th« 
existence  of  which  she  looked  to  for  the  continuation  c^ 
the  house  of  her  father  and  brother,  could  not  be  hoped 
for  with  any  probability,  unless  the  precontract  was 
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followed  by  marriage,  and  the  residence  of  the  married 
parties  in  the  same  country.  She  therefore  insisted  that 
the  Constable  having  altered  his  intentions  in  this  most 
important  particular,  the  fian^ailles  should  be  entirely 
abrogated  and  set  aside ;  and  she  demanded  of  the 
Primate,  as  an  act  of  justice,  that,  as  he  had  interfered 
to  prevent  the  bridegroom's  execution  of  his  original 
purpose,  he  should  now  assist  with  his  influence  wholly 
to  dissolve  an  engagement  which  had  been  thus  mate- 
rially innovated  upon. 

The  Primate,  who  was  sensible  he  had  himself  occa- 
sioned De  Lacy's  breach  of  contract,  felt  himself  bound 
in  honour  and  reputation  to  prevent  consequences  so 
disagreeable  to  his  friend,  as  the  dissolution  of  an  en- 
gagement in  which  his  interest  and  inclinations  were 
alike  concerned.  He  reproved  the  Lady  Abbess  for  the 
carnal  and  secular  views  which  she,  a  dignitary  of  the 
church,  entertained  upon  the  subject  of  matrimony,  and 
concerning  the  interest  of  her  house.  He  even  upbraided 
her  with  selfishly  preferring  the  continuation  of  the  line 
of  Berenger  to  the  recovery  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  and 
denounced  to  her  that  Heaven  would  be  avenged  of  the 
short-sighted  and  merely  human  policy,  which  postponed 
the  interests  of  Christendom  to  those  of  an  individual 
family. 

After  this  severe  homily,  the  Prelate  took  his  depar- 
ture, leaving  the  Abbess  highly  incensed,  though  she 
prudently  forbore  returning  any  irreverent  answer  to  his 
paternal  admonition. 

In  this  humour  the  venerable  lady  was  found  by  the 
Constable  himself,  when,  with  some  embarrassment,  he 
proceeded  to  explain  to  her  the  necessity  of  his  present 
departure  for  Palestine. 

She  received  the  communication  with  sullen  dignity  ; 
her  ample  black  robe  and  scapular  seeming,  as  it  were, 
to  swell  out  in  yet  prouder  folds  as  she  listened  to  the 
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reasons  and  the  emergencies  which  compelled  the  Con- 
stable of  Chester  to  defer  the  marriage  which  he  avowed 
was  the  dearest  wish  of  his  heart,  mitil  after  bis  return 
from  the  Crusade,  for  which  he  was  about  to  set  forth. 

"  Methinks,"  replied  the  Abbess,  with  much  coldness, 
"if  this  conmiunication  is  meant  for  earnest, — and  it 
were  no  fit  business — I  myself  no  fit  person, — for  jesting 
with — ^methinks  the  Constable's  resolution  should  have 
been  proclaimed  to  us  yesterday  before  the  fian^ailUs 
had  united  his  troth  with  that  of  Eveline  Berenger, 
under  expectations  very  different  fi-om  those  which  he 
now  announces." 

*'  On  the  word  of  a  knight  and  a  gentleman,  reverend 
lady,"  said  the  Constable,  "  I  had  not  then  the  slightest 
thought  that  I  should  be  called  upon  to  take  a  step  no 
less  distressing  to  me,  than,  as  I  see  with  pain,  it  is 
unpleasing  to  you." 

••I  can  scarcely  conceive,"  replied  the  Abbess,  "the 
cogent  reasons,  which,  existing"  as  they  must  have  done 
yesterday,  have  nevertheless  delayed  their  operation  until 
to-day." 

"I  own,"  said  De  Lacy,  reluctantly,  "that  I  enter- 
tained too  ready  hopes  of  obtaining  a  remission  from  my 
vow,  which  my  Lord  of  Canterbury  hath,  in  his  zeal  for 
Heaven's  service,  deemed  it  necessary  to  refuse  me." 

"At  least,  then,"  said  the  Abbess,  veiling  her  resent- 
ment under  the  appearance  of  extreme  coldness,  "  your 
lordship  will  do  us  the  justice  to  place  us  in  the  same 
situation  in  which  we  stood  yesterday  morning  ;  and,  by 
joining  with  my  niece  and  her  friends  in  desiring  the 
abrogation  of  a  marriage-contract,  entered  into  with 
very  different  views  from  those  which  you  now  entertain, 
put  a  young  person  in  that  state  of  liberty  of  which  she 
is  at  present  deprived  by  her  contract  with  you." 

"Ah,  madam!"  said  the  Constable,  "what  do  you 
ask  of  me  ?  and  in  a  tone  how  cold  and  indifferent  do 
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you  demand  me  to  resign  hopes,  the  dearest  which  my 
bosom  ever  entertained  since  the  life-blood  wanned  it ! " 

' '  I  am  unacquainted  with  language  belonging  to  such 
feelings,  my  lord,"  replied  the  Abbess;  "but  methinks 
the  prospects  which  could  be  so  easily  adjourned  for 
years,  might,  by  a  little,  and  a  very  little,  further  self- 
control,  be  altogether  abandoned." 

Hugo  de  Lacy  paced  the  room  in  agitation,  nor  did 
he  answer  until  after  a  considerable  pause.  "If  your 
niece,  madam,  shares  the  sentiments  which  you  have 
expressed,  I  could  not,  indeed,  with  justice  to  her,  or 
perhaps  to  myself,  desire  to  retain  that  interest  in  her, 
which  our  solemn  espousals  have  given  me.  But  I  must 
know  my  doom  from  her  own  lips  ;  and  if  it  is  as  severe 
as  that  which  your  expressions  lead  me  to  fear,  I  will  go 
to  Palestine  the  better  soldier  of  Heaven,  that  I  shall 
have  little  left  on  earth  that  can  interest  me." 

The  Abbess,  without  farther  answer,  called  on  her 
Prsecentrix,  and  desired  her  to  command  her  niece's 
attendance  immediately.  The  Praecentrix  bowed  rever- 
ently, and  withdrew. 

"  May  I  presume  to  inquire,"  said  De  Lacy,  "whether 
the  Lady  Eveline  hath  been  possessed  of  the  circum- 
stances -which  have  occasioned  this  unhappy  alteration  in 
my  purpose?" 

"  I  have  communicated  the  whole  to  her,  from  point 
to  point,"  said  the  Abbess,  "  even  as  it  was  explained  to 
me  this  morning  by  my  Lord  of  Canterbury  (for  with 
him  I  have  already  spoken  upon  the  subject),  and  con- 
firmed but  now  by  your  lordship's  own  mouth." 

"  I  am  little  obliged  to  the  Archbishop,"  said  the  Con- 
stable, "  for  having  forestalled  my  excuses  in  the  quarter 
where  it  was  most  important  for  me  that  they  should  be 
accurately  stated,  and  favourably  received." 

"That,"  said  the  Abbess,  "is  but  an  item  of  the 
accoimt  betwixt  you  and  the  Prelate — ^it  concerns  not  us." 
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*•  Dare  I  venture  to  hope,"  continued  De  Lacy,  with- 
out taking  offence  at  the  dryness  of  the  Abbess's  manner, 
*'  that  Lady  Eveline  has  heard  this  most  unhappy  change 
of  circumstances  without  emotion — I  would  say,  without 
displeasure  ?  " 

"She  is  the  daughter  of  a  Berenger,  my  lord,"  an- 
swered the  Abbess,  "and  it  is  our  custom  to  punish  a 
breach  of  faith  or  to  contemn  it — never  to  grieve  over  it. 
What  my  niece  may  do  in  this  case  I  know  not  I  am 
a  woman  of  religfion,  sequestered  from  the  world,  and 
would  advise  peace  and  Christian  forgiveness,  with  a 
proper  sense  of  contempt  for  the  unworthy  treatment 
which  she  has  received.  She  has  followers  and  vassals, 
and  friends,  doubtless,  and  advisers,  who  may  not,  in 
blinded  zeal  for  worldly  honour,  recommend  to  her  to 
sit  down  slightly  with  this  injury,  but  desire  she  should 
rather  appeal  to  the  King,  or  to  the  arms  of  her  father's 
followers,  unless  her  liberty  is  restored  to  her  by  the  sxir- 
render  of  the  contract  into  which  she  has  been  enticed.— 
But  she  comes  to  answer  for  herself. " 

Eveline  entered  at  the  moment,  leaning  on  Rose's  arm. 
She  had  laid  aside  mourning  since  the  ceremony  of  the 
fianfailles,  and  was  dressed  in  a  kirtle  of  white,  with  an 
upper  robe  of  pale  blue.  Her  head  was  covered  with  a 
veil  of  white  gauze,  so  thin,  as  to  float  about  her  like 
the  misty  cloud  usually  painted  around  the  countenance 
of  a  seraph.  But  the  face  of  Eveline,  though  in  beauty 
not  unworthy  one  of  this  angelic  order,  was  at  present 
far  from  resembling  that  of  a  seraph  in  tranquillity  of 
expression.  Her  limbs  trembled,  her  cheeks  were  pale, 
the  tinge  of  red  around  the  eyelids  expressed  recent 
tears  ;  yet  amidst  these  natural  signs  of  distress  and  un- 
certainty there  was  an  air  of  profound  resignation — ^a 
resolution  to  discharge  her  duty  in  every  emergence 
reigning  in  the  solemn  expression  of  her  eye  and  eye- 
brow, and  showing  her  prepared  to  govern  the  agitation 
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which  she  could  not  entirely  subdue.  And  so  well  were 
these  opposing  qualities  of  timidity  and  resolution 
mingled  on  her  cheek,  that  Eveline,  in  the  utmost  pride 
of  her  beauty,  never  looked  more  fascinating  than  at 
that  instant ;  and  Hugo  de  Lacy,  hitherto  rather  an. 
imimpassioned  lover,  stood  in  her  presence  with  feeUngs 
as  if  all  the  exaggerations  of  romance  were  realised,  and 
his  mistress  were  a  being  of  a  higher  sphere,  from  whose 
doom  he  was  to  receive  happiness  or  mis^ery,  life  or 
death. 

It  was  under  the  influence  of  such  a  feeling  that  the 
warrior  dropped  on  one  knee  before  Evehne,  took  the 
hand  which  she  rather  resigned  than  gave  to  him» 
pressed  it  to  his  lips  fervently,  and,  ere  he  parted  with  it, 
moistened  it  with  one  of  the  few  tears  which  he  was  ever 
known  to  shed.  But  although  surprised,  and  carried  out 
of  his  character  by  a  sudden  impulse,  he  regained  his 
composure  on  observing  that  the  Abbess  regarded  his 
humiliation,  if  it  can  be  so  termed,  with  an  air  of 
triumph  ;  and  he  entered  on  his  defence  before  Eveline 
with  a  manly  earnestness,  not  devoid  of  fervour,  nor 
free  from  agitation,  yet  made  in  a  tone  of  firmness  and 
pride,  which  seemed  assumed  to  meet  and  control  that 
of  the  offended  Abbess. 

"Lady,"  he  said,  addressing  Eveline,  "you  have 
heard  from  the  venerable  Abbess  in  what  unhappy  posi- 
tion I  have  been  placed  since  yesterday  by  the  rigour  of 
the  Archbishop — perhaps  I  should  rather  say  by  his  just 
though  severe  interpretation  of  my  engagement  in  the 
Crusade.  I  cannot  doubt  that  all  this  ,has  been  stated 
with  accurate  truth  by  the  venerable  lady  ;  but  as  I  must 
no  longer  call  her  my  friend,  let  me  fear  whether  she  has 
done  me  justice  in  her  commentary  upon  the  unhappy 
necessity  which  must  presently  compel  me  to  leave  my 
country,  and  with  my  country  to  forego— at  least  to  post- 
pone— the  fairest  hopes  which  man  ever  entertained. 
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The  venerable  lady  hath  upbraided  me,  that  being  my* 
self  the  cause  that  the  execution  of  yesterday's  contract 
is  postponed,  I  would  fain  keep  it  suspendwi  over  your 
head  for  an  indefinite  term  of  years.  No  one  resigns 
willingly  such  rights  as  yesterday  gave  me  ;  and  let  me 
speak  a  boastful  word,  sooner  than  yield  them  up  to 
man  of  woman  bom,  I  would  hold  a  fair  field  against  all 
comers,  with  grinded  sword  and  sharp  spear,  ft-om  sim- 
rise  to  sunset,  for  three  days'  space.  But  what  I  would 
retain  at  the  price  of  a  -thousand  lives,  I  am  willing  to 
renounce  if  it  would  cost  you  a  single  sigh.  If,  there- 
fore, you  think  you  cannot  remain  happy  as  the  betrothed 
of  De  Lacy,  you  may  command  my  assistance  to  have 
the  contract  annulled,  and  make  some  more  fortunate 
man  happy." 

He  would  have  gone  on,  but  felt  the  danger  of  being 
overpowered  again  by  those  feelings  of  tenderness  so 
new  to  his  steady  nature,  that  he  blushed  to  give  way  to 
them. 

Eveline  remained  silent.  The  Abbess  took  the  word. 
•'  Kinswoman,"  she  said,  **you  heAr  that  the  generosity 
— or  the  justice — of  the  Constable  of  Chester  proposes,  in 
consequence  of  his  departure  upon  a  distant  and  perilous 
expedition,  to  cancel  a  contract  entered  into  upon  the 
specific  and  precise  understanding  that  he  was  to  remain 
in  England  for  its  fufilraent.  You  cannot,  methinks, 
hesitate  to  accept  of  the  freedom  which  he  offers  you, 
with  thanks  for  his  bounty.  For  my  part,  I  will  reserve 
mine  own  until  I  shall  see  that  your  joint  application  is 
sufficient  to  win  to  your  purpose  his  Grace  of  Canter- 
bury, who  may  again  interfere  with  the  actions  of  his 
friend  the  Lord  Constable,  over  whom  he  has  already 
exerted  so  much  influence — for  the  weal,  doubtless,  of 
his  spiritual  concerns." 

"If  it  is  meant  by  your  words,  venerable  lady,*'  said 
the  Constable,  "that  I  have  any  purpose  of  sheltering 
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myself  behind  the  Prelate's  authority,  to  avoid  doing  that 
which  I  proclaim  my  readiness,  though  not  my  willing- 
ness, to  do,  I  can  only  say,  that  you  are  the  first  who 
has  doubted  the  faith  of  Hugh  de  Lacy." — ^And  while  the 
proud  Baron  thus  addressed  a  female  and  a  recluse,  he 
could  not  prevent  his  eye  from  sparkling,  and  his  cheek 
from  flushing. 

'*  My  gracious  and  venerable  kinswoman,"  said 
Eveline,  summoning  together  her  resolution,  *"  and  you, 
my  good  lord,  be  not  offended  if  I  pray  you  not  to  in- 
crease by  groundless  suspicions  and  hasty  resentments 
your  difficulties  and  mine.  My  lord,  the  obligations 
which  I  lie  under  to  you  are  such  as  I  can  never  discharge, 
since  they  comprehend  fortime,  life,  and  honour.  Know 
that,  in  my  anguish  of  mind,  when  besieged  by  the 
Welsh  in  my  Castle  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  I  vowed  to 
the  Virgin  that  {my  honour  safe)  I  would  place  myself  at 
the  disposal  of  him  whom  Our  Lady  should  employ  as 
her  instrument  to  relieve  me  from  yonder  hour  of 
agony.  In  giving  me  a  deliverer,  she  gave  me  a  master; 
nor  could  I  desire  a  more  noble  one  than  Hugo  de  Lacy." 
"  God  forbid,  lady,"  said  the  Constable,  speaking 
eagerly,  as  if  he  was  afraid  his  resolution  should  fail  ere 
he  could  get  the  renimciation  uttered,  "  that  I  should, 
by  such  a  tie,  to  which  you  subjected  yourself  in  the 
extremity  of  your  distress,  bind  you  to  any  resolution 
in  my  favour  which  can  put  force  on  your  own  inclina- 
tions ! " 

The  Abbess  herself  could  not  help  expressing  her  ap- 
plause of  this  sentiment,  declaring  it  was  spoken  like  a 
Norman  gendeman ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  her  eyes, 
turned  towards  her  niece,  seemed  to  exhort  her  to 
beware  how  she  declined  to- profit  by  the  candour  of  De 
Lacy. 

But  Eveline  proceeded,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground,  and  a  slight  colour  overspreading  her  face,  to 
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State  her  own  sentiments,  without  listening  to  the  sug- 
gestions of  any  one.  "  I  will  own,  noble  sir,"  she  said, 
"that  when  your  valour  had  rescued  me  from  approach- 
ing destruction,  I  could  have  wished — honouring  and 
respecting  you,  as  I  had  done  your  late  friend,  my  ex- 
cellent father — that  you  could  have  accepted  a  daughter's 
service  from  me.  I  do  not  pretend  entirely  to  have 
surmounted  these  sentiments,  although  I  have  combated 
them,  as  being  unworthy  of  me,  and  ungrateful  to  you. 
But,  from  the  moment  you  were  pleased  to  honour  me 
by  a  claim  on  this  poor  hand,  I  have  studiously  examined 
my  sentiments  towards  you,  and  taught  myself  so 
far  to  make  them  coincide  with  my  duty,  that  I  may  call 
myself  assured  that  De  Lacy  would  not  find  in  Evehne 
Berenger  an  indifferent,  far  less  an  unworthy  bride.  In 
this,  sir,  you  may  boldly  confide,  whether  the  union  you 
have  sought  for  takes  place  instantly,  or  is  delayed  till 
A  longer  season.  Still  farther,  I  must  acknowledge  that 
the  postponement  of  these  nuptials  will  be  more  agree- 
able to  me  than  their  immediate  accomplishment.  I  am 
at  present  very  young,  and  totally  inexperienced.  Two 
or  three  years  will,  I  trust,  render  me  yet  more  worthy 
the  regard  of  a  man  of  honour." 

At  this  declaration  in  his  favour,  however  cold  and 
qualified,  De  Lacy  had  as  much  difficulty  to  restrain  his 
transports  as  formerly  to  moderate  his  agitation. 

"Angel  of  boimty  and  of  kindness  ! "  he  said,  kneeling 
once  more,  and  again  possessing  himself  of  her  hand. 
• '  perhaps  I  ought  in  honour  to  resign  voluntarily  those 
hopes  which  you  decline  to  ravish  from  me  forcibly. 
But  who  could  be  capable  of  such  unrelenting  magnani- 
mity?— Let  me  hope  that  my  devoted  attachment — ^that 
which  you  shall  hear  of  me  when  at  a  distance — that 
which  you  shall  know  of  me  when  near  you — may  give 
to  your  sentiments  a  more  tender  warmth  than  they  now 
express ;  and,  in  the  meanwhile,  blame  me  not  that  1 
23a 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE    BETROTHED. 

accept  your  plighted  faith  anew,  under  the  conditions 
which  you  attach  to  it.  I  am  conscious  my  wooing  has 
been  too  late  in  life  to  expect  the  animated  returns  proper 
to  youthful  passion — Blame  me  not  if  I  remain  satisfied 
with  those  calmer  sentiments  which  make  life  happy, 
though  they  cannot  make  passion  rapturous.  Your  hand 
remains  in  my  grasp,  but  it  acknowledges  not  my  pres- 
sure— Can  it  be  that  it  refuses  to  ratify  what  your  lips 
have  said  ?  " 

"Never,  noble  De  Lacy!"  said  Eveline,  with  more 
animation  than  she  had  yet  expressed ;  and  it  appeared  that 
the  tone  was  at  length  sufficiently  encouraging,  since  her 
lover  was  emboldened  to  take  the  lips  themselves  for 
guarantee. 

It  was  with  an  air  of  pride,  mingled  with  respect,  that, 
after  having  received  this  pledge  of  fidelity,  he  turned  to 
conciliate  and  to  appease  the  offended  Abbess.  "  I 
trust,  venerable  mother,"  he  said,  "  that  you  will  resume 
your  former  kind  thoughts  of  me,  which  I  am  aware 
were  only  interrupted  by  your  tender  anxiety  for  the 
interest  of  her  who  should  be  dearest  to  us  both.  Let 
me  hope  that  I  may  leave  this  fair  flower  under  protec- 
tion of  the  honoured  lady  who  is  her  next  in  blood, 
happy  and  secure  as  she  must  ever  be,  while  listening 
to  your  counsels,  and  residing  within  these  sacred  walls." 

But  the  Abbess  was  too  deeply  displeased  to  be  pro- 
pitiated by  a  compliment,  which  perhaps  it  had  been 
better  policy  to  have  delayed  till  a  calmer  season.  "  My 
lord,"  she  said,  "and  you,  fair  kinswoman,  you  ought 
needs  to  be  aware  how  little  my  counsels— not  frequently 
given  where  they  are  unwillingly  listened  to— can  be  of 
avail  to  those  embarked  in  worldly  affairs.  I  am  a 
woman  dedicated  to  religion,  to  solitude,  and  seclusion — 
to  the  service,  in  brief,  of  our  Lady  and  Saint  Benedict. 
I  have  been  already  censured  by  my  superior  because  I 
have,  for  love  of  you,  fair  niece,  mixed  more  deeply  in 
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secular  affairs  than  became  the  head  of  a  convent  of  re- 
cluses—I  will  merit  no  farther  blame  on  such  an  account; 
nor  can  you  expect  it  of  me.  My  brother's  daughter, 
unfettered  by  worldly  ties,  had  been  the  welcome  sharor 
of  my  poor  solitude.  But  this  house  is  too  mean  for  the 
residence  of  the  vowed  bride  of  a  mighty  baron ;  nor  do  J, 
in  my  lowliness  and  inexperience,  feel  fitness  to  exercise 
over  such  a  one  that  authority,  which  must  belong  to 
me  over  every  one  whom  this  roof  protects.  The  grave 
tenor  of  our  devotions,  and  the  serener  contemplation  to 
which  the  females  of  this  house  are  devoted,"  continued 
the  Abbess,  with  increasing  heat  and  vehemence,  "  shdH 
not,  for  the  sake  of  my  worldly  connections,  be  disturbed 
by  the  intrusion  of  one  whose  thoughts  must  needs  be  on 
the  worldly  toys  of  love  and  marriage." 

"  I  do  indeed  beUeve,  reverend  mother,"  said  the  Con- 
stable, in  his  turn  giving  way  to  displeasure,  "that a 
richly-dowered  maiden,  unwedded,  and  unlikely  to  wed, 
were  a  fitter  and  more  welcome  inmate  to  the  convent, 
than  one  who  cannot  be  separated  from  the  world,  and 
whose  wealth  is  not  likely  to  increase  the  House's 
revenues." 

The  Constable  did  the  Abbess  great  injury  in  this  hasty 
insinuation,  and  it  only  went  to  confirm  her  purpose  of 
rejecting  all  charge  of  her  niece  during  his  absence.  She 
was  in  truth  as  disinterested  as  haughty  ;  and  her  only 
reason  for  anger  against  her  niece  was,  that  her  advice 
had  not  been  adopted  without  hesitation,  although  the 
matter  regarded  Eveline's  happiness  exclusively. 

The  ill-timed  reflection  of  the  Constable  confirmed  her 
in  the  resolution  which  she  had  already,  and  hastily, 
adopted.  "  May  Heaven  forgive  you.  Sir  Knight,"  she 
replied,  "your  injurious  thoughts  of  His  servants !  It  is 
indeed  time,  for  your  soul's  sake,  that  you  do  penance  in 
the  Holy  Land,  having  such  rash  judgments  to  repent 
of. — For  you,  my  niece,  you  cannot  want  that  hospitality 
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which,  without  verifying,  or  seeming  to  verify,  unjust 
suspicions,  I  cannot  now  grant  to  you,  while  you  have, 
in  your  kinswoman  of  Baldringham,  a  secular  relation, 
whose  nearness  of  blood  approaches  mine,  and  who  may 
open  her  gates  to  you  without  incurring  the  unworthy 
censure,  that  she  means  to  enrich  herself  at  your  cost." 

The  Constable  saw  the  deadly  paleness  which  came 
over  Eveline's  cheek  at  this  proposal,  and,  without 
knowing  the  cause  of  her  repugnance,  he  hastened  to 
relieve  her  from  the  apprehensions  which  she  seemed 
evidently  to  entertain.  "  No,  reverend  mother,"  he  said, 
•*  since  ^«  so  harshly  reject  the  care  of  your  kinswoman, 
she  shall  not  be  a  burden  to  any  of  her  other  relatives. 
While  Hugo  de  Lacy  hath  six  gallant  castles,  and  many 
a  manor  besides,  to  maintain  fire  upon  their  hearths,  his 
betrothed  bride  shall  biu*den  no  one  with  her  society, 
who  may  regard  it  as  otherwise  than  a  great  honour  ; 
and  methinks  I  were  much  poorer  than  Heaven  hath 
made  me,  could  I  not  furnish  friends  and  followers  suffi- 
cient to  serve,  obey,  and  protect  her." 

"No,  my  lord,"  said  Eveline,  recovering  from  the 
dejection  into  which  she  had  been  thrown  by  the  unkind- 
ness  of  her  relative;  "since  some  unhappy  destiny 
separates  me  from  the  protection  of  my  father's  sister, 
to  whom  I  could  have  so  securely  have  resigned  myself, 
I  Will  neither  apply  for  shelter  to  any  more  distant  relation, 
nor  accept  of  that  which  you,  my  lord,  so  generously  offer ; 
since  my  doing  so  might  excite  harsh,  and,  I  am  sure, 
undeserved  reproaches,  against  her  by  whom  I  was 
driven  to  choose  a  less  advisable  dwelling-place.  I  have 
made  my  resolution.  I  have,  it  is  true,  only  one  friend 
left,  but  she  is  a  powerful  one,  and  is  able  to  protect  me 
against  the  particular  evil  fate  which  seems  to  follow  me, 
as  well  as  against  the  ordinary  evils  of  human  life.'" 

"  The  Queen,  I  suppose,"  said  the  Abbess,  interrupting 
her  impatiently, 
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"  The  Queen  of  Heaven  !  venerable  kinswoman/* 
answered  Eveline  ;  ' '  Our  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse, 
ever  gracious  to  our  house,  and  so  lately  my  especial 
guardian  and  protectress.  Methinks,  since  the  vowed 
votaress  of  the  Virgin  rejects  me,  it  is  to  her  holy 
patroness  whom  I  ought  to  apply  for  succour." 

The  venerable  dame,  taken  somewhat  unawares  by  this 
answer,  pronounced  the  interjection,  "Umph!"  in  a 
tone  better  befitting  a  Lollard  or  an  Iconoclast,  than  a 
Catholic  Abbess,  and  a  daughter  of  the  House  of 
Berenger.  Truth  is,  the  Lady  Abbess's  hereditary 
devotion  to  the  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  was  much 
decayed  since  she  had  known  the  full  merits  of  another 
gifted  image,  the  property  of  her  own  convent. 

Recollecting  herself,  however,  she  remained  silent, 
while  the  Constable  alleged  the  vicinity  of  the  Welsh,  as 
what  might  possibly  again  render  the  abode  of  his 
betrothed  bride  at  the  Garde  Doloureuse  as  perilous  as 
she  had  on  a  former  occasion  foimd  it.  To  this  Eveline 
replied,  by  reminding  him  of  the  great  strength  of  her 
native  fortress — the  various  sieges  which  it  had  withstood 
— and  the  important  circumstance,  that,  upon  the  late 
occasion,  it  was  only  endangered  because,  in  compliance 
with  a  point  of  honour,  her  father  Raymond  had  sallied 
out  with  the  garrison,  and  fought  at  disadvantage  a  battle 
under  the  walls.  She  farther  suggested,  that  it  was  easy 
for  the  Constable  to  name,  from  among  his  own  vassals 
or  hers,  a  seneschal  of  such  approved  prudence  and 
valour,  as  might  ensure  the  safety  of  the  place,  and  of 
its  lady. 

Ere  De  Lacy  could  reply  to  her  arguments  the  Abbess 
rose,  and,  pleading  her  total  inability  to  give  counsel  in 
secular  affairs,  and  the  rules  of  her  order,  which  called 
her,  as  she  said,  with  a  heightened  colour  and  raised 
voice,  "  to  the  simple  and  peaceful  discharge  of  her  con- 
ventual duties,"  she  left  the  betrothed  parties  in  the 
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locutory,  or  parlour,  without  any  company,  save  Rose, 
who  prudently  remained  at  some  distance. 

The  issue  of  their  private  conference  seemed  agreeable 
to  both ;  and  when  Eveline  told  Rose  that  they  were  to 
return  presently  to  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  imder  a 
sufficient  escort,  and  were  to  remain  there  during  the 
period  of  the  Crusade,  it  was  in  a  tone  of  heartfelt  satis- 
faction, which  her  follower  had  not  heard  her  make  use 
of  for  many  days.  She  spoke  also  highly  in  praise  of 
the  kind  acquiescence  of  the  Constable  in  her  wishes, 
and  of  his  whole  conduct,  with  a  warmth  of  gratitude 
approaching  to  a  more  tender  feeling. 

"  And  yet,  my  dearest  lady,"  said  Rose,  "if  you  will 
speak  unfeignedly,  you  must,  I  am  convinced,  allow  that 
yotf  look  upon  this  interval  of  years,  interposed  betwixt 
your  contract  and  your  marriage,  rather  as  a  respite 
than  in  any  other  light." 

*•  I  confess  it,"  said  Eveline  ;  '*  nor  have  I  concealed 
from  my  future  lord  that  such  are  my  feelings,  ungracious 
as  they  may  seem.  But  it  is  my  youth.  Rose,  my 
extreme  youth,  which  makes  me  fear  the  duties  of  De 
Lacy's  wife.  Then  those  evil  auguries  hang  strangely 
about  me.  Devoted  to  evil  by  one  kinswoman,  expelled 
almost  from  the  roof  of  another,  I  seem  to  myself,  at 
present,  a  creature  who  must  carry  distress  with  her,  pass 
where  she  will.  This  evil  hour,  and,  what  is  more,  the 
apprehensions  of  it,  will  give  way  to  time.  When  I  shall 
have  attained  the  age  of  twenty.  Rose,  I  shall  be  a  full- 
grown  woman,  with  all  the  soul  of  a  Berenger  strong 
within  me,  to  overcome  those  doubts  and  tremors  which 
agitate  the  girl  of  seventeen." 

•'Ah  !  my  sweet  mistress,"  answered  Rose,  "may  God 
and  our  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  guide  all  for  the 
best ! — But  I  would  that  this  contract  had  not  taken 
place,  or,  having  taken  place,  that  it  could  have  been 
fulfilled  by  your  immediate  union. " 
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CHAP.  XX. 


The  King  calVd  down  his  merry-men  all. 
By  one,  aiid  by  two,  and  three; 
Earl  Marshal  was  wont  to  be  the  foremost  man. 
But  the  hindmost  man  was  he. — Old  Ballad. 

I  F  the  Lady  Eveline  retired  satisfied  and  pleased 
from  her  private  interview  with  De  Lacy,  the  joy 
I  on  the  part  of  the  Constable  arose  to  a  higher 
pitch  of  rapture  than  he  was  in  the  habit  of  feehng  or 
expressing  ;  and  it  was  augmented  by  a  visit  of  the 
leeches  who  attended  his  nephew,  from  whom  he  received 
a  minute  and  particular  account  of  his  present  disorder, 
with  every  assurance  of  a  speedy  recovery. 

The  Constable  caused  alms  to  be  distributed  to  the 
convents  and  to  the  poor,  masses  to  be  said,  and  tapers  to 
be  lighted.  He  visited  the  Archbishop,  and  received 
from  him  his  full  approbation  of  the  course  which  he 
proposed  to  pursue,  with  the  promise,  that  out  of  the 
plenary  power  which  he  held  from  the  Pope,  the  Prelate 
was  willing,  in  consideration  of  his  instant  obedience,  to 
limit  his  stay  in  the  Holy  Land  to  the  term  of  three  years, 
to  become  current  from  his  leaving  Britain,  and  to  include 
the  space  necessary  for  his  return  to  his  native  country. 
Indeed,  having  succeeded  in  the  main  point,  the  Arch- 
bishop judged  it  wise  to  concede  every  inferior  considera- 
tion to  a  person  of  the  Constable's  rank  and  character, 
whose  good-will  to  the  proposed  expedition  was  perhaps 
as  essential  to  its  success  as  his  bodily  presence. 

In  short,  the  Constable  returned  to  his  pavilion  highly 
satisfied  with  the  manner  in  which  he  had  extricated  him- 
self from  those  difficulties  which  in  the  rooming  seemed 
almost  insuperable  ;  and  when  his  officers  assembled  to 
disrobe  him  (for  great  feudal  lords  had  their  levees  and 
couchees,  in  imitation  of  sovereign  princes),  he  distributed 
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gratmties  among  them,  and  jested  and  laughed  in  a  much 
gayer  humour  than  they  had  ever  before  witnessed. 

"  For  thee,"  he  said,  turning  to  Vidal  the  minstrel, 
who,  sumptuously  dressed,  stood  to  pay  his  respects 
among  the  other  attendants,  "  I  will  give  thee  nought  at 
present ;  but  do  thou  remain  by  my  bedside  until  I  am 
asleep,  and  I  will  next  morning  reward  thy  minstrelsy  as 
I  like  it." 

•*  My  lord,"  said  Vidal,  "  I  am  already  rewarded,  both 
by  the  honour,  and  by  the  liveries,  which  better  befit  a 
royal  minstrel  than  one  of  my  mean  fame ;  but  assign 
me  a  subject,  and  I  will  do  my  best,  not  out  of  greed  of 
future  largess,  but  gratitude  for  past  favours." 

"  Gramercy,  good  fellow,"  said  the  Constable.  "  Gua- 
vrine,"  he  added,  addressing  his  squire,  "let  the  watch  be 
posted,  and  do  thou  remain  within  the  tent — stretch  thy- 
self on  the  bear-hide,  and  sleep  or  listen  to  the  minstrelsy, 
as  thou  likest  best.  Thou  thinkest  thyself  a  judge,  I 
have  heard,  of  such  gear." 

It  Was  usual  in  those  insecure  times,  for  some  faithful 
domestic  to  sleep  at  night  within  the  tent  of  every  great 
baron,  that,  if  danger,  arose,  he  might  not  be  unsup- 
ported or  unprotected.  Guarine  accordingly  drew  his 
sword,  and,  taking  it  in  his  hand,  stretched  himself  on 
the  ground  in  such  a  manner,  that,  on  the  slightest  alarm, 
he  could  spring  up,  sword  in  hand.  His  broad  black 
eyes,  in  which  sleep  contended  with  a  desire  to  listen  to 
the  music,  were  fixed  on  Vidal,  who  saw  them  glittering 
in  the  reflection  of  the  silver  lamp,  like  those  of  a  dragon 
or  basilisk. 

After  a  few  preliminary  touches  on  the  chords  of  his 
rote,  the  minstrel  requested  of  the  Constable  to  name 
the  subject  on  which  he  desired  the  exercise  of  his 
powers. 

"  The  truth  of  woman,"  answered  Hugo  de  Lacy,  as 
be  laid  his  head  upon  his  pillow. 
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After  a  short  prelude,  the  minstrel  obeyed,  by  singings 
nearly  as  follows  : — 

I. 
Woman's  faith,  and  woman's  trust — 
Write  the  characters  in  dust ; 
Stamp  them  on  the  running  stream. 
Print  them  on  the  moon's  pale  beam, 
And  each  evanescent  letter, 
Shall  be  clearer,  firmer,  better. 
And  more  permanent,  I  ween. 
Than  the  thing  those  letters  mean. 


I  have  strain'd  the  spider's  thread 

'Gainst  the  promise  <^  a  maid ; 

I  have  weigh'd  a  grain  of  sand 

'Gainst  her  plight  of  heart  and  hand ; 

I  told  my  true  love  of  the  token. 

How  her  faith  proved  light,  and  her  word  was  broken : 

Again  her  word  and  truth  she  pb'ght. 

And  I  believed  them  again  ere  night." 

"  How  now,  sir  knave,"  said  the  Constable,  raising 
himself  on  his  elbow,  "from  what  drunken  rhymer  did 
you  learn  that  half-witted  satire  ?  " 

"  From  an  old,  ragged,  crossgrained  friend  of  mine, 
called  Experience,"  answered  VidaL  "I  pray  Heaven 
he  may  never  take  your  lordship,  or  any  other  worthy 
man,  under  his  tuition." 

"Go  to,  fellow,"  said  the  Constable,  in  reply  ;  "  thou 
art  one  of  those  wiseacres,  I  warrant  me,  that  would  fain 
be  thought  witty,  because  thou  canst  make  a  jest  of  those 
things  which  wiser  men  hold  worthy  of  most  worship, — 
the  honour  of  men,  and  the  truth  of  women.  Dost  thou 
call  thyself  a  minstrel,  and  hast  no  tale  of  female 
fidelity ! " 

"  I  had  right  many  a  one,  noble  sir,  but  I  laid  them 
aside  when  I  disused  my  practice  of  the  jesting  part  of 
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the  Joyous  Science.  Nevertheless,  if  it  pleases  your 
nobleness  to  listen,  I  can  sing  you  an  established  lay 
upon  such  a  subject." 

De  Lacy  made  a  sign  of  acquiescence,  and  laid  himself 
as  if  to  slumber  ;  while  Vidal  began  one  of  those  inter- 
minable and  almost  innumerable  adventures  concerning 
that  paragon  of  true  lovers,  fair  Ysolte  ;  and  of  the  con- 
stant and  uninterrupted  faith  and  affection  which  she 
displayed,  in  numerous  situations  of  difficulty  and  peril, 
to  her  paramour,  the  gallant  Sir  Tristrem,  at  the  expense 
of  her  less  favoured  husband,  the  luckless  King  Mark  of 
Cornwall ;  to  whom,  as  all  the  world  knows,  Sir  Tristrem 
was  nephew. 

This  was  not  the  lay  of  love  and  fidelity  which  De 
Lacy  would  have  chosen  ;  but  a  feeling  like  shame  pre- 
vented his  interrupting  it,  perhaps  because  he  was  un- 
willing to  yield  or  to  acknowledge  the  unpleasing  sensa- 
tions excited  by  the  tenor  of  the  tale.  He  soon  fell 
asleep,  or  feigned  to  do  so  ;  and  the  harper,  continuing 
for  a  time  his  monotonous  chant,  began  at  length  him- 
self to  feel  the  influence  of  slumber  ;  his  words,  and  the 
notes  which  he  continued  to  touch  upon  the  harp,  were 
broken  and  interrupted,  and  seemed  to  escape  drowsily 
from  his  fingers  and  voice.  At  length  the  sounds  ceased 
entirely,  and  the  minstrel  seemed  to  have  sunk  into  pro- 
found repose,  with  his  head  reclining  on  his  breast,  and 
one  arm  dropped  down  by  his  side,  while  the  other  rested 
on  his  harp.  His  slumber,  however,  was  not  very  long, 
and  when  he  awoke  from  it,  and  cast  his  eyes  around 
him,  reconnoitring,  by  the  light  of  the  night-lamp,  what- 
ever was  in  the  tent,  he  felt  a  heavy  hand,  which  pressed 
his  shoulder  as  if  gently  to  solicit  his  attention.  At  the 
same  time  the  voice  of  the  vigilant  Philip  Guarine  whis- 
pered in  his  ear,  "  Thine  office  for  the  night  is  ended — 
depart  to  thine  own  quarters  with  all  the  silence  thou 
may  St. " 
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The  minstrel  wrapt  himself  in  his  cloak  without  reply, 
though  perhaps  not  without  feeling  some  resentment  at 
a  dismissal  so  unceremonious. 


CHAP.    XXI. 
O I  then  I  see  Queen  Mob  hath  been  with  you* 

Romeo  and  Juliet. 

I  HE  subject  on  which  the  mind  has  last  be^i 
engaged  at  night  is  apt  to  occupy  our  thoughts 
even  during  slumber,  when  Imagination,  un- 
corrected by  the  organs  of  sense,  weaves  her  own  fan- 
tastic web  out  of  whatever  ideas  rise  at  random  in  the 
sieger.  It  is  not  surprising,  therefore,  that  De  Lacy  in 
his  dreams  had  some  confused  idea  of  being  identified 
with  the  unlucky  Mark  of  Cornwall ;  and  that  he 
awakened  from  such  unpleasant  visions  with  a  brow 
more  clouded  than  when  he  was  preparing  for  his  couch 
on  the  evening  before.  He  was  silent,  and  seemed  lost 
in  thought,  while  his  squire  assisted  at  his  levee  with  the 
respect  now  only  paid  to  sovereigns.  "Guarine,"  at 
length  he  said,  "  know  you  the  stout  Fleming,  who  was 
said  to  have  borne  him  so  well  at  the  siege  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse? — a  tall,  big,  brawny  man." 

"Surely,  my  lord,"  answered  his  squire;  "I  know 
Wilkin  Flammock — I  saw  him  but  yesterday." 

"Indeed!"  replied  the  Constable — "Here,  meanest 
thou  ?— in  this  city  of  Gloucester?  " 

"Assuredly,  my  good  lord.  He  came  hither  partly 
about  his  merchandise,  partly,  I  think,  to  see  his 
daughter  Rose,  who  is  in  attendance  on  the  gracious 
young  Lady  Eveline." 

•*  He  is  a  stout  soldier,  is  he  not  ?  " 
•   "Like  most  of  his  kind — a  rampart  to  a  castle,  but 
rubbish  in  the  field,"  said  the  Norman  sqiure. 
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"  Faithful,  also,  is  he  not?  "  continued  the  Constable. 

''Faithful  as  most  Flemings,  while  you  can  pay  for 
their  faith,"  replied  Guarine,  wondering  a  little  at  the 
unusual  interest  taken  in  one  whom  he  esteemed  a  being 
of  an  inferior  order  ;  when,  after  some  farther  inquiries, 
the  Constable  ordered  the  Fleming's  attendance  tpbe 
presently  commanded. 

Other  business  of  the  morning  now  occurred  (for  his 
speedy  departure  required  many  arrangements  to  be 
hastily  adopted),  when,  as  the  Constable  was  giving 
audience  to  several  officers  of  his  troops,  the  bulky  figure 
of  Wilkin  Flammock  was  seen  at  the  entrance  of  the 
pavilion,  in  jerkin  of  white  cloth,  and  having  only  a  knife 
by  his  side. 

"Leave  the  tent,  my  masters,"  said  De  Lacy,  "but 
continue  in  attendance  in  the  neighbourhood  ;  for  here 
comes  one  I  must  speak  to  in  private." 

The  officers  withdrew,  and  the  Constable  and  Fleming 
were  left  alone.  ' '  You  are  Wilkin  Flammock,  who  fought 
well  against  the  Welsh  at  the  Garde  Doloureuse  ?" 

"  I  did  my  best,  my  lord,"  answered  Wilkin — "  I  was 
bound  to  it  by  my  bai^n  ;  and  I  hope  ever  tq  act  like  a 
man  of  credit." 

"  Methinks,"  said  the  Constable,  "  that  you,  so  stout 
of  limb,  and,  as  I  hear,  so  bold  in  spirit,  might  look  a 
little  higher  than  this  weaving  trade  of  thine." 

*'  No  one  is  reluctant  to  mend  his  station,  my  lord," 
said  Wilkin;  "yet  am  I  so  far  from  complaining  of 
mine,  that  I  would  willingly  consent  it  should  never  be 
better,  on  condition  I  could  be  assured  it  were  never 
worse." 

"  Nay,  but,  Flammock,"  said  the  Constable,  "  I  mean 
higher  things  for  you  than  your  modesty  apprehends — I 
mean  to  leave  thee  in  a  charge  of  great  trust." 

"  Let  it  concern  bales  of  drapery,  my  lord,  and  no  one 
iwill  perform  it  better,"  said  the  FI«ming. 
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"Away  f  thou  art  too  lowly  minded,"  said  the  Con- 
stable. "What  think'st  thou  of  being  (fubbed  knight, 
as  thy  valour  well  deserves,  and  left  as  Chattelain  of  the 
Garde  Doloureuse  ?  " 

"  For  the  knighthood,  my  lord,  I  should  crave  your 
forgiveness  ;  for  it  would  sit  on  me  like  a  gilded  helmet 
on  a  hog.  For  any  charge,  whether  of  castle  or  cottage, 
I  trust  I  might  discharge  it  as  well  as  another." 

"  I  fear  me  thy  rank  must  be  in  some  way  mended," 
said  the  Constable,  surveying  the  unmilitary  dress  of  the 
figure  before  him  ;  '•  it  is  at  present  too  mean  to  befit 
the  protector  and  guardian  of  a  young  lady  of  high  birth 
and  rank." 

"  I  the  guardian  of  a  young  lady  of  birth  and  rank  !  ** 
said  Flammock,  his  light  large  eyes  turning  larger, 
lighter,  and  rounder  as  he  spoke. 

•  •  Even  thou, "  said  the  Constable.  * '  The  Lady  Eveline 
proposes  to  take  up  her  residence  in  her  castie  of  the 
Garde  Doloureuse.  I  have  been  casting  about  to  whom 
I  may  entrust  the  keeping  of  her  person  as  well  as  of  the 
stronghold.  Were  I  to  choose  some  knight  of  name,  as 
I  have  many  in  my  household,  he  would  be  setting  about 
to  do  deeds  of  vassalage  upon  the  Welsh,  and  engaging 
himself  in  turmoils,  which  would  render  the  safety  of  the 
castle  precarious;  or  he  would  be  absent  on  feats  of 
chivalry,  tournaments,  and  hunting  parties  ;  or  he  would, 
perchance,  have  shows  of  that  light  nature  under  the 
walls,  or  even  within  the  courts  of  the  castle,  turning  the 
secluded  and  quiet  abode,  which  becomes  the  situation 
of  the  Lady  Eveline,  into  the  misrule  of  a  dissolute  reveL 
— ^Thee  I  can  confide  in — thou  wilt  fight  when  it  is  requi- 
site, yet  wilt  not  provoke  danger  for  the  sake  of  danger 
itself— thy  birth,  thy  habits,  will  lead  thee  to  avoid  those 
gaieties,  which,  however  fascinating  to  others,  cannot 
but  be  distasteful  to  thee — thy  management  will  be  as 
regular,  as  I  will  take  care  that  it  shall  be  honourable  ; 
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and  thy  relation  to  her  favourite,  Rose,  will  render  thy 
guardianship  more  agreeable  to  the  Lady  Eveline,  than, 
perchance,  one  of  her  own  rank — ^And,  to  speak  to  thee 
a  language  which  thy  nation  readily  comprehends,  the 
reward,  Fleming,  for  the  regular  discharge  of  this  most 
weighty  trust,  shall  be  beyond  thy  most  flattering  hope." 
The  Fleming  had  listened  to  the  first  part  of  this  dis- 
course with  an  expression  of  surprise,  which  gradually 
gave  way  to  one  of  deep  and  anxious  reflection.  He 
gazed  fixedly  on  the  earth  for  a  minute  after  the  Con- 
stable had  ceased  speaking,  and  then  raising  up  his  eyes 
suddenly,  said,  "It  is  needless  to  seek  for  roigliJabout 
excuses.  This  cannot  be  your  earnest,  my  lord — but  if 
it  is,  the  scheme  is  naught." 

"How  and  wherefore?"  asked  the  Constable,  with 
displeased  surprise. 

"  Another  man  may  grasp  at  your  bounty,"  continued 
"Wilkin,  "  and  leave  you  to  take  chance  of  the  value  you 
were  to  receive  for  it ;  but  I  am  a  downright  dealer,  I 
will  not  take  payment  for  service  I  cannot  render." 

"  But  I  demand,  once  more,  wherefore  thou  canst  not, 
or  rather  wilt  not,  accept  this  trust?"  said  the  Con- 
stable. "  Surely,  if  I  am  willing  to  confer  such  confi- 
dence, it  is  well  thy  part  to  answer  it." 

**  True,  my  lord,"  said  the  Fleming;  "but  methinks 
the  noble  Lord  de  Lacy  should  feel,  and  the  wise  Lord 
de  Lacy  should  foresee,  that  a  Flemish  weaver  is  no 
fitting  guardian  for  his  plighted  bride.  Think  her  shut 
up  in  yonder  solitary  castie,  under  such  respectable  pro- 
tection, and  reflect  how  long  the  place  will  be  solitary  in 
this  land  of  love  and  of  adventure  !  We  shall  have 
minstrels  singing  ballads  by  the  threave  under  our  win- 
dows, and  such  twangling  of  harps  as  would  be  enough 
to  frighten  our  walls  from  their  foundations,  ,as  clerks 
say  happened  to  those  of  Jericho — We  shall  have  as 
many  knights-errant  around  us  as  ever  had  Charle- 
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magne,  or  King  Arthur.  Mercy  on  me  !  A  less  matter 
than  a  fine  and  noble  recluse  immured— so  will  they 
term  it — in  a  tower,  under  the  guardianship  of  an  old 
Flemish  weaver,  would  bring  half  the  chivalry  in  England 
round  us,  to  break  lances,  vow  vows,  display  love- 
liveries,  and  I  know  not  what  follies  besides. — Think 
you  such  gallants,  with  the  blood  flying  through  their 
veins  like  quicksilver,  would  much  mind  my  bidding 
them  begone  ?  " 

"Draw  bolts,  up  with  the  drawbridge,  drop  port- 
cullis," said  the  Constable,  with  a  constrained  smile, 

"  And. thinks  your  lordship  such  gallants  would  mind 
these  impediments?  such  are  the  very  essence  of  the 
adventures  which  they  come  to  seek. — The  Knight  of 
the  Swan  would  swim  through  the  moat — ^he  of  the  Eagle 
would  fly  over  the  walls — he  of  the  Thunderbolt  would 
burst  open  the  gates." 

•'  Ply  crossbow  and  mangonel,"  said  De  Lacy. 

"And  be  besieged  in  form,"  said  the  Fleming,  "like 
the  Castle  of  Tintadgel  in  the  old  hangings,  all  for  the 
love  of  fair  lady  ? — ^And  then  those  gay  dames  and  de- 
moiselles, who  go  upon  adventure  from  castle  to  castle, 
from  tournament  to  tournament,  with  bare  bosoms, 
flaunting  plumes,  poniards  at  their  sides,  and  javelins  in 
their  hands,  chattering  like  magpies,  and  fluttering  lilie 
jays,  and,  ever  and  anon,  cooing  like  doves — how  am  1 
to  exclude  such  from  the  Lady  Eveline's  privacy  ?  " 

"By  keeping  doors  shut,  I  tell  thee,"  answered  the 
Constable,  still  in  the  same  tone  of  forced  jocularity ;  "  a 
wooden  bar  will  be  thy  warrant." 

"Ay,  but,"  answered  Flammock,  "if  the  Flemish 
weaver  sayshuf,  when  the  Norman  young  lady  says  opeti, 
think  which  has  the  best  chance  of  being  obeyed.  At  a 
word,  my  lord,  for  the  matter  of  guardianship,  and  such 
like,  I  wash  my  hands  of  it — I  would  not  undertake  to 
be  guardian  to  the  chaste  Susannah,  though'  she  lived 
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in  an  enchanted  castle  which  no  liviiig  thing  could 
approach." 

"Thou  holdest  the  language  and  thoughts,"  said  De 
Lacy,  "of  a  vulgar  debauchee,  who  laughs  at  female 
constancy,  because  he  has  lived  only  with  the  most 
worthless  of  the  sex.  Yet  thou  shouldst  know  the  con- 
trary, having,  as  I  know,  a  most  virtuous  daughter" 

"  Whose  mother  was  not  less  so,"  said  Wilkin,  break- 
ing in  upon  the  Constable's  speech  with  somewhat  more 
emotion  than  he  usuaUy  displayed,  "  But  law,  my  lord, 
gave  me  authority  to  govern  and  direct  my  wife,  as  both 
law  and  nature  give  me  power  and  charge  over  my 
daughter.  That  which  I  can  govern  I  can  be  answerable 
for ;  but  how  to  discharge  me  so  well  of  a  delegated 
trust,  is  another  question. — Stay  at  home,  my  good 
lord,"  continued  the  honest  Fleming,  observing  that  his 
speech  made  some  impression  upon  De  Lacy;  "let  a 
fool's  advice  for  once  be  of  avail  to  change  a  wise  man's 
purpose,  taken,  let  me  say,  in  no  wise  hour.  Remain  in 
your  own  land,  rule  your  own  vassals,  and  protect  your 
own  bride.  You  only  can  claim  her  cheerful  love  and 
ready  obedience ;  and  sure  I  am,  that,  without  pretend- 
ing to  guess  what  she  may  do  if  separated  from  you,  she 
wiU,  under  your  own  eye,  do  the  duty  of  a  faithful  and 
a  loving  spouse." 

"And  the  Holy  Sepulchre  ?  "  said  the  Constable,  with 
a  sigh,  his  heart  confessing  the  wisdom  of  the  advice^ 
which  circumstances  prevented  him  from  following. 

"  Let<  those  who  lost  the  Holy  Sepulchre  regain  it,  my 
lord,"  replied  Flammock.  "  If  those  Latins  and  Greeks, 
as  they  call  them,  are  no  better  men  than  I  have  heard, 
it  signifies  very  little  whether  they  or  the  heathen  have 
the  country  that  has  cost  Europe  so  much  blood  and 
treasure." 

"In  good  faith,"  said  the  Constable,  "  there  is  sense 
in  what  thou  say'st ;  but  I  caution  thee  to  repeat  it  not, 
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lest  thou  be  taken  for  a  heretic  or  a  Jew.  For  me,  my 
word  and  oath  are  pledged  beyond  retreat,  and  I  have 
only  to  consider  whom  I  may  best  name  for  that  im- 
portant station,  which  thy  caution  has — not  without  some 
shadow  of  reason — induced  thee  to  decline." 

"There  is  no  man  to  whom  yoiu*  lordship  can  so 
naturally  or  honourably  transfer  such  a  charge,"  said 
Wilkin  Flammock,  "  as  to  the  kinsman  near  to  you,  and 
possessed  of  your  trust;  yet  much  better  would  it  be 
were  there  no  such  trust  to  be  reposed  in  any  one." 

"  If,"  said  the  Constable,  "  by  my  near  kinsman,  you 
mean  Randal  de  Lacy,  I  care  not  if  I  tell  you,  that  I 
consider  him  as  totally  worthless,  and  undeserving  of 
honourable  confidence." 

*'  Nay,  I  mean  another,"  said  Flammock,  "nearer  to 
you  by  blood,  and,  unless  I  greatly  mistake,  much  nigher 
also  in  affection— I  had  in  mind  your  lordship's  nephew, 
Damian  de  Lacy." 

The  Constable  started,  as  if  a  wasp  had  stung  him ; 
but  instantly  replied,  with  forced  composure,  "  Damian 
was  to  have  gone  in  my  stead  to  Palestine — it  now 
seems  I  must  go  in  his ;  for,  since  this  last  illness,  the 
leeches  have  totally  changed  their  minds,  and  consider 
that  warmth  of  the  climate  as  dangerous,  which  they 
formerly  decided  to  be  salutary.  But  our  learned  doctors, 
like  our  learned  priests,  must  ever  be  in  the  right,  change 
their  counsels  as  they  may ;  and  we  poor  laymen  still  in 
the  wrong.  I  can,  it  is  true,  rely  on  Damian  with  the 
utmost  confidence;  but  he  is  young,  Flammock— very 
young — ^and,  in  that  particular,  resembles  but  too  nearly 
the  party  who  might  be  otherwise  committed  to  his 
charge." , 

"Then  once  more,  my  lord,"  said  the  plain-spoken 
Fleming,  "remain  at  home,  and  be  yourself  the  pro- 
tector of  what  is  naturally  so  dear  to  you." 

"  Once  more,  I  repeat,  that  I  cannot,"  answered  the 
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Constable.  *'  The  step  which  I  have  adopted  as  a  great 
duty,  may  perhaps  be  a  great  error — I  only  know  that  it 
is  irretrievable." 

*'  Trust  your  nephew,  then,  my  lord,"  replied  Wilkin — 
•*he  is  honest  and  true;  and  it  is  better  trusting  young 
lions  than  old  wolves.  He  may  err,  perhaps,  but  it  will 
not  be  from  premeditated  treachery." 

"Thou  art  right,  Flammock,"  said  the  Constable; 
**  and  perhaps  I  ought  to  wish  I  had  sooner  asked  thy 
counsel,  blimt  as  it  is.  But  let  what  has  passed  be  a 
secret  betwixt  us;  and  bethink  thee  of  something  that 
may  advantage  thee  more  than  the  privilege  of  speaking 
about  my  affairs." 

"  That  accompt  will  be  easily  settled,  my  lord,"  re- 
plied Flammock  ;  "for  my  object  was  to  ask  your  lord- 
ship's favour  to  obtain  certain  extensions  of  our  privil^es, 
in  yonder  wild  comer  where  we  Flemings  have  made  our 
retreat." 

"Thoushalt  have  them,  so  they  be  not  exorbitant," 
said  the  Constable.  And  the  honest  Fleming,  among 
whose  good  qualities  scrupulous  delicacy  was  not  the 
foremost,  hastened  to  detail,  with  great  minuteness,  the 
particulars  of  his  request  or  petition,  long  pursued  in 
vain,  but  to  which  this  interview  was  the  means  of  in- 
suring success. 

The  Constable,  eager  to  execute  the  resolution  which 
he  had  formed,  hastened  to  the  lodging  of  Damian  de 
Lacy,  and  to  the  no  small  astonishment  of  his  nephew, 
intimated  to  him  his  change  of  destination ;  alleging  his 
own  hurried  departure,  Damian's  late  and  present  illness, 
together  with  the  necessary  protection  to  be  afforded  to 
the  Lady  Eveline,  as  reasons  why  his  nephew  must  needs 
remain  behind  him — to  represent  him  during  his  absence 
— to  protect  the  family  rights,  and  assert  the  family 
honour  of  the  house  of  De  Lacy — above  all,  to  act  as  the 
guardian  of  the  young  and  beautiful  bride,  whom  his 
249 

'  Digitized  by  Google 


THE    BETROTHED. 

iincle  and  patron  had  been  in  some  measure  compiled 
to  abandon  for  a  time. 

Damian  yet  occupied  his  bed  while  the  Constable  com- 
municated this  change  of  purpose.  Perhaps  he  might 
think  the  circumstance  fortunate,  that  in  this  position  he 
could  conceal  from  his  uncle's  observation  the  vai^pus 
emotions  which  he  could  not  help  feeling;  while  the 
Constable,  with  the  eagerness  of  one  who  is  desirous  of 
hastily  finishing  what  he  has  to  say  on  an  unpleasing 
subject,  hurried  over  an  accoimt  of  the  arrangements 
which  he  had  made,  in  order  that  his  nephew  might  have 
the  means  of  discharging,  with  sufficient  effect,  the  im- 
portant trust  committed  to  him. 

The  youth  listened  as  to  a  voice  in  a  dream,  which  he 
had  not  the  power  of  interrupting,  though  there  was 
something  within  him  which  whispered  there  would  be 
both  prudence  and  integrity  in  remonstrating  against  his 
uncle's  alteration  of  plan.  Something  he  accordingly 
attempted  to  say,  when  the  Constable  at  length  paused ; 
but  it  was  too  feebly  spoken  to  shake  a  resolution  fully 
though  hastily  adopted  and  explicitly  announced,  by  one 
not  in  the  use  to  speak  before  his  purpose  was  fixed,  or 
to  alter  it  when  it  was  declared. 

The  remonstrance  of  Damian,  besides,  if  it  could  be 
termed  such,  was  spoken  in  terms  too  contradictory  to 
be  intelligible.  In  one  moment  he  professed  his  regret 
for  the  laurels  which  he  had  hoped  to  gather  in  Palestine, 
and  implored  his  uncle  not  to  alter  his  purpose,  but  per- 
mit him  to  attend  his  banner  thither  :  and  in  the  next 
sentence,  he  professed  his  readiness  to  defend  the  safety 
of  Lady  Eveline  with  the  last  drop  of  his  blood.  De 
Lacy  saw  nothing  inconsistent  in  these  feelings,  though 
they  were  for  the  moment  contradictory  to  each  other. 
It  was  natural,  he  thought,  that  a  young  knight  should 
be  desirous  to  win  honour — natural  also  that  he  should 
willingly  assume  a  charge  so  honourable  and  important 
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as  that  with  which  he  proposed  to  invest  him  ;  and 
therefore  he  thought  it  was  no  wonder  that,  as- 
suming his  new  office  wilUngly,  the  young  man  should 
yet  feel  regret  at  losing  the  prospect  of  honourable 
adventure,  which  he  must  abandon.  He  therefore  only- 
smiled  in  reply  to  the  broken  expostulations  of  his 
nephew ;  and,  having  confirmed  his  former  arrange- 
ment, left  the  young  man  to  reflect  at  leisure  on  his 
change  of  destination,  while  he  himself,  in  a  second 
visit  to  the  Benedictine  Abbey,  communicated  the  pur- 
pose which  he  had  adopted,  to  the  Abbess,  and  to  his 
bride-elect.  ' 

The  displeasure  of  the  former  lady  was  in  no  measure 
abated  by  this  communication ;  in  which,  indeed,  she 
affected  to  take  very  httle  interest.  She  pleaded  her 
religious  duties,  and  her  want  of  knowledge  of  secular 
affairs,  if  she  should  chance  to  mistake  the  usages  of 
the  world ;  yet  she  had  always,  she  said,  understood, 
that  the  guardians  of  the  young  and  beautiful  of  her 
own  sex  were  chosen  from  the  more  mature  of  the  other. 

"Your  own  unkindness,  lady,"  answered  the  Con- 
stable, "  leaves  me  no  better  choice  than  I  have  made. 
Since  the  Lady  Eveline's  nearest  friends  deny  her  the 
privilege  of  their  roof,  on  account  of  the  claim  with 
which  she  has  honoured  me,  I,  on  my  side,  were  worse 
than  ungrateful  did  I  not  secure  for  her  the  protection 
of  my  nearest  male  heir.  Damian  is  young,  but  he  is 
true  and  honourable  ;  nor  does  the  chivalry  of  England 
afford  me  a  better  choice." 

Eveline  seemed  siurprised,  and  even  struck  with  con- 
sternation, at  the  resolution  which  her  bridegroom  thus 
suddenly  announced  ;  and  perhaps  it  was  fortunate  that 
the  remark  of  the  Lady  Abbess  made  the  answer  of  the 
Constable  necessary,  and  prevented  him  from  observing 
that  her  colour  shifted  more  than  once  from  pale  to  deep 
red. 
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Rose,  who  was  not  excluded  from  the  conference,  drew 
close  up  to  her  mistress  ;  and,  by  affecting  to  adjust  her 
veil,  while  in  secret  she  strongly  pressed  her  hand,  gave 
her  time  and  encouragement  to  compose  her  mind  for  a 
reply.  It  was  brief  and  decisive,  and  announced  with  a 
firmness  which  showed  that  the  uncertainty  of  the  moment 
had  passed  away  or  been  suppressed.  "  In  case  of 
danger,"  she  said,  **  she  would  not  fail  to  apply  to 
Damian  de  Lacy  to  come  to  her  aid,  as  he  had  once 
done  before  ;  but  she  did  not  apprehend  any  danger  at 
present,  within  her  own  secure  castle  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  where  it  was  her  purpose  to  dwell,  at- 
tended only  by  her  own  household.  She  was  resolved," 
she  continued,  "in  consideration  of  her  peculiar  con- 
dition, to  observe  the  strictest  retirement,  which  she 
expected  would  not  be  violated  even  by  the  noble  young 
knight  who  was  to  act  as  her  guardian,  unless  some 
apprehension  for  her  safety  made  his  visit  unavoid- 
able." 

The  Abbess  acquiesced,  though  coldly,  in  a  proposal, 
which  her  ideas  of  decorum  recommended  ;  and  pre- 
parations were  hastily  made  for  the  Lady  Eveline's 
return  to  the  castle  of  her  father.  Two  interviews 
which  intervened  before  her  leaving  the  convent,  were 
in  their  nature  painful.  The  first  was  when  Damian 
was  formally  presented  to  her  by  his  uncle,  as  the 
delegate  to  whom  he  had  committed  the  charge  of  his 
own  property,  and,  which  was  much  dearer  to  him,  as 
he  affirmed,  the  protection  of  her  person  and  interest. 

Eveline  scarce  trusted  herself  with  one  glance  ;  but 
that  single  look  comprehended  and  reported  to  her  the 
ravage  which  disease,  aided  by  secret  grief,  had  made 
on  the  manly  form  and  handsome  countenance  of  the 
youth  before  her.  She  received  his  salutation  in  a 
manner  as  embarrassed  as  that  in  which  it  was  made ; 
and,  to  his  hesitating  proffer  of  service,  answered,  that 
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she  trusted  only  to  be  obliged  to  him  for  his  good-wiU 
during  the  interval  of  his  unclie's  absence. 

Her  parting  with  the  Constable  was  the  next  trial 
which  she  was  to  undergo.  It  was  not  without  emotion, 
although  she  preserved  her  modest  composure,  and  De 
Lacy  his  calm  gravity  of  deportment.  His  voice  fal- 
tered, however,  when  he  came  to  announce,  "that  it 
were  unjust  she  should  be  bound  by  the  engagement 
which  she  had  been  graciously  contented  to  abide  under. 
Three  years  he  had  assigned  for  its  term  ;  to  which  space 
the  Archbishop  Baldwin  had  consented  to  shorten  the 
period  of  his  absence.  If  I  appear  not  when  these  are 
elapsed,"  he  said,  "let  the  Lady  Eveline  conclude  that 
the  grave  holds  De  Lacy,  and  seek  out  for  her  mate 
some  happier  man.  She  cannot  find  one  more  grateful, 
though  there  are  many  who  better  deserve  her." 

On  these  terms  they  parted  ;  and  the  Constable, 
speedily  afterwards  embarking,  ploughed  the  narrow 
seas  for  the  shores  of  Flanders,  where  he  proposed  to 
unite  his  forces  with  the  Count  of  that  rich  and  warlike 
country,  who  had  lately  taken  the  Cross,  and  to  proceed 
by  the  route  which  should  be  found  most  practicable  on 
their  destination  for  the  Holy  Land;  The  broad  pennop, 
with  the  arms  of  the  Lncys,  streamed  forward  with  a 
favourable  wind  from  the  prow  of  the  vessel,  as  if  point- 
ing to  the  quarter  of  the  horizon  where  its  renown  was 
to  be  augmented  ;  and,  considering  the  fame  of  the 
leader,  and  the  excellence  of  the  soldiers  who  followed 
him,  a  more  gallant  band,  in  proportion  to  their  numbers, 
never  went  to  avenge  on  the  Saracens  the  evils  endured 
by  the  Latins  of  Palestine. 

Meanwhile  Eveline,  after  a  cold  parting  with  the 
Abbess,  whose  offended  dignity  had  not  yet  forgiven 
the  slight  regard  vyhich  she  had  paid  to  her  opinion, 
resumed  her  journey  homeward  to  her  paternal  castle, 
where  her  household  was  to  be  arranged  in  a  manner 
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suggested  by  the  Constable,  and  approved  of  by  her- 
self. 

The  same  preparations  were  made  for  her  accommo- 
dation at  every  halting-place  which  she  had  experienced 
upon  her  journey  to  Gloucester,  and  as  before,  the  pur- 
veyor was  invisible,  although  she  could  be  at  little  loss 
to  guess  his  name.  Yet  it  appeared  as  if  the  character  of 
these  preparations  was  in  some  degree  altered.  All  the 
realities  of  convenience  and  accommodation,  with  the 
most  perfect  assurances  of  safety,  accompanied  her 
everywhere  on  the  route  ;  but  they  were  no  longer 
mingled  with  that  display  of  tender  gallantry  and  taste, 
which  marked  that  the  attentions  were  paid  to  a  young 
and  beautiful  female.  The  clearest  fountain-head,  and 
the  most  shady  grove,  were  no  longer  selected  for  the 
noontide  repast ;  but  the  house  of  some  franklin,  or  a 
^mall  abbey,  afforded  the  necessary  hospitality.  All 
seemed  to  be  ordered  with  the  most  severe  attention 
to  rank  and  decorum — it  seemed  as  if  a  nun  of  some 
strict  order,  rather  than  a  young  maiden  of  high  quality 
and  a  rich  inheritance,  had  been  journeying  through  the 
land ;  and  Eveline,  though  pleased  with  the  delicacy 
which  seemed  thus  to  respect  her  unprotected  and 
peculiar  condition,  would  sometimes  think  it  unneces- 
sary, that,  by  so  many  indirect  hints,  it  should  be  forced 
on  her  recollection. 

She  thought  it  strange  also,  that  Damian,  to  whose 
care  she  had  been  so  solemnly  committed,  did  not  even 
pay  his  respects  to  her  on  the  road.  Something  there 
was  which  whispered  to  her,  that  close  and  frequent 
intercourse  might  be  unbecoming — even  dangerous  ;  but 
surely  the  ordinary  duties  of  a  knight  and  gentleman 
enjoined  him  some  personal  communication  with  the 
maiden  under  his  escort,  were  it  only  to  ask  if  her 
accommodations  had  been  made  to  her  satisfaction,  or 
if  she  had  any  special  wish  which  was  ungratified.  The 
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only  intercourse,  however,  which  took  place  betwixt 
them,  was  through  means  of  Amelot,  Damian  de  Lacy's 
youthful  page,  who  came  in  the  mom  and  at  evening  to 
receive  Eveline's  commands  concerning  their  route,  ^nd 
the  hours  of  journey  and  repose. 

These  formalities  rendered  the  soUtude  of  Eveline's 
return  less  endurable  ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the 
society  of  Rose,  she  would  have  found  herself  under 
an  intolerably  irksome  degree  of  constraint.  She  even 
hazarded  to  her  attendant  some  remarks  upon  the  sin- 
gularity of  De  Lacy's  conduct,  who,  authorised  as  he 
was  by  his  situation,  seemed  yet  as  much  afraid  to 
approach  her  as  if  she  had  been  a  basilisk. 

Rose  let  the  first  observation  of  this  nature  pass  as  if 
it  had  been  unheard  ;  but  when  her  mistress  made  a 
second  remark  to  the  same  purpose,  she  answered,  with 
the  truth  and  freedom  of  her  character,  though  perhaps 
with  less  of  her  usual  prudence,  "  Damian  de  Lacy 
judges  well,  noble  lady.  He  to  whom  the  safe  keeping 
of  a  royal  treasure  is  entrusted,  should  not  indulge 
himself  too  often  by  gazing  upon  it." 

Evehne  blushed,  wrapt  herself  closer  in  her  veil,  nor 
did  she  again  during  their  journey  mention  the  name  of 
Damian  de  Lacy. 

When  the  grey  turrets  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  greeted 
her  sight  on  the  evening  of  the  second  day,  and  she  once 
more  beheld  her  father's  banner  floating  from  its  highest 
watch-tower  in  honour  of  her  approach,  her  sensations 
were  mingled  with  pain ;  but,  upon  the  whole,  she  looked 
towards  that  ancient  home  as  a  place  of  refuge,  where 
she  might  indulge  the  new  train  of  thoughts  which  cir- 
cumstances had  opened  to  her  amid  the  same  scenes 
which  had  sheltered  her  infancy  and  childhood. 

She  pressed  forward  her  palfrey,  to  reach  the  ancient 
portal  as  soon  as  possible,  bowed  hastily  to  the  well- 
known  faces  which  showed  themselves  on  all  sides,  but 

Digitized  by  CjOOgle 


THE    BETROTHED. 

spoke  to  no  one,  until,  dismounting  at  the  chapel  door, 
she  had  penetrated  to  the  crypt,  in  which  was  preserved 
the  miraculous  painting.  There,  prostrate  on  the  ground, 
she  implored  the  guidance  and  protection  of  the  Holy 
Virgin  through  those  intricacies  in  which  she  had  involved 
herself,  by  fulfilment  of  the  vow  which  she  had  made 
in  her  anguish  before  the  same  shrine.  If  the  prayer  was 
misdirected,  its  purpose  was  virtuous  and  sincere ;  nor 
are  we  disposed  to  doubt  that  it  attained  that  Heaven 
towards  which  it  was  devoutly  addressed. 


CHAP.  XXII. 

The  VirgiiCs  image  falls— yet  some,  Itueen^ 
Not  unforgiven  the  suppliant  knee  might  bendy 
As  to  a  visible  power,  in  which  might  blend 
All  that  was  mix'd,  and  reconciled  in  her^ 
Of  mother's  love  with  maiden's  purity, 
Of  high  with  low,  celestial  with  terrene. 

Wordsworth. 

I  HE  household  of  the  Lady  Eveline,  though  of 
an    establishment  becoming    her   present    and 

I  future  rank,  was  of  a  solemn  and  sequestered 
character,  corresponding  to  her  place  of  residence,  and 
the  privacy  connected  with  her  situation,  retired  as  she 
was  from  the  class  of  maidens  who  are  yet  unengaged, 
and  yet  not  united  with  that  of  matrons,  who  enjoy  the 
protection  of  a  married  name.  Her  immediate  female 
attendants,  with  whom  the  reader  is  ahready  acquainted, 
constituted  almost  her  whole  society.  The  garrison  of 
the  castle,  besides  household  servants,  consisted  of 
veterans  of  tried  faith,  the  followers  of  Berenger  and 
of  De  Lacy,  in  many  a  bloody  field,  to  whom  the  duties 
of  watching  and  warding  were  as  familiar  as  any  of  their 
more  ordinary  occupations,  and  whose  courage  neverthe- 
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less,  tempered  by  age  and  experience,  was  not  likely  to 
engage  in  any  rash  adventure  or  accidental  quarrel. 
These  men  maintained  a  constant  and  watchful  guard, 
commanded  by  the  steward,  but  imder  the  eye  of  Father 
Aldrovand,  who,  besides  discharging  his  ecclesiastical 
functions,  was  at  times  pleased  to  show  some  sparkles  of 
his  ancient  military  education. 

Whilst  this  garrison  afforded  security  agains£  any 
sadden  attempt  on  the  part  of  the  Welsh  to  surprise  the 
castle,  a  strong  body  of  forces  were  disposed  within  a 
few  miles  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  ready,  on  the  least 
alarm,  to  advance  to  defend  the  place  against  any  more 
numerous  body  of  invaders,  who,  undeterred  by  the  fate 
of  Gwenwyn,  might  have  the  hardihood  to  form  a  regular 
si^e.  To  this  band,  which,  under  the  eye  of  Damian 
de  Lacy  himself,  was  kept  in  constant  readiness  for 
action,  could  be  added  on  occasion  all  the  military  force 
of  the  Marches,  comprising  numerous  bodies  of  Flemings, 
and  other  foreigners,  who  held  their  establishments  by 
military  tenure. 

While  the  fortress  was  thus  secure  from  hostile  violence, 
the  life  of  its  inmates  was  so  unvaried  and  simile,  as 
might  have  excused  youth  and  beauty  for  wishing  for 
variety,  even  at  the  expense  of  some  danger.  The 
labours  of  the  needle  were  only  relieved  by  a  walk  round 
the  battlements,  where  Eveline,  as  she  passed  arm  in 
arm  with  Rose,  received  a  military  salute  from  each 
sentinel  in  turn,  or  in  the  courtyard,  where  the  caps  and 
bonnets  of  the  domestics  paid  her  the  same  respect 
which  she  received  above  from  the  pikes  and  javelins  of 
the  warders.  Did  they  wish  to  extend  their  airing  be- 
ycmd  the  castle-gate,  it  was  not  sufficient  that  doors  and 
bridges  were  to  be  opened  and  lowered;  there  was, 
be^des,  an  escort  to  get  under  arms,  who,  on  loot  or 
horseback,  as  the  case  might  require,  attended,  for  the 
security  of  the  Lady  Eveline's  person.  Without  this 
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military  attendance  they  could  not  in  safety  move  even  so 
far  as  the  mills,  where  honest  Wilkin  Flammock,  his 
warlike  deeds  forgotten,  was  occupied  with  his  mechimi- 
cal  labours.  But  if  a  further  disport  wa5  intend^,  and 
the  Lady  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  proposed  to  hum  or 
hawk  for  a  few  hours,  her  safety  was  ttot  confided  to  a 
guard  so  feeble  as  the  garrison  of  the  castle  could  afford. 
It  was  necessary  that  Raoul  should  announce  her  pur- 
pose to  Damian  by  a  special  messenger  dispatched  the 
evening  before,  that  there  might  be  time  before  daybi-eak 
to  scour,  with  a  body  of  light  cavalry,  the  region  in 
which  she  intended  to  take  her  pleastire  ;  and  Sentiiids 
were  pflaced  in  all  suspicious  places  while  she  continuied 
in  the  field.  In  truth,  she  tried,  upon  one  or  two  occa- 
sionst  to  make  an  excursion  without  any  formal  amxun- 
ciadon  of  her  intention  ;  but  afl  her  purposes  seiemed  to 
be  known  to  Damian  as  soon  as  they  were  formed,  and 
she  was  no  sooner  abroad  than  parties  of  archers  ind 
speattttten  from  his  camp  were  seen  scouring  the  valleys, 
and  guarding  the  mountain  pass,  and  Damian's  6wn 
phittie  was  usually  beheld  conspicuous  among  the  cBstant 
soldters; 

The  formatlity  of  these  preparations  so  much  allayed 
the  pleasure  derived  from  the  sport,  that  Eveline  selttom 
resorted  to  amusement  which  was  attended  with  stich 
bustle,  and  put  in  motion  so  many  persons. 

The  day  being  worn  otit  as  it  best  might,  in  the  even- 
ing Father  Aldrovand  was  wont  to  read  out  of  some 
holy  legend,  or  from  the  homilies  of  some  departed  saint, 
such  passages  as  he  deemed  fit  for  the  hearing  of  his 
Mttle  congregation.  Sometimes  also  he  read  and  ex- 
pounded a  chapter  of  the  Holy  Scripttire  ;  but  in  such 
cases,  the  good  man's  attention  was  so  strangely  turned 
to  th^  military  part  of  the  Jewish  history,  that  he  was 
never  able  to  quit  the  books  of  Judges  and  of  Kings, 
together  with  the  triumphs  of  Judas  Maccabeus;  al- 
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though  the  nHnmer  in  which  he  illnstr^ed  the  victories 
of  the  children  of  Israel  was  much  more  amusing  to  him- 
self than  edifying  to  his  female  audience. 

Sometimes,  but  rarely»  Rose  obtained  permission  for 
a  strolling  minstrel  to  entertain  an  hour  with  his  ditty  of 
love  and  chivalry ;  sometimes  a  pilgrim  frbm  a  distant 
shrine,  repaid  hy  long  tales  of  the  wonders  which  he  had 
seen  in  othet  lands, '  the  hospitaMty  which  the  Garde 
Doloureuse  afforded ;  and  sometimes  also  itiiappened, 
that  the  interest  and  intercession  of  the  tiring-woman 
obtained  admission  for.  travelling  merchants,  or  pedlars, 
who,  at  the  risk  of  their  lives,  found  profit  by  carrying 
from  castle  to  castle  the  materials  of  rich  dresses  and 
female  ornaments. 

The  usual  visits  of  mendicants,  of  jugglers,  of  travel*'^ 
ling  jesters,  are  not  to  be  fbrgbtten  in  this  list  of  amuse- 
ments ;  and  though  his  nation  subjected  him  tb  close 
watch  and  observation,  even  the  Welsh  bard,  with  his 
huge  harp  strung  with  horse^hair,  was  sbrnfetfanes  ad- 
mitted to  vdry  the  uniformity  of  theii*  secluded  life.  But, 
saving  such  amnsoments,  and  saving  also  the  reguliar 
attendance  upon  the  religious  duties  at  the  chapel,  it 
was  impossible  fbr  life  to  glide  away  in  more  wearisome 
monotony  than  at!  the  castle  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse. 
Since  the  death  of  its  brave  owner,  to  whom  feasting  and 
hospitality  seemed  as  nathral  as  thoughts  <rf  honour  and 
deeds  of  chivaSry,  the  gloom  of  a  convent  might  be  said 
to  have  envdoped  the  ancient  mansion  of  Ra3rmond 
Berenger,  were  it  not  that  the  presence  of  so  many  armed 
warders,  stalking  in  solemn  state  on  the  battlements* 
gave  it  rather  the  aspect  of  a  state-prison ;  and  the  temper 
of  the  inhabitants  gradually  became  infected  by  the 
character  of  their  dwelling. 

The  spirits  of  EveUne  in  particular  felt  a  depreission, 
which  her  naturally  lively  temper  was  quite  inadequate 
to  resist;  and  as  her  ruminations  became  graver,  had 
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caught  that  calm  and  contemplative  manner,  which  is  so 
often  united  with  an  ardent  and  enthusiastical  tempera-' 
ment.  She  meditated  deeply  upon  the  former  accidents 
of  her  life  ;  nor  can  it  be  wondered  that  her  thoughts 
repeatedly  wandered  bade  to  the  two  several  periods  on 
which  she  had  witnessed,  or  supposed  that  she  had 
witnessed,  a  supernatural  appearance.  Then  it  was  that 
it  often  seemed  to  her,  as  if  a  good  and  evil  power  strove 
for  mastery  over  her  destiny. 

Solitude  is  favourable  to  feelings  of  self-importance ; 
and  it  is  when  alone,  and  occupied  only  with  their  own 
thoughts,  that  fanatics  have  reveries,  and  imagined  saints 
lose  themselves  in  imaginary  ecstasies.  With  Eveline 
the  influence  of  enthusiasm  went  not  such  a  length,  yet 
it  seemed  to  her  as  if  in  the  vision  of  the  night  she  saw 
sometimes  the  aspect  of  the  Lady  of  the  Garde  Dolomr- 
euse,  bending  upon  her  glances  of  pity,  comfort,  and 
protection  ;  sometimes  the  ominous  form  of  the  Saxon 
castle  of  Baldringham,  holding  up  the  bloody  hand  as 
witness  of  the  injuries  with  which  she  had  been  treated 
while  in  li£e,  and  menacing  with  revenge  the  descendant 
of  her  murderer. 

On  awaking  from  such  dreams,  Evdine  would  reflect 
that  she  was  the  last  branch  of  her  house — a  house  to 
which  ^e  tutelage  and  protection  of  the  miraculous 
Image,  and  the  enmity  and  evil  influence  of  the  revenge- 
ful Vanda,  had  been  peculiarly  attached  for  ages.  It 
seemed  to  her  as  if  she  were  the  prize,  for  the  disposal 
of  which  the  benign  saint  and  vindictive  fiend  were  now 
to  play  their  last  and  keenest  game. 

Thus  thinking,  and  experiencing  little  interruption  of 
her  meditations  from  any  external  circumstance  of  inte- 
rest and  amusement,  she  became  pensive,  absent,  wrapt 
herself  up  in  contemplations  which  withdrew  her  atten- 
tion from  the  conversation  around  her,  and  walked  in  the 
world  of  reality  like  one  who  is  still  in  a  dream.  When 
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she  thought  of  her  engagement  with  the  Constable  of 
Chester,  it  was  with  resignation,  but  without  a  wish,  and 
ahnost  without  an  expectation,  that  she  would  be  called 
upon  to  fulfil  it.  She  had  accomplished  her  vow  by 
accepting  the  faith  of  her  deliverer  in  exchange  for  her 
own  ;  and  although  she  held  herself  willing  to  redeem 
the. pledge — nay,  would  scarce  confess  to  herself  the 
reluctance  with  which  she  thought  of  doing  so — ^yet  it  is 
certain  that  she  entertained  unavowed  hopes  that  our 
Lady  of  the  Garde  Ddoureuse  would  not  be  a  severe 
creditor  ;  but,  satisfied  with  the  readiness  she  had  shown 
to  accomplidi  her  vow,  would  not  insist  upon  her  claim 
in  its  full  rigour.  It  would  have  been  the  blackest  in* 
gratitude,  to  have  wished  that  her  gallant  deliverer, 
whom  she  had  so  much  cause  to  pray  for,  should  expe- 
Tienoe  any  of  those  fatalities  which  in  the  Holy  Land  so 
often  changed  the  laurel-wreath  into  cypress  ;  but  other 
accidents  chanced,  when  men  had  been  long  abroad,  to 
alter  those  purposes  with  which  they  had  left  home. 

A  strolUng  minstrel,  who  sought  the  Garde  Doloureuse, 
had  recited,  for  the  amusement  of  the  lady  and  house- 
hold, the  celebrated  lay  of  the  Count  of  Gleichen,  who, 
already  married  in  his  own  country,  laid  himself  imder 
so  many  obligations  in  the  East  to  a  Saracen  princess, 
through  whose  means  he  achieved  his  freedom,  that  he 
married  her  also.  The  Pope  and  his  conclave  were 
pleased  to  approve  of  the  double  wedlock,  in  a  case  so 
extraordinary  ;  and  the  good  Count  of  Gleichen  shared 
his  nuptial  bed  between  two  wives  of  equal  rank,  and 
now  sleqw  between  them  under  the  same  monument. 

The  commentaries  of  the  inmates  of  the  castle  had 
been  various  and  discrepant  upon  this  legend.  Father 
Aldrovand  considered  it  as  altogether  false,  and  an  un- 
worthy calumny  on  the  head  of  the  church,  in  affirming 
his  Holiness  would  countenance  such  irregularity.  Old 
Margery,  with  the  tender-heartedness  of  an  ancient 
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nurse,  wept  bitterly  for  pity  during  the  tale,  and,  never 
questioning  either  the  power  of  the  Pope  ar  the  propriety 
of  his  decision,  was  pleased  that  a  mode  of  extrication 
was  found  for  a  complication  of  love  distresses  vf\nch 
seemed  almost  inextricable.  Dome  Gillian  declared  it 
unreasonable,  that,  since  a  woman  was  only  aHowed  one 
husband,  a  man  should,  under  any  circumstances,  be 
permitted  to  have  two  wives  ;  whildt  Raoul,  glancing^  to- 
wards her  a  look  oi  verjuice,  pitied  the  deplorable  idiocy 
of  the  man  who  ootdd  be  fool  enough  to  avail  himself  of 
such  a  privilege. 

"  Peace,  all  the  rest  of  you,"  said  the  Lady  Eveline  ; 
"and  do  you,  my  dear  Rose,  tell  me  your  judgnaent 
upon  the  Count  Gleichfin  and  his  two  wives." 

Rose  blushed,  and  replied ^  ''  She  was, not  mudi  ae- 
oustomed  to  think  of  such  matters  ;  but  that,  in  faer 
apprehension,  the  wife  who  could  be  contented  with  but 
one  half  of  her  husband's  affections,  had  never  deserved 
to  engage  the  slightest  shave  of  them/' 

"Thou  art  partly  right.  Rose,"  said  £vdiflue;  *'and 
methinks  the  European  lady,  when  she  lotmd  herself  out- 
shone by  the  young  and  beautiful  foreign  princess,  would 
have  best  consulted  her  own  dignity  in  resigning  the 
place,  and  giving  the  Holky  Father  no  more  trouble  than 
in  annulling  the  marriage,  as  has  been  done  in  cases  of 
more  frequent  occurrence." 

This  she  said  with  an  air  of  indifiEerei|ice  and  even 
gaiety,  which  intimated  to  her  faithful  attendant  with 
how  little  effort  she  herself  could  have  made  such  a  sacri- 
fice, and  served  to  indicate  the  state  of  her  affections  to- 
wards the  Constable.  But  there  was  another  than  the 
Constable  on  whom  her  thoughts  tinned  more  frequently, 
though  involuntarily,  than  perhaps  in  prudence  they 
should  have  done. 

The  recollections  of  Damian  de  Lacy  had  not  been 
erased  from  Eveline's  mind.  They  were^  indeed,  renewed 
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by  lueaiing  liis  name  so  often  mentioned,  and  bj  knowing 
that  he  Mras  almost  constantly  ini  the  neighbourhood*  vy^th 
his  whole  attention  Jfixed  upon  her  convenience,  inlerest, 
and  safety  ;  whilst,  ©n  the  other  hand,  so  far  from  wait- 
ings on  her  in  person,  he  never  even  attempted,  by  a 
direct  oommunicatipn  with  herself,  tp  consult  h$r  plea- 
sure, even  upon  what  most  concerned  her. 

The  n^essages  conveyed  by  Father  Aldrovand,  or  by 
Rose,  to  Amelot^  Damian's  page,  while  they  gave  an  air 
of  formality  to  their  intercourse,  which  Eveline  thought 
unnecessary,  and  even  unkind,  yet  served  to  fix  her  atten- 
tion upon  the  connection  between  them,  and  to  keep  it 
ever  present  to  her  memory.  The  remark  by  which  Rose 
had  vindicated  the  distance  observed  by  her  youthful 
guardian^  sometimes  arose  to  her  recollection ;  and  while 
her  soul  iiepeUed  with  scorn  the  suspicion,  that,  in  any 
case,  his  presence,  whether  at  intervals  or  constantly, 
could  be  preiudicial  to  his  uncle's  interest,  she  conjured 
up  various  arguments  for  giving  him  a  frequent  place  in 
her  mfemory. — Was  it  not  her  duty  to  think  of  Damian 
often  smd  kindly,  as  the  Coastable's  nearest,  beat  beloved, 
and  most  trusted  relative  ?— Was  he  not  her  former  de- 
liverer and  bo?  present  guardian  ?— And  might  he  not  be 
considered  as  an  instrument  specially  employed  by  her 
divine  patroness,  in  r«idering  effectual  the  protection 
with  which  she  had  graced  her  in  more  than  one 
emergency? 

Evdine's  mind  mutinied  against  the  restrictions  which 
were  laid  on  their  intercourse,  as  against  something 
wMth  inferred  si]S]MCion  and  degradation,  like  the  com- 
pelted  seclusion  to  which  she  had  heard  the  Paynim 
infidels  oi  the  East  subjected  their  females.  Why  should 
she  see  her  guardian  only  in  the  benefits  which  he  con- 
ferred upon  her,  and  the  cares  he  took  for  her  safety, 
and  hear  his  sentiments  only  by  the  mouth  of  others,  as 
if  one  of  them  had  been  infected  with  the  plague,  or  some 
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other  fatal  or  infectious  disorder,  which  might  render 
their  meeting  dangerous  to  the  other  ?--And  if  they  did 
meet  occasionally,  what  else  could  be  the  consequence, 
save  that  the  care  of  a  brother  towards  a  sister — of  a 
trusty  and  kind  guardian  to  the  betrothed  bride  of  his 
near  relative  and  honoured  patron,  might  render  the 
melancholy  seclusion  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  more  easy 
to  be  endtired  by  one  so  young  in  years,  and,  though 
dejected  by  present  circumstances,  naturally  so  gay  in 
temper  ? 

Yet,  though  this  train  of  reasoning  appeared  to 
Eveline,  when  tracing  it  in  her  own  mind,  so  conclusive, 
that  she  several  times  resolved  to  communicate  lier  view 
of  the  case  to  Rose  Flammock,  it  so  chanced  that,  when- 
ever she  looked  on  the  calm  steady  blue  eye  of  the 
Flemish  maiden,  and  remembered  that  her  unblemished 
faith  was  mixed  with  a  sincerity  and  plain  dealing  proof 
against  every  consideration,  she  feared  lest  ^he  might  be 
subjected  in  the  opinion  of  her  attendant  to  suspicions 
from  which  her  own  mind  freed  her;  and  her  prond 
Norman  spirit  revolted  at  the  idea  of  being  obl^ed  to 
justify  herself  to  another,  when  she  stood  self-acquitted 
to  her  own  mind.  "Let  things  be  as  they  are,"  she 
said  ;  '•  and  let  \is  endure  all  the  weariness  of  a  life  which 
might  be  so  easily  rendered  more  cheerfiil,  rather  than 
that  this  zealous  but  punctilious  friend  should,  tn  the 
strictness  and  nicety  of  her  feelings  on  my  account,  con* 
ceive  me  capable  of  encouraging  an  intercourse  which 
could  lead  to  a  less  worthy  thought  of  me  in  the  mind  of 
the  most  scrupulous  of  man — or  of  womankind."  But 
even  this  vacillation  of  opinion  and  resolution  tended  to 
bring  the  image  of  the  handsome  yoimg  Damian  more 
frequently  before  the  Lady  Eveline's  fancy,  than  perhaps 
his  uncle,  had  he  known  it,  would  altogether  have  ap- 
proved of.  In  such  reflections,  however,  she  never  in- 
dulged long,  ere  a  sense  of  the  singular  destiny  which 
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had  hitherto  attended  her,  led  her  back  into  the  more 

melancholy  contemplations  from  which  the  buoyancy  of 

her  yoiithful  foncy  had  for  a  short  time  emancipated 

,  her. 


CHAP.   XXIII. 

——  Ours  is  the  skte^ 
Where  at  what /owl  we  please  our  haiwk  shall Jlie, 

Randou>h 

iND  bright  September  mcwTiing  old  Raoul  was 
busy  in  the  mews  where  he  kept  his  hawks, 
grumbling  all  the  while  to  himself  as  he  surveyed 
the  condition  of  each  bird,  and  blaming  alternately  the 
carelessness  of  the  imder-falconer,  and  the  situation  of 
the  building,  and  the  weather,  and  the  wind,  and  all 
things  around  him,  for  the  dilapidation  which  time  and 
disease  had  made  in  the  neglected  hawking  establish- 
ment of  the  Garde  Doloureuse.  While  in  these  un- 
pleasing  meditations,  he  was  surprised  by  the  voice  of 
his  beloved  Dame  Gillian,  who  seldom  was  an  early 
riser,  and  yet  more  rarely  visited  him  when  he  was  in  his 
sphere  of  peculiar  authority.  "Raoul,  Raoul!  where 
art  thoii,  man  ? — Ever  to  seek  for,  when  thou  canst  make 
aught  of  advantage  for  thyself  or  me ! " 

"  And  what  want'stthou,  dame  ?  "  said  Raoul ;  *'  what 
means  thy  screaming  worse  than  the  sea-gull  before  wet 
weather?  A  murrain  on  thy  voice  !  it  is  enough  to  fray 
every  hawk  from  the  perch." 

"  Hawk  1 "  answered  Dame  Gillian  ;  *'  it  is  time  to  be 
looking  for  hawks,  when  here  is  a  cast  of  the  bravest 
falcons  come  hither  for  sale,  that  ever  flew  by  lake,  brook, 
or  meadow  1 " 

"  Kites  !  like  her  that  brings  the  news,"  said  Raoul. 

•'No,  nor  kestrils  like  him  that  hears  it,"  replied 
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Gillian ;  "  buf  brave  jerfalcons>  with  largpnaieSt  strongljr 
armed,  and  be^  short  and  something  bluish  " , 

"  PshaWf  with  thy  jargon  ! — Where  came  they  from  ?  " 
said  Raoul,  interested  in  the  tidings,  but  unwiUing  to  give 
his  wife  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  that  he  was  so. 

"From  the  Isle  of  Man,"  replied  Gillian. 

"They  must  be  good,  then,  though  it  was  a  woman 
brought  tidings  of  them,"  said  Raoul,  smiling  grimly  at 
his  own  wit ;  then,  leaving  the  mews,  he  demanded  to 
know  where  this  famous  falcon-merchant  was  to  be  met 
withal. 

"Why,  between  the  banters  and  the  itmev  gatf,*  re-^ 
plied  Gillian,  "  where  other  men  are  admitted  thajt  hay^ 
wares  to  utter— Where  shoittiki  he  be  ?  " 
^  "And  who  let  him  in?"   demanded  the  -suspicious 
Raoul. 

"  Why,  Master  Steward,  thou  owl ! "  said  Q^Uian  ;  '*  he 
came  but  now  to  my  chamber,  and  seQt  me  hither  to  call 
you." 

"Oh,  the$tewardr-the steward — I  might  haMe guessed 
as  much.  An4  he  came  to  thy  chamber,  doubtless,  be- 
cause  hp  could  not  have  as/eai^y  oome  hither  tame  him- 
self.— Was  it  not  so,  sweetheart?  " 

"  I  dq  not  know  why  he  chose  to  come  to  me  rather 
than  to  you,  fiHPul,"  said  GiiUian  \  "  and  if  I  did  know, 
perhaps  I  would  not  tdii  you.  Go  to*r>miss  yonr  bm-gain, 
or  make  your  barg^n,  I  care  not  whichm-^e  man  will  not 
wait  for  you — he  has  good  proffers  from  tbe  Senesdial 
of  Malpas,  and  the  Welsh  Lord  of  Dinevawi*." 

"  I  come — I  come,"  said  Raoid,  who  felt  Mie  necessity 
of  embracing  this  opportunity  of  improving  his  hawking 
establishment,  and  hastened  to  the  gate,  where  be  met 
the  merchant,  attended  by  a  servant,  who  kept  in  separate 
cages  the  three  falcons  which  he  offered  for  sale. 

The  first  glance  satisfied  Raoul  that  they  were  of  the 
best  breed  in  Europe,  and  that,  if  their  education  were  in 
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conespiMidetice  to  their  race/ there  could  scarce  be  a  more 
vahiable  addition  even  to  a  royal  mews.  The  merchant 
did  not  fail  to  enlarge  upon  all  their  points  of  excellence  ; 
the  breadth  of  their  shoulders,  the  strength  of  their  train, 
thdr  full  and  fierce  darlc  eyes,  the  boldness  with  which 
they  endiured  the  approach  of  strangers,  and  the  lively 
s|Hrlt  and  vigour  with  which  they  pruned  their  plumes^ 
and  shook,  or,  as  it  was  technically  termed,  roused  them- 
selves. He  expatiated  on  the  difficuhy  and  danger  with 
whtoh  tiiey  were  obtained  from  the  rock  of  Ramsey,  on 
which  ibey  Wer6  bred,  and  which  was  an  eyry  unrivalled 
even  on  the  qp^Lst  of  Nomray. 

Rapul  turned  apparently  a  deaf  ear  to  all  these  com- 
mendations. "  Friend  merchant,"  said  he,  **  I  know  a 
falcon  as  well  as  thou  dost,  and  I  will  not  deny  that 
thine  are  fine  ones  ;  but  if  they  be  not  carefully  trained 
and  reclaimed,  I  woidd  rather  have  a  goshawk  on  my 
perch  than  the  fairest  falcon  that  ever  stretched  wing  to 
weather." 

*♦  I  geascA  ye,'*  said  the  merchant ;  *'  but  if  we  agree 
pa  the  price,  for  that  is  the  main  matter,  thou  shalt  see 
the  birds  fly  if  thou  wilt,  and  then  buy  them  or  not,  as 
thou  likest.  I  am  no  true  merchant  if  thou  ever  saw'st 
birds  beat  them  whether  at  the  mount  or  the  stoop." 

"  That  I  call  fair,"  said  Raoul,  "  if  the  price  be  equally 
so." 

"It  shall  be  corresponding,"  said  the  hawk-merchant ; 
"for  I  have  brought  six  casts  from  the  island,  by  the 
good  iajfouir  of  good  King  Ranald  of  Man,  and  I 
fiswe  sold  every  feather  of  them  save  these ;  and  so, 
having  emptied  my  cages  and  filled  my  purse,  I  desire  not 
to  be  troubled  longw  with  the  residue ;  and  if  a  good 
fellow,  and  a  judge,  as  thou  seemest  to  be,  should  like 
the  hawks  when  he  has  seen  them  fly,  he  shall  have  the 
price  of  his  own  making." 

"  Go  to,"  ^aid  Raoul,  '  *  we  will  have  no  blind  bargains  ; 
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my  lady,  if  the  hawks  be  suitable,  is  more  able  to  pay  for 
them  than  thou  to  give  them  away.  Will  a  bezant  be  a 
conformable  price  for  the  cast? " 

"A  bezant,  Master  Falconer  I — By  my  faith,  you  are 
no  bold  bodesman !  neverthdess,  double  your  offer,  and 
I  will  consider  it" 

"  If  the  hawks  are  well  reclaimed,"  said  Raoul,  "  I  will 
give  you  a  bezant  and  a  half ;  but  I  will  see  them  strike 
a  heron  ere  I  will  be  so  rash  as  deal  with  yoii." 

"It  is  well,"  said  the  merchant,  "and  I  had  better 
take  your  ofier  Aan  be  longer  cumbered  widi  them ;  for 
were  I  to  carry  them  into  Wales,  I  might  get  paid  in  a 
worse  fashion  by  some  of  their  long  knives. — ^Will  you  to 
horse  presently  ?  " 

"Assuredly,"  said  Raoul;  "and,  though  March  be 
the  fitter  month  for  hawking  at  the  heron,  yet  I  will  show 
you  one  of  these  frogpeckers  for  the  trouble  of  riding 
the  matter  of  a  mile  by  the  water-side." 

"Content,  Sir  Falconer,"  said  the  merchant.  "But 
are  we  to  go  alone,  or  is  there  no  lord  or  lady  in  the  castle 
who  would  take  pleasure  to  see  a  piece  of  game  gallandy 
struck?  I  am  not  afraid  to  show  these  hawks  to'  a 
countess." 

"My  lady  used  to  love  the  sport  well  Plough,"  said 
Raoul ;  "  but  I  wot  not  why,  she  is  moped  and  mazed 
ever  since  her  father's  death,  and  lives  in  her  fair  castle 
like  a  nun  in  a  cloister,  without  disport  or  revelry  of  any 
kind.  Nevertheless,  Gillian,  thou  canst  do  something 
with  her— good  now,  do  a  kind  deed  for  once,  and  move 
her  to  come  out  and  look  on  the  morning's  sgKjrt— the 
poor  heart  has  seen  no  pastime  this  summer." 

"  That  I  will  do,"  quoth  Gillian;  "and,  moreover, 
I  will  show  her  such  a  new  riding-tire  for  the  head,  that 
no  woman  born  could  ever  look  at  without  the  wish  to 
toss  it  a  little  in  the  wind." 

As  Gillian  spoke,  it  appeared  to  her  jealous^pated 
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husband  that  he  surprised  a  glance  of  more  mtelligence 
exchanged  betwixt  her  and  the  tradei:^  than  brief  ac- 
quaintance seemed  to  warrant,  even  when  allowance  was 
made  for  the  extreme  frankness  of  Dame  (Mian's  dispo- 
sition. He  thought  also,  that  on  looking  more  closely 
at  the  merchant,  his  lineaments  were  not  totally  unknown 
to  him  ;  and  proceeded  to  say  to  him  dryly,  "We  have 
met  before,  ^end,  but  I  cannot  call  to  remembrance 
where." 

"Like  enough,"  said  the  merchant ;  "I  have  used 
this  country  often,  and  may  have  taken  money  of  you  in 
the  way  of  trade.  If  I  were  in  fitting  place,  I  would 
gladly  bestow  a  pottle  of  wine  to  om*  better  acquaintance." 

"  Not  so  fast,  friend,"  said  the  old  huntsman  ;  "  ere  I 
drink  to  better  acquaintance  with  any  one,  I  must  be  well 
pleased  with  what  I  already  know  of  him.  We  will  see 
thy  hawks  fly,  and  if  their  breeding  match  thy  bragging, 
we  may  perhaps  crush  a  cup  together.— And  here  come 
grooms  and  equerries,  in  faith — my  lady  has  consented  to 
come  forth." 

The  opportunity  of  seeing  this  rural  pastime  had 
OjfFered  itself  to  Eveline,  at  a  time  when  the  delightful 
brilliancy  of  the  day,  the  temperance  of  the  air,  and  the 
joyous  work  of  harvest,  proceeding  in  every  direction 
around,  made  the  temptation  to  exercise  almost  irre- 
sistible. 

As  they  proposed  to  go  no  farther  than  the  side  of  the 
neighbouring  river,  near  the  fatal  bridge,  over  which  a 
small  guard  of  infantry  was  constantly  maintained,  Eve- 
line dispensed  with  any  farther  escort,  and,  contrary  to 
the  custom  of  the  castle,  took  no  one  in  her  train  save 
Rose  and  Gillian,  and  one  or  two  servants,  who  led 
spaniels,  or  carried  appurtenances  of  the  chase.  Raoul, 
the  merchant,  and  an  equerry^  attended  her  of  course, 
each  holding  a  hawk  on  his  wrist,  and  anxiously  ad- 
justing the  mode  in  which  they  should  throw  them  of^ 
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ao  as  best  to. ascertain  the  extent  of  their  poi^er  and 
training. 

When  these  important  points  had  been  adjusted,  the 
party  rode  down  the  river,  carefully  loolcingon  every  side 
for  the  object  of  thdr  game  ;  hvtt  no  heron  '^as  seen 
stalking  on  the  usual  haunts  of  thti  bird,  altitough  Uiere 
was  a  heronry  at  no  great  distaiice. 

Few  disappointments  of  a  small  i^ttire  art  mt3s*e 
teasing  than  that  of  a  sportsman,  who,  having  set  out 
with  all  me4ns  and  api^anees  for  destruction  of  game, 
finds  that  there  is  nohe  to  be  met  with  ;  hecaiise  he  cdn- 
ceives  hamself,  with  iiis  full  shodtihg  trim  and  his  empty 
game^pouch,  to  be  subjected  to  the  sneer  of  cveay  parsing 
rustic.  The  party  of  tlie  Lfedy  Eveline  felt  dll^iedfegra- 
dation  of  such  disappointment.  ^ 

"A  fair  country  this,"  said  the  merchant,  "where,  on 
two  miles  of  river,  you  cannot  find  one  poor  herdn  I " 

"  Itis  the  clatter  those  d— d  Flemings  make  with  their 
water-mills  and  fiilling-mills,"  said  Raoul ;  "they  de- 
stroy good  sport  and  good  company  wherever  they  eonie. 
But  were  my  ladies  willing  to  ride  a  m^  or  so  fardier  to 
the  Red  Pool,  I  could  show  you  a  long^shanked  fellow 
who  would  make  your  hawks  cancehe^  tiU  their  brains 
were  giddy." 

"The  Red  Pool!"  said  Rose  i  "  thou- knowe^t  it  is 
more  than  three  miles  beyond  the  bridge,  and  lies  tip  to- 
wards the  hiHs." 

•'  Ay<  ay,"  said  Rioul,  ''another  Flemish  freak  to  apoil 
pastime  !  They  are  not  so  scarce  on  the  Maircfaes  Ihese 
Flemish  wenches,  drnt  they  should  feai*  beSng  hawked  at 
by  Welsh  haggards." 

"  R&oul  is  right,  Rose,"  answered  Eveline^  **it  is 
absurd  to  be  cooped  up  hke  birds  in  a  cage,  when  ttH 
around  us  has  been  so  uniformly  (^vdet.  I  9m  deter- 
mined to  break  out  of  bounds  for  oiice,  and  see  sport  in 
our  old  fashion,  without  beiikg  surrounded  iwth  armed 
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men  like  prisoners  of  state.  We  will  meiTily  to  the  Red 
Pool,  wench,  and  kill  a  heron,  like  free  maids  of  the 
Marches." 

*•  Let  me  bnt  tell  my  father,  at  least,  to  mount  and 
follow  us,"  said  Rose— for  they  were  now  near  the  re- 
established manufacturing  houses  of  the  stout  Fleming. 

"  I  care  not  if  thou  dost.  Rose,"  said  Eveline  ;  *'yet, 
credit  me,  giti,  we  will  be  at  the  Red  Pool,  and  thus  far 
on  our  way  home  again,  ere  thy  father  has  donned  his 
best  doablet,  ^rded  on  his  two-handed  sword,  and 
accoutred  his  strong  Flanderkin  elephant  of  a  horse, 
which  he  juditiously  narfies  Sloth — ^nay,  frown  not,  and 
lose  Aot,  in  justifying  thy  father,  the  time  that  may  be 
better  spent- i^  calHn^  him  out." 

Rose  td&6  to  the  mills  accordingly,  '  when  Wilkin 
Flammobk,  at  the  command  of  his  liege  mistress,  readily 
hastened  to  get  his  sted  cap  and  habergeon,  and  ordered 
half-a-dozen  of  his  kinsmen  and  servants  to  get  on  horse- 
back. Rose  remained  with  him  to  urge  him  to  more 
dispatch  than  his  methodical  disposition  rendered 
natural  to  hitn  ;  but  in  spite  of  all  her  efforts  to  stimulate 
him,  the  Lady  Eveline  had  passed  the  bridge  more 
than  hefll-an-hotir  ere  her  escort  was  prepared  to  follow 
her. 

MeanwMe,  appt-ehensive  of  no  evil,  and  riding  gaify 
on,  with  the  sensation  of  one  escaped  from  confinement, 
Eveline  moved  forward  on  her  lively  jennet,  as  light  as 
a  lark ;  the  plumes  with  which  Dame  Gillian  had  decked 
her  riding-bonnet  dancing  in  the  wind,  and  her  atten- 
dants galloping  behind  her,  with  dogs,  pouches,  lines, 
and  all  other  appurtenances  of  the  royal  sport  of  hawking. 
After  passing  the  river,  the  wild  greensward  path  which 
they  pursued  began  to  wind  upward  among  small 
emin^ces,  sometimes  bare  and  craggy,  sometimes  over- 
grown with  hazel,  sloe  thorn,  and  other  dwarf  shrubs,  and 
at  length,  suddenly  descending,  brought  them  to  the 
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verge  of  a  mountain  rivulet,  that,  like  a  Iamb  at  play, 
leapt  merrily  from  rock  to  rock,  seemingly  xmcertain 
which  way  to  run. 

"This  little  stream  was  always  my  favourite.  Dame 
Gillian,"  said  Eveline,  "and  now  methinks  it  leaps  the 
lighter  that  it  sees  me  again." 

"  Ah  !  lady,"  said  Dame  Gillian,  whose  turn  for  con- 
versation never  extended  in  such  cases  beyond  a  few 
phrases  of  gross  flattery,  "many  a  fair  knight  would 
leap  shoulder-height  for  leave  to  look  on  you  as  free  as 
the  brook  may  I  more  especially  now  that  you  have 
donned  that  riding-cap,  which,  in  exquisite  delicacy  of 
invention,  methinks  is  a  bow-shot  before  aught  that  I 
ever  invented — ^What  thinkest  thou,  Raoul  ?  " 

"  I  think,"  answered  her  well-natured  help-mate,  "  that 
women's  tongues  were  contrived  to  drive  all  the  game 
out  of  the  country. — Here  we  come  near  to  the  spot 
where  we  hope  to  speed,  or  nowhere  ;  wherefore,  pray, 
my  sweet  lady,  be  silent  yourself,  and  keep  your  followers 
as  much  so  as  their  natures  will  permit,  while  we  steal 
along  the  bank  of  the  pool,  imder  the  wind,  with  our 
hawks'  hoods  cast  loose,  all  ready  for  a  flight" 

As  he  spoke,  they  advanced  about  a  hundred,  yards  up 
the  brawling  stream,  until  the  little  vale  through  which 
it  flowed,  making  a  very  sudden  turn  to  one  side,  showed 
them  the  Red  Pool,  the  superfluous  water  of  which 
formed  the  rivulet  itself. 

This  moimtain-lake,  or  tarn,  as  it  is  called  in  some 
coimtries,  was  a  de^  basin  of  about  a  mile  in  circum- 
ference, but  rather  oblong  than  circular.  On  the  side 
next  to  our  falconers  arose  a  ridge  of  rock,  of  a  dark  red 
hue,  giving  name  to  the  pool,  which,  reflecting  this  mas- 
sive and  dusky  barrier,  appeared  to  partake  of  its' colour. 
On  the  opposite  side  was  a  heathy  hUl,  whose  autunmal 
bloom  had  not  yet  faded  from  purple  to  russet ;  its  svu-- 
iace  was  varied  by  the  dark  green  furze  and  the  fern,  and 
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m  many  places  grey  cliffs,  or  loose  stones  of  the  same 
colour,  formed  a  contrast  to  the  ruddy  precipice  to  which 
they  lay  opposed.  A  natural  road  of  beautiful  sand  was 
formed  by  a  beaeh,  which,  extending  all  the  way  around 
the  lake,  separated  its  waters  from  the  precipitous  rock 
on  the  one  hand,  and  on  the  other  from  the  steep  and 
broken  hill  ;  and  being  nowhere  less  than  five  or  six 
yards  in  breadth,  and  in  most  places  greatly  more,  offered 
around  its  whole  circuit  a  tempting  opportunity  to  the 
rider,  who  desired  to  exercise  and  breathe  the  horse  on 
which  he  was  mounted.  The  verge  of  the  pool  on  the 
rocky  side  was  here  and  there  strewed  with  fragments  of 
large  size,  detached  fi-om  the  precipice  above,  but  not  in 
such  quantity  as  to  encumber  this  pleasant  horse-course. 
Many  of  these  rocky  masses,  having  passed  the  margin 
of  the  water  in  their  fall,  lay  immersed  there  like  small 
islets ;  and,  placed  amongst  a  little  archipelago,  the 
quick  eye  of  Raoul  detected  the  heron  which  they  were 
in  search  of. 

A  moment's  consultation  was  held  to  consider  in  what 
manner  they  should  approach  the  sad  and  solitary  bird, 
which,  miconscious  that  itself  was  the  object  of  a  for- 
midable ambuscade,  stood  motionless  on  a  stone,  by  the 
brink  of  the  lake,  watching  for  such  small  fish  or  water- 
reptiles  as  might  chance  to  pass  by  its  lonely  station.  A 
brief  debate  took  place  between  Raoul  and  the  hawk- 
merchant  on  the  best  mode  of  Starting  the  quarry,  so  as 
to  allow  Lady  Eveline  and  her  attendants  the  most  per- 
fect view  of  the  flight.  The  facility  of  killing  the  heron 
at  the  far  jettee  or  at  the  jettee  ferri—\}asX  is,  upon  the 
hither  or  farther  side  of  the  pool — ^was  anxiously  debated 
in  language  of  breathless  importance,  as  if  some  great 
and  perilous  enterprise  was  about  to  be  executed. 

At  length  the  arrangements  were  fixed,  and  the  party 
began  to  advance  ♦owards  the  aquatic  hermit,  who,  by 
this  time  aware  of  their  approach,  drew  himself  up  to 
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his  full  height,  erected  his  long  lean  neck,  spread  his 
broad  fan-like  wings,  uttered  his  usual  clanging  cry,  and^ 
projecting  his  length  of  thin  legs  far  behind  him,  rose 
upon  the  gentle  breeze.  It  was  then,  with  a  loud  whoop 
of  encouragement,  that  the  merchant  threw  off  the  noble 
hawk  he  bore,  having  first  unhooded  her  to  give  her  a 
view  of  her  quarry. 

Eager  as  a  frigate  in  chase  of  some  rich  galleon,  darted 
the  falcon  towards  the  enemy,  which  she  had  been  taught 
to  pursue  ;  while,  preparing  for  defence,  if  he  should  be 
unable  to  escape  by  flight,  the  heron  exerted  all  his 
powers  of  speed  to  escape  from  an  enemy  so  formidable. 
Plying  his  almost  unequalled  strength  of  wing,  he 
ascended  high  and  higher  in  the  air,  by  short  gyrations, 
that  the  hawk  might  gain  no  vantage-ground  for  pouncing 
at  him  ;  while  his  spiked  beak,  at  the  extremity  of  so 
long  a  neck  as  enabled  him  to  strike  an  object  at  a  yard's 
distance  in  every  direction,  possessed  for  any  less  ^irited 
assailant  all  the  terrors  of  a  Moorish  javelin. 

Another  hawk  was  now  thrown  off,  and  encouraged  by 
the  halloos  of  the  falconer  to  join  her  companion.  Both 
kept  mounting,  or  scaling  the  air,  as  it  were,  by  a  succes- 
sion of  small  circles,  endeavouring  to  gain  that  superic»r 
height  which  the  heron  on  his  part  was  bent  to  preserve  ; 
and,  to  the  exquisite  delight  of  the  spectators,  the  contest 
was  continued  until  all  three  were  well-nigh  mingled 
with  the  fleecy  clouds,  from  which  was  occasionally 
heard  the  harsh  and  plaintive  cry  of  the  quarry,  appeal- 
ing as  it  were  to  the  heaven  which  he  was  approaching, 
against  the  wanton  cruelty  of  those  by  whom  he  was 
persecuted. 

At  length  one  of  the  falcons  had  reached  a  pitch  from 
which  she  ventured  to  stoop  at  the  heron  ;  but  so  judi- 
ciously did  the  quarry  maintain  his  defence,  as  to  receive 
on  his  beak  the  stroke  which  the  falcon,  shooting  down 
at  full  desc««)t,  had  made  against  nis  right  wing ;  so 
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that  one  of  his  enemies,  spiked  through  the  body  by  his 
own  weight,  fell  fluttering  into  the  lake,  very  near  the 
land,  on  the  side  farthest  from  the  falconers,  and  perished 
there. 

*'  There  goes  a  gallant  falcon  to  the  fishes,"  said  Raoul. 
"  Merchant,  thy  cake  is  dough." 

Even  as  he  spoke,  however,  the  remaining  bird  had 
avenged  the  fate  of  her  sister ;  for  the  success  which  the 
heron  met  with  on  one  side,  did  not  prevent  his  being 
assailed  on  the  other  wing  ;  and  the  falcon  stooping 
boldly,  and  grappling  with,  or,  as  it  is  called  in  falconry, 
binding  his  prey,  both  came  tumbling  down  together, 
from  a  great  height  in  the  air.  It  was  then  no  small 
object  on  the  part  of  the  falconers  to  come  in  as  soon  as 
pebble,  lest  the  falcon  should  receive  hurt  from  the 
beak  or  talons  of  the  heron  ;  and  the  whole  party,  the 
men  setting  spurs,  and  the  females  switching  their  pal- 
freys, went  off  like  the  wind,  sweeping  along  the  fair  and 
smooth  beach  betwixt  the  rocif  and  the  water. 

Lady  Eveline,  far  better  mounted  than  any  of  her 
train,  hCT  spirits  elated  by  the  sport,  and  by  the  speed  at 
which  she  moved,  was  much  sooner  than  any  of  her 
attendants  at  the  spot  where  the  falcon  and  heron,  still 
engaged  in  their  mortal  struggle,  lay  fighting  upon  the 
moss  ;  the  wing  of  the  latter  having  been  broken  by  the 
stoop  of  the  former.  The  duty  of  a  fklconer  in  such  a 
crisis  was  to  rush  in  and  assist  the  hawk,  by  thrusting  tho 
heron's  biH  into  the  earth,  and  breaking  his  legs, 
and  thus  permitting  the  falcon  to  dispatch  him  on  easy 
terms. 

Neither  the  sex  nor  quality  of  the  Lady  Eveline  would 
have  excused  her  becoming  second  to  the  falcon  in  this 
cruel  manner  ;  but,  just  as  she  had  dismounted  for  that 
purpose,  she  was  surprised  to  find  herself  seized  on  by  a 
wild  form,  who  exclaimed  in  Welsh,  that  he  seized  her 
as  a  waif,  for  hawking  on  the  demesnes  of  Dawfyd  with 
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the  one  eye.  At  the  same  time  many  other  Welshmen, 
to  the  number  of  more  than  a  score,  showed  themselves 
from  behind  crags  and  bushes,  all  armed  at  point  with 
the  axes  called  Welsh  hooks,  long  knives,  darts,  and 
bows  and  arrows. 

Eveline  screamed  to  her  attendants  for  assistance,  and 
at  the  same  time  made  use  of  what  Welsh  phrases  she 
possessed,  to  move  the  fears  or  excite  the  compassion  of 
the  outlawed  mountaineers,  for  she  doubted  not  that  she 
had  fallen  under  the  power  of  such  a  party.  When 
she  foimd  her  requests  were  unheeded,  and  she  per- 
ceived it  was  their  purpose  to  detain  her  prisoner,  she 
disdained  to  use  farther  entreaties,  but  demanded  at 
their  peril  that  they  should  treat  her  with  respect,  pro- 
mising in  that  case  that  she  would  pay  them  a  large 
ransom,  and  threatening  them  with  the  vengeance  of 
the  Lords  Marchers,  and  particularly  of  Sir  Damian  de 
Lacy,  if  they  ventured  to  use  her  otherwise. 

The  men  seemed  to  understand  her,  and  although 
they  proceeded  to  tie  a  bandage  over  her  eyes,  and  to 
bind  her  arms  with  her  own  veil,  yet  they  observed  in 
these  acts  of  violence  a  certain  delicacy  and  attentixm 
both  to  her  feeUngs  and  her  safety,  which  led  her  to  hope 
that  her  request  had  had  some  effect  on  them.  They 
secured  her  to  the  saddle  of  her  palfrey,  and  led  her 
away  with  them  through  the  recesses  of  the  hills  ;  while 
she  had  the  additional  distress  to  hear  behind  her  the 
noise  of  a  conflict,  occasioned  by  the  fruitless  efforts  of 
her  retinue  to  procure  her  rescue. 

Astonishment  had  at  first  seized  the  hawking  party, 
when  they  saw  from  some  distance  their  sport  inter- 
rupted by  a  violent  assault  on  their  mistress.  Old  Raoul 
valiantly  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  calling  on  the  rest 
to  follow  him  to  the  re&ttie,  rode  furiously  towards  the 
banditti ;  but  having  no  other  arms  save  a  hawking  pole 
and  short  sword«  he  and  those  who  followed  him  in  his 
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meritorions  but  ineffectual  attempt  were  easily  foiled, 
and  Raoul  and  one  or  two  of  the  foremost  severely- 
beaten  ;  the  banditti  exercising  upon  them  their  own 
poles  till  they  were  broken  to  splinters,  but  generously 
abstaining*  from  the  use  of  more  dangerous  weapons. 
The  rest  of  the  retinue,  completely  discouraged,  dis- 
persed to  give^he  alarm,  and  the  merchant  and  Dame 
Gillian  remained  by  the  lake,  filling  the  air  with  shrieks 
of  useless  fear  and  sorrow.  The  outlaws,  meanwhile, 
drawing  together  in  a  body,  shot  a  few  arrows  at  the 
fugitives,  but  more  to  alarm  than  to  injure  them,  and 
then  marched  off  in  a  body,  as  if  to  cover  their  com- 
panions who  had  gone  before,  with  the  Lady  Eveline  in 
their  custody. 


CHAP.  XXIV. 

Four  ruffians  seized  ntey ester  * 

Alas  i  a  maddeK  most  forlorn  t 

They  choked  my  cries  with  wicked  might. 

And  bowtd  me  on  a  palfrey  white. — Coleridge. 

I  UCH  adventures  as  are  now  only  recorded  in 
works  of  mere  fiction,  were  not  uncommon  in 

I  the  feudal  ages,  when  might  was  so  universally 
superior  to  right  r  and  it  followed  that  those  whose 
condition  exposed  them  to  frequent  violence,  were  more 
prompt  in  repelling,  and  more  patient  in  enduring  it, 
than  could  otherwise  have  been  expected  from  their  sex 
and  age. 

The  Lady  Eveline  felt  that  she  was  a  prisoner,  nor 
was  she  devoid  of  fears  concerning  the  purposes  of  this 
assault ;  but  she  suffered  neither  her  alarm,  nor  the 
violence  with  which  she  was  hurried  along,  to  deprive 
her  of  the  power  of  observing  and  reflecting.  From  the 
noise  of  hoofs  which  now  increased  around,  she  con- 
cluded that  the  greater  part  of  the  ruffians  by  whom  she 
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had  been  seized  had  betaken  themselves  to  their  horses. 
This  she  knew  was  consonant  to  the  practice  of  the 
Welsh  marauders,  who,  although  the  small  size  and 
sUghtness  of  their  nags  made  them  totally  unfit  for 
service  in  battle,  availed  themselves  of  their  activity  and 
siureness  of  foot  to  transport  them  with  the  necessary 
celerity  to  and  from  the  scenes  of  their  mpine ;  ensuring 
thus  a  rapid  and  unperceived  approach,  and  a  secure 
and  speedy  retreat.  These  animals  traversed  without 
difficulty,  and  beneath  the  load  of  a  heavy  soldier,  the 
wild  mountain-paths  by  which  the  country  was  inter- 
sected, and  in  one  of  which  Lady  EveUne  Berenger 
concluded  she  was  now  engaged,  from  the  manner  in 
which  her  own  palfrey,  supported  by  a  man  on  foot  at 
either  rein,  seemed  now  to  labour  up  some  precipice, 
and  anon  to  descend  with  still  greater  risk  on  the  other 
side. 

At  one  of  those  moments,  a  voice  which  she  had  not 
yet  distinguished,  addressed  her  in  the  Anglo-Norman 
language,  and  asked,  with  apparent  interest,  if  she  sat 
safely  on  her  saddle,  offering  at  the  same  time  to  have 
her  accoutrements  altered  at  her  pleasure  and  ocmvo- 
nience. 

"  Insult  not  my  condition  with  the  mention  of  afety." 
said  Eveline;  "you  may  well  believe  that  I  hold  my 
safety  altogether  irreconcilable  with  these  deeds  of  vio- 
lence. If  I  or  my  vassals  have  done  injury  to  any  of  the 
Cymryt  let  me  know,  and  it  shall  be  amended — If  it  is 
ransom  which  you  desire,  name  the  sum,  and  I  will 
send  an  order  to  treat  for  it ;  but  detain  me  not  pri- 
soner, for  that  can  but  injiu'e  me,  and  will  avail  you 
nothing." 

"The  Lady  Eveline,"  answered  the  voice,  still  in  a 
tone  of  coiu-tesy  inconsistent  with  the  violence  ^i^ch  she 
sustained,  "  wiU  speedily  find  that  our  actions  are  more 
rough  than  our  purposes." 
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•'  If  you  know  who  I  am,"  said  Eveline,  **  you  cannot 
doubt  that  this  atrocity  will  be  avenged — ^you  must  know 
by  whose  banner  my  lands  are  at  present  protected." 

"  Under  De  Lacy's,"  answered  the  voice,  with  a  tone 
of  indifference.     "  Be  it  so — falcons  fear  not  falcons." 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  halt,  and  a  confused 
murmur  arose  amongst  those  around  her,  who  had 
hitherto  been  silent,  unless  when  muttering  to  each 
other  in  Welsh,  and  as  briefly  as  possible,  directions 
which  way  to  hold,  or  encouragement  to  use  haste. 

These  miurmurs  ceased,  and  there  was  a  pause  of 
several  minutes  ;  at  length  Eveline  again  heard  the 
voice  which  formerly  addressed  her,  giving  directions 
which  she  eould  not  understand.  He  then  spoke  to 
herself;  "You  will  presently  see,"  he  said,  "whether 
I  have  spoken  truly,  when  I  said  I  scorned  the  ties  by 
whidi  jrou  are  fettered.  But  you  are  at  once  the  cause 
of  strife  and  the  reward  of  victory — your  safety  must  be 
cared  for  as  time  will  admit ;  and,  strange  as  the  mode 
of  protection  is  to  which  we  are  to  entrust  you,  I  trust 
the  victor  in  the  approaching  struggle  will  find  you 
uninjured." 

*'  Do  not,  for  the  sake  of  the  blessed  Virgin,  let  there 
be  strife  and  bkdodshed  ! "  said  Eveline  ;  "rather  unbind 
my  eyes,  and  let  me  speak  to  those  whose  approach  you 
dread.  If  friends,  as  it  would  seem,  to  me,  I  will  be  the 
means  of  peace  between  you. ' ' 

**  I  despise  peace,"  replied  the  speaker.  *'  I  have  not 
undertaken  a  resolute  and  daring  adventure,  to  resign  it, 
as  a  child  doth  his  plaything,  at  the  first  frown  of  for- 
tune. Please  to  alight,  noble  lady  ;  or  rather  be  not 
offended  that  I  thus  lift  you  from  the  seat,  and  place 
you  on  the  greensward. " 

As  he  spoke,  Eveline  felt  herself  lifted  from  her  palfrey, 
and  placed  carefully  and  safely  on  the  ground,  in  a  sitting 
posture.    A  moment  after,  the  same  peremptory  vakJt 
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who  had  aided  her  to  dismount,  disrobed  her  of  her  cap, 
the  masterpiece  of  Dame  Gillian,  and  of  her  upper 
mantle.  "I  must  yet  further  require  you,"  said  the 
bandit  leader,  "to  creep  on  hands  and  knees  into  this 
narrow  aperture.  Believe  me,  I  regret  the  nature  of  the 
singular  fortification  to  which  I  commit  your  person  for 
safety." 

Eveline  crept  forwards  as  directed,  conceiving  resist- 
ance  to  be  of  no  avail,  and  thinking  that  Compliance 
with  the  request  of  one  who  spoke  Hke  a  person  of 
consequence,  might  find  her  protection  against  the  un- 
bridled fury  of  the  Welsh,  to  whom  she  was  obnoxious, 
as  being  the  cause  of  Gwenwyn's  death,  and  the  defeat 
of  the  Britons  under  the  walls  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse. 

She  crept  then  forwards  through  a  narrow  and  damp 
passage,  built  on  either  side  with  rough  stones,  and  so 
low  that  she  could  not  have  entered  it  in  any  other 
posture.  When  she  had  proceeded  about  two  or  three 
yards,  the  passage  opened  into  a  concavity  or  apart- 
sient,  high  enough  to  permit  her  to  sit  at  her  ease,  and 
of  irregular,  but  narrow,  dimensions.  At  the  same  time 
she  became  sensible,  from  the  noise  which  she  heard 
behind  her,  that  the  ruffians  were  stopping  up  the 
passage  by  which  she  had  been  thus  introduced  into 
the  bowels  of  the  earth.  She  could  distinctly  hear  the 
clattering  of  stone  with  which  they  closed  the  entrance, 
and  she  became  sensible  that  the  current  of  fresh  air 
which  had  rushed  through  the  opening  was  gradually 
failing,  and  that  the  atmosphere  of  the  subterranean 
apartment  became  yet  more  damp,  earthy,  and  oppres- 
sive than  at  first. 

At  this  moment  came  a  distant  sound  from  without*  in 
which  Eveline  thought  she  could  distinguish  cries,  blows, 
the  trampling  of  horse,  the  oaths,  shouts,  and  screams  of 
the  combatants,  but  all  deadened,  by  the  rude  walls  of 
her  prison,  into  a  confused  hollow  murmur,  conveying 
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such  inteUigence  to  her  ears  as  we  may  suppose  the  dead 
to  hear  from  the  world  they  have  quitted. 

Influenced  by  desperation,  under  circumstances  sd 
dreadful,  Eveline  struggled  for  liberty  with  such  frantic 
energy,  that  she  partly  effected  her  purpose  by  forcing 
her  arms  from  the  bonds  which  confined  them.  But  this 
only  convinced  her  of  the  impossibility  to  escape ;  for, 
rending  off  the  veil  which  wrapped  her  head,  she  found 
herself  in  total  darkness,  and  flinging  her  arms  hastily 
around  her,  she  discovered  she  was  cooped  up  in  a  sub- 
terranean cavern  of  very  narrow  dimensions.  Her  hands, 
which  groped  around,  encountered  only  pieces  of  decayed 
metal,  and  a  substance  which,  at  another  moment,  would 
have  made  her  shudder,  being,  in  truth,  the  mouldering 
bones  of  the  dead.  At  present,  not  even  this  circum- 
stance could  add  to  her  fears,  immured  as  she  seemed  to 
be,  to  perish  by  a  strange  and  subterranean  death,  while 
her  friends  and  deliverers  were  probably  within  a  few  yards 
of  her.  She  flung  her  arms  wildly  around  in  search  of 
some  avenue  of  escape,  but  every  effort  she  made  for 
liberating  herself  from  the  ponderous  drcutnvallation, 
was  as  ineffectual  as  if  directed  against  the  dome  of  a 
cathedral. 

The  noise  by  which  her  ears  were  at  first  assailed  in- 
creased rapidly,  and  at  one  moment  it  seemed  as  if  the 
covering  of  the  vault  under  which  she  lay  sounded  re- 
peatedly to  blows,  or  the  shock  of  substances  which  had 
fallen,  or  been  thrown,  against  it.  It  was  impossible  that 
a  htunan  bnain  could  have  withstood  these  terrors, 
operating  upon  it  so  immediately ;  but  happily  this  ex- 
tremity lasted  not  long.  Sounds,  more  hollow,  and  dying 
away  in  distance,  argued  that  one  or  other  of  the  parties 
had  retreated  ;  and  at  length  all  was  silent. 

Eveline  was  now  left  to  the  undisturbed  contemplation 
of  her  own  disastrous  situation.     The  fight  was  over,  and, 
as  circumstances  led  her  to  infer,  her  own  friends  were 
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conquerors  ;  for  otherwise  the  victor  would  haverdieved 
her  from  her  place  of  confinement,  and  carried  her  away 
captive  with  him,  as  his  words  had  menaced.  But  what 
could  the  success  of  her  faithful  friends  and  followers 
avail  Eveline,  who,  pent  up  imder  a  place  of  conceal- 
ment which,  whatever  was  its  character,  must  have 
escaped  their  observation,  was  left  on  the  field  of  battle, 
to  become  again  the  prize  of  the  enemy,  should  their 
band  venture  to  return,  or  die  in  darkness  and  privation, 
a  death  as  horrid  as  ever  tyrant  invented,  or  martjrr 
underwent,  and  which  the  unfortunate  young  lady  could 
not  even  bear  to  think  of  without  a  piayer  that  her  agony 
might  at  least  be  shortened. 

In  this  hour  of  dread  she  recolleOed  the  poniard  which 
she  wore,  and  the  dark  thought  crossed  her  mind,  that, 
when  life  became  hopeless,  a  speedy  death  was  at  least 
within  her  reach.  As  her  soul  shuddered  at  so  dreadful 
an  alternative,  the  question  suddenly  occurred,  might 
not  this  weapon  be  put  to  a  more  hallowed  use,  and 
aid  her  emancipation,  instead  of  abridging  her  sufferings  ? 

This  hope  once  adopted,  the  daughter  of  Ra3miond 
Berenger  hastened  to  prove  the  experiment,  and  by  re- 
peated efforts  succeeded,  though  with  difficulty,  in 
changing  her  posture,  so  as  to  admit  of  her  inspecting  her 
place  of  confinement  all  around,  but -particularly  the  pas^ 
sage  by  which  she  had  entered,  and  by  which  she  now 
attempted  again  to  return  to  the  light  of  day.  She  crept 
to  the  extremity,  and  found  it  as  she  expected,  strongly 
blocked  up  with  large  stones  and  earth,  rammed  together 
in  such  a  manner  as  nearly  to  extinguish  all  hope  of 
escape.  The  work,  however,  had  been  hastily  performed, 
and  life  and  liberty  were  prizes  to  stimulate  exertion. 
With  her  poniard  she  deared  away  the  earth  and  sods 
— ^with  her  hands,  little  accustomed  to  such  labour,  she 
removed  several  stones,  and  advanced  in  her  task  so  far 
as  to  obtain  a  glimmering  of  light,  and,  what  was  scarce 
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less  precious,  a  supply  of  purer  air.  But,  at  the  same 
time,  she  had  the  misfortune  to  ascertain,  that,  from  the 
size  and  massiveness  of  a  huge  stone  which  closed  the 
extremity  of  the  passage,  there  was  no  hope  that  her  un- 
assisted strength  could  effect  her  extrication.  Yet  her 
condition  was  improved  by  the  admission  of  air  and 
light,  as  well  as  by  the  opportunity  afforded  of  calling  out 
.  for  assistance. 

Such  cries,  indeed,  were  for  some  time  uttered  in  vain 
— the  firid  had  probably  been  left  to  the  dead  and  the 
dying ;  for  low  and  indistinct  groans  were  the  only 
answer  which  she  received  for  several  minutes.  At  length, 
as  she  Repeated  her  exclamation,  a  voice,  faint  as  that  o 
one  just  awakened  from  a  swoon,  pronounced  these 
words  in  answer : — "  Edris  of  the  Earthen  House,  dost 
thou  call  from  thy  tomb  to  the  wretch  who  just  hastens 
to  his  own? — ^Are  the  boundaries  broken  down  which 
connect  me  with  the  Hving  ?— And  do  I  already  hear,  with 
fleshly  ears,  the  £aint  and  screaming  accents  of  the  dead  ?  " 

**It  is  no  spirit  who  speaks,"  replied  £vdine,  over- 
joyed at  finding  she  could  at  least  communicate  her 
existence  to  a  living  person — "  No  spirit,  but  a  most  un- 
happy maiden,  Eveline  Berenger  by  name,  immured 
beneath  this  dark  vault,  and  in  danger  to  perish  horribly, 
unless  God  send  me  rescue  ! " 

"Eveline  Berenger!"  exclaimed  he  whom  she  ad- 
dressed, in  the  accents  of  wonder.  "  It  is  impossible  !— 
I  watched  her  green  mantle-— I  watched  her  plumy  bonnet 
as  I  saw  her  hurried  from  the  field,  and  felt  my  own 
inability  to  foUow\o  the  rescue  ;  nor  did  force  or  exertion 
altogether  leave  me  till  the  waving  of  the  robe  and  the 
dancing  of  the  feathers  were  lost  to  my  eyes,  and  all  hope 
of  rescuing  her  abandoned  my  heart." 

'•  Faithful  vassal,  or  right  true  friend,  or  courteous 
stranger,  wluchsoevei  I  may  name  thee,"  answered  Eve- 
line»  "know  thou  hast  been  abused  by  the  artifices  of 
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these  Welsh  banditti— the  mantle  and  head-gear  of  Eve- 
line Berenger  they  have  indeed  with  them,  and  may  have 
used  them  to  mislead  those  true  friends,  who,  like  thee, 
are  anxious  for  my  fate.  Wherefore,  brave  sir,  devise 
some  succour,  if  thou  canst,  for  thyself  and  me  ;  since  I 
dread  that  these  ruffians,  when  they  shall  have  esca|>ed 
immediate  pursuit,  will  return  hither,  like  the  robber 
to  the  hoard  where  he  has  deposited  his  stolen  booty.'* 

**  Now,  the  Holy  Virgin  be  praised,"  said  the  wounded 
man,  *'  that  I  can  spend  the  last  breath  of  my  life  in  thy 
just  and  honourable  service  !  I  would  not  before  blow 
my  bugle,  lest  I  recalled  from  the  pursuit  to  the  aid  of 
my  worthless  self  some  of  those  who  might  be  efBectually 
engaged  in  thy  rescue  ;  may  Heaven  grant  that  the  recall 
may  now  be  heard,  that  my  eyes  may  yet  see  the  Lady 
Eveline  in  safety  and  liberty  !  " 

The  words,  though  spoken  in  a  feeble  tone,  breathed 
a  spirit  of  enthusiasm,  and  were  followed  by  the  blast  of 
a  horn,  faintly  winded,  to  which  no  answer  was  made 
save  the  echoing  of  the  dell.  A  sharper  and  louder  blast 
was  then  sent  forth,  but  sunk  so  suddenly  that  it  seemed 
the  breath  of  him  who  sounded  the  instrument  had  failed 
in  the  effort. — ^A  strange  thought  crossed  Evdine's 
mind  even  in  that  moment  of  uncertainty  and  terror. 
"  That,"  she  said,  "  was  the  note  of  a  De  Lacy — surely 
you  cannot  be  my  gentle  kinsman.  Sir  Damian  ! " 

"  I  am  that  unhappy  wretch,  deserving  of  death  for 
the  evil  care  which  I  have  taken  of  the  treasure 
entrusted  to  me. — What  was  my  business  to  trtist  to  re- 
ports and  messengers?  I  should  h^ve  worshipped  the 
saint  who  was  committed  to  my  keeping,  with  such 
vigilance  as  avarice  bestows  on  the  dross  which  he  calls 
treasure — I  should  have  rested  nowhere,  save  at  your 
gate  ;  outwatched  the  brightest  stars  in  the  horizon  ;  un- 
seen and  unknown  myself,  I  should  never  have  jJtated 
from  your  neighbourhood  ;  then  had  you  not  been  in  the 
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paresent  danger,  and — ^much  less  important  consequence 
— thou,  Danaian  de  Lacy,  had  not  filled  the  grave  of  a 
forsworn  and  negligent  caitiff  1 " 

"Alas!  noble  Damian,"  said  Eveline,  "break  not 
my  heart  by  blaming  yourself  for  an  imprudence  which  is 
altogether  my  own.  Thy  succour  was  ever  near  when  I 
intimated  the  least  want  of  it ;  and  it  embitters  my  own 
misfortune  to  know  that  my  rashness  has  been  the  cause 
of  your  disaster.  Answer  roe,  gentle  kinsman,  and  give 
me  to  hope  that  the  wounds  you  have  suffered  are  such 
as  may  be  cured. — ^Alas  !  how  much  of  your  blood  have 
I  seen  spilled,  and  what  a  fate  is  mine,  that  I  should  ever 
bring  distress  on  all  for  whom  I  would  most  wilUngly  sacri- 
fice my  own  happiness  ! — But  do  not  let  us  embitter  the 
moments  given  us  in  mercy,  by  fruitless  repinings — ^Try 
what  you  can  to  stop  thine  ebbing  blood,  which  is  so 
dear  to  England — to  Eveline — and  to  thine  tmcle." 

Damian  groaned  as  she  spoke,  and  was  silent ;  while, 
maddened  with  the  idea  that  he  might  be  perishing  for 
want  of  aid,  Eveline  repeated  her  efforts  to  extricate 
herself  for  her  kinsman's  assistance  as  well  as  her  own.  It 
was  all  in  vain,  and  she  had  ceased  the  attempt  in 
despair  ;  and,  passing  from  one  hideous  subject  of  terror 
to  another,  she  sat  Ustening,  with  sharpened  ear,  for  the 
dying  groan  of  Damian,  when — ^feeling  of  ecstasy ! — the 
ground  was  shaken  with  horses'  feet  advancing  rapidly. 
Yet  this  joyful  sound,  if  decisive  of  life,  did  not  assure 
her  of  liberty — ^It  might  be  the  banditti  of  the  mountains 
returning  to  seek  their  captive.  Even  then  they  would 
surely  allow  her  leave  to  look  upon  and  bind  up  the 
wounds  of  Damian  de  Lacy  ;  for  to  keep  him  as  a  captive 
might  vantage  them  more  in  many  degrees,  than  could 
his  death.  A  horseman  came  up — Eveline  invoked  his 
assistance,  and  the  first  word  she  heard  was  an  exclama- 
tion in  Flemish  from  the. faithful  Wilkin  Flammock, 
which  nothing  s^ve  some  spectacle  of  the  most  unusual 
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kind  was  ever  known  to  compel  from  that  phlegmatic 
person. 

His  presence,  indeed,  was  particularly  usefal  on  this 
occasion ;  for,  being  informed  by  the  Lady  Eveline  in 
what  condition  she  was  placed,  and  implored  at  the 
same  time  to  look  to  the  situation  of  Sir  Damian  de 
I^cy,  he  began,  with  admirable  composure  and  some 
skill,  to  stop  the  wounds  of  the  one,  while  his  attendants 
collected  levers,  left  by  the  Welsh  as  they  retreated,  and 
were  soon  ready  to  attempt  the  liberation  of  Ev^ne. 
Witli  much  caution,  and  under  the  experienced  direction 
of  Flammock,  the  stone  was  at  length  so  much  raised, 
that  the  Lady  Eveline  was  visible,  to  the  delight  of  all, 
and  especially  of  the  feuthful  Rose,  who,  regardless  of 
the  risk  of  personal  harm,  fluttered  around  her  mistress's 
place  of  confinement,  like  a  bird  robbed  of  her  nestlings 
around  the  cage  in  which  the  truant  urchin  has  impri- 
soned them.  Precaution  was  necessary  to  remove  the 
stone,  lest  falling  inwards  it  might  do  the  lady  injury. 

At  length  the  rocky  fragment  was  so  much  displaced 
that  she  could  issue  forth  ;  while  her  people,  as  in  hatred 
of  the  coercion  which  she  had  sustained,  ceased  not  to 
heave,  with  bar  and  lever,  till,  totally  destroying  the 
balance  of  the  heavy  mass,  it  turned  over  from  the  little 
flat  on  which  it  had  been  placed  at  the  mouth  of  the 
subterranean  entrance,  and,  acquiring  force  as  it  revolved 
down  a  steep  declivity,  was  at  length  put  into  rapid 
motion,  and  rolled,  crashed,  and  thundered  down  the 
hill,  amid  flashes  of  fire  which  it  forced  from  the  rocks, 
and  clouds  of  smoke  and  dust,  until  it  alighted  in  the 
channel  of  a  brook,  where  it  broke  into  several  massive 
firagments,  with  a  noise  that  might  have  been  heard  some 
miles  ofi*. 

With  garments  rent  and  soiled  through  the  violence 
she  had  sustained;  with  dishevelled  hair,  and  dis- 
ordered dress  ;  faint  from  the  stifling  efifect  of  her  con- 
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finement,  and  exhausted  by  the  efforts  she  had  made  to 
relieve  herself,  Eveline  did  not,  nevertheless,  waste  a 
single  minute  in  considering  her  own  condition  ;  but 
with  the  eagerness  of  a  sister  hastening  to  the  assistance 
of  her  only  brother,  betook  herself  to  examine  the 
several  severe  wounds  of  Damian  de  Lacy,  and  to  use 
proper  means  to  stanch  the  blood  and  recall  him  from 
his  swoon.  We  hate  said  elsewhere  that,  like  other 
ladies  of  the  time,  Eveline  was  not  altogether  unac- 
quainted with  the  surgical  art,  and  she  now  displayed  a 
greater  share  of  knowledge  than  she  had  been  thought 
capable  of  exerting.  There  was  prudence,  foresight, 
and  tenderness,  in  every  direction  which  she  gave,  and 
die  softness  of  the  female  sex,  with  their  oflficious 
humanity,  ever  ready  to  assist  in  alleviating  human 
misery,  seemed  in  her  enhanced,  and  rendered  dignified, 
by  the  sagacity  of  a  strong  and  powerful  understanding. 
After  hearing  with  wonder  fo^^a  minute  or  two  the 
prudent  and  ready-witted  directions  of  her  mistress. 
Rose  seemed  at  once  to  recollect  that  the  patient  should 
not  be  left  to  the  exclusive  care  of  the  Lady  Eveline, 
and  joining,  therefore,  in  the  task,  she  rendered  what 
assistance  she  could,  while  the  attendants  were  employed 
in  forming  a  Ktter,  on  which  the  wounded  knight  was  to 
bo  conveyed  to  the  castle  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse. 


CHAP.  XXV. 

A  tnerry  place^  'tis  said^  in  times  of  yore y 
But  sonieiiutig  ails  it  tiow— the  place  is  cursed. 

Wordsworth. 

I  HE  place  on  which  the  skirmish  had  occurred, 
and  the  deliverance  of  the  1-ady  Eveline  had 
been   effected,  was  a  wild  and  singular  spot, 
b^ng  a  small  level  plain,  forming  a  sort  of  stage,  or' 
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resting-place,  between  two  very  rough  paths,  one  of 
which  winded  up  the  rivulet  from  below,  and  another 
continued  the  ascent  above.  Being  surrounded  by  hills 
and  woods,  it  was  a  celebrated  spot  for  finding  game, 
and  in  former  days  a  Welsh  prince,  renowned  for  his 
universal  hospitahty,  his  love  of  crw  and  of  the  chase» 
bad  erected  a  forest  lodge,  where  he  used  to  feast 
his  friends  and  followers  with  a  profusion  unexampled 
in  Cambria. 

The  fancy  of  the  bards,  always  captivated  with  magni- 
ficence, and  having  no  objections  to  the  peculiar  species 
of  profusion  practised  by  this  pbtentate,  gave  him  the 
surname  of  Edris  of  the  Goblets ;  and  celebrated  him 
in  their  odes  in  terms  as  high  as  those  which  exalt 
the  heroes  of  the  famous  Hirlas  Horn.  The  subject  of 
their  praises,  however,  fell  finally  a  victim  to  his  pro- 
pensities, having  been  stabbed  to  the  heart  in  one  of 
those  scenes  of  confusion  and  drunkenness  which  -were 
frequently  the  conclusion  of  his  renowned  banquets. 
Shocked  at  this  catastrophe,  the  assembled  Britons  in- 
terred the  relics  of  the  Prince  on  the  place  where  he 
had  died,  within  the  narrow  vault  where  Evehne  had 
been  confined^  and  having  barricaded  the  entrance  of 
the  sepulchre  with  fragments  of  rock,  heaped  over  it 
an  immense  cairn,  or  pile  of  stones,  on  the  summit  of 
which  they  put  the  assassin  to  death.  Superstition 
guarded  the  spot ;  and  for  many  a  year  this  memorial 
of  Edris  remained  unviolated,  although  the  lodge  had 
gone  to  ruin,  and  its  vestiges  had  totally  decayed. 

In  latter  years,  some  prowling  band  of  Welsh  robbers 
had  discovered  the  secret  entrance,  and  opened  it  with 
the  view  of  ransacking  the  tomb  for  arms  and  treasures, 
which  were  in  ancient  times  often  buried  with  the  dead. 
These  marauders  were  disappointed,  and  obtained  no- 
thing by  the  violation  of  the  grave  of  Edris,  excepting 
the  knowledge  of  a  secret  place,  which  might  be  used 
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for  depositing  their  booty,  or  even  as  a  place  of  retreat 
for  one  of  their  number  in  a  case  of  emergency. 

When  the  followers  of  Damian,  five  or  six  in  number, 
explained  their  part  of  the  history  of  the  day  to  Wilkin 
Flammock,  it  appeared  that  Damian  had  ordered  them 
to  horse  at  break  of  day,  with  a  more  considerable  body, 
to  act,  as  they  understood,  against  a  party  of  insur- 
gent peasants,  when,  of  a  sudden,  he  had  altered  his 
mind,  and,  dividing  his  force  into  small  bands,  employed 
himself  and  them  in  reconnoitring  more  than  one 
mountain-pass  betwixt  Wales  and  the  Marches  of  the 
English  country,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse. 

This  was  an  occupation  so  ordinary  for  him,  that  it 
excited  no  particular  notice.  These  manoeuvres  were 
frequently  undertaken  by  the  warlike  marchers  for  the 
purpose  of  intimidating  th'e  Welsh  in  general,  more 
especially  the  bands  of  outlaws,  who,  independent  of 
any  regular  government,  infested  those  wild  frontiers. 
Yet  it  escaped  not  comment,  that,  in  undertaking  such 
service  at  this  moment,  Damian  seemed  to  abandon  that 
of  dispersing  the  insurgents,  which  had  been  considered 
as  the  chief  object  of  the  day. 

It  was  about  noon,  when,  falling  in,  as  good  fortune 
would  have  it,  widi  one  of  the  fugitive  grooms,  Damian 
and  his  immediate  attendants  received  information  of 
the  violence  committed  on  the  Lady  Eveline,  and,  by 
their  perfect  knowledge  of  the  country,  were  able  to 
intercept  the  ruffians  at  the  Pass  of  Edris,  as  it  was 
called,  by  which  the  Webh  rovers  ordinarily  returned 
to  their  strongholds  in  the  interior.  It  is  probaWe  that 
the  banditti  were  not  aware  of  the  small  force  which 
Damian  headed  in  person,  and  at  the  same  time  knew 
that  there  would  be  an  immediate  and  hot  pursuit  in 
their  rear ;  and  these  circumstances  led  their  leader  to 
adopt  the  singular  expedient  of  hiding  Eveline  in  the 
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tomb,  while  one  of  their  own  number,  dressed  in  her 
clothes,  might  serve  as  a  decoy  to  deceive  their  assail- 
ants, and  lead  them  from  the  spot  where  she  was 
really  concealed,  to  which  it  was  no  doubt  the  purpose 
of  the  banditti  to  retmn  when  they  had  eluded  their 
pursil^rs. 

Accordingly,  the  robbers  had  already  drawn  up  before 
th6  tomb  for  the  purpose  of  regularly  retreating,  until 
they  ^ould  find  some  suitable  place  either  for  making  a 
stand,  or  where,  if  overmatched,  they  might,  by  aban- 
doning their  horses,  and  dispersing  among  the  rocks, 
evade  the  attack  of  the  Norman  cavalry.  Their  plan 
had  been  defeated  by  the  precipitation  of  Damian, 
who,  beholding,  as  he  thought,  the  plumes  and  mantle 
of  the  Lady  Eveline  in  the  rear  of  the  party,  charged 
them  without  considering  either  the  odds  of  numbers, 
or  the  lightness  of  his  oWn  armour,  which,  consisting 
only  of  a  headpiece  and  a  buff  surcoat,  offered  but  im- 
perfect resistance  to  the  Welsh  knives  and  glaives.  He 
was  accordingly  wounded  severdy  at  the  onset,  and 
wotild  have  been  slain,  but  for  the  exertions  of  his  few 
followers  and  the  fears  of  the  Welsh,  that,  while  thus 
continuing  the  battle  in  front,  they  might  be  assaulted  in 
the  rear  by  the  followers  of  Eveline,  whom  they  must 
now  suppose  were  all  in  arms  and  motion.  TTiey  re- 
treated, therefore,  or  rather  fled,  and  the  attendants  of 
Damian  were  dispatched  after  them  by  their  fallen 
master,  with  directions  to  let  no  consideration  induce 
them  to  leave  off  the  chase  until  the  captive  lady 
of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  was  delivered  from  her 
ravishers. 

The  outlaws,  secure  in  their  knowledge  of  the  paths^ 
and  the  activity  of  their  small  Welsh  horses,  made  an 
orderly  retreat,  with  the  exception  of  two  or  three  of 
tiveir  rear-guard,  cut  down  by  Damian  in  his  furious 
onset  They  shot  arrows  from  time  to  time  at  the  men- 
ago 
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at-arms,  and  laughed  at  the  ineffectual  efforts  which 
these  heavy-armed  warriors,  with  their  barbed  horses, 
made  to  overtake  them.  But  the  scene  was  changed  by 
the  appearance  of  Wilkin  Flammock  on  his  puissant 
war-horse,  who  was  beginning  to  ascend  the  pass,  lead- 
ing a  party  consisting  both  of  foot  and. horse.  The  fear 
of  being  intercepted  caused  the  outlaws  to  have  recourse 
to  their  last  stratagem,  and,  abandoning  their  Welsh 
nags,  they  betook  themselves  to  the  cliffs,  and  by  superior 
activity  and  dexterity  baffled,  generally  speaking,  the 
attempts  of  their  pursuers  on  either  hand.  All  of  them, 
however,  were  not  equally  fortunate,  for  two  or  three 
fell  into  the  hands  of  Flammock's  party ;  amongst  others, 
the  person  upon  whom  Eveline's  clothes  had  been 
placed,  and  who  now,  to  the  great  disappointment  of 
those  who  had  attached  themselves  to  his  piu^uit,  proved 
to  be,  not  the  lady  whom  they  were  emulous  to  deliver, 
but  a  fair-haired  young  Welshman,  whose  wild  looks 
and  incoherent  speech  seemed  to  argue  a  disturbed 
imagination.  This  M'ould  not  have  saved  him  from 
immediate  death,  the  usual  doom  of  captives  taken  in 
such  skirmishes,  had  not  the  faint  blast  of  Damian's 
horn,  sounding  from  above,  recalled  his  own  party,  and 
summoned  that  of  Wilkin  Flammock  to  the  spot ;  while, 
in  the  confusion  and  hurry  of  their  obeying  the  signal, 
the  pity  or  the  contempt  of  his  guards  suffered  the 
prisoner  to  escape.  They  had,  indeed,  little  to  learn 
from  him,  even  had  he  been  disposed  to  give  intelligence, 
or  capable  of  communicating  it.  All  were  well  assured 
tliat  their  lady  had  fallen  into  an  ambuscade,  formed  by 
Dawfyd  the  One-eyed,  a  redoubted  freebooter  of  the 
period,  who  had  ventured  upon  this  hardy  enterprise 
in  the  hope  of  obtaining  a  large  ransom  for  the  cap- 
tive Eveline,  and  all,  incensed  at  his  extreme  insolence 
and  audacity,  devoted  his  head  and  limbs  to  the  eagles 
and  the  ravens, 
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These  were  the  particulars  which  the  followers  ol 
Flammock  and  of  Damian  learned  by  comparing  notes 
with  each  other,  on  the  incidents  of  the  day.  As  they 
returned  by  the  Red  Pool  they  were  joined  by  Dame 
Gillian,  who,  after  many  exclamatioite  of  joy  at  the  un- 
expected liberation  of  her  lady,  and  as  many  of  sorrow 
at  the  unexpected  disaster  of  Damian,  proceeded  to  in- 
fprm  the  men-at-arms,  that  the  merchant,  whose  hawks 
had  been  the  original  cause  of  these  adventures,  had 
been  taken  prisoner  by  two  or  three  of  the  Welsh  in 
their  retreat,  and  that  she  herself  and  the  wounded 
Raoul  would  have  shared  the  same  fate,  but  that  they 
had  no  horse  left  to  mount  her  upon,  and  did  not  con- 
sider old  Raoul  as  worth  either  ransom  or  the  trouble  of 
killing.  One  had,  indeed,  flung  a  stone  at  him  as  he  lay- 
on  the  hill-side,  but  happily,  as  his  dame  said«  it  fell 
something  short  of  him.  "  It  was  but  a  little  fellow  who 
threw  it,"  she  said — "there  was  a  big  naan  amongst 
them — if  he  had  tried,  it's  Hke,  by  Our  Lady's  grace,  he 
had  cast  it  a  thought  farther."  So  saying,  the  dame 
gathered  herself  up,  and  adjusted  her  dress  for  again 
mounting  on  horseback. 

The  wounded  Damian  was  placed  oh  a  Utter,  hastily 
constructed  of  boughs,  and,  with  the  females,  was  placed 
in  the  centre  of  the  little  troop,  augmented  by  the  rest 
of  the  young  knight's  followers,  who  began  to  rejoin  his 
standard.  The  united  body  now  marched  with  military 
order  aUd  precaution,  and  winded  through  the  passes 
with  the  attention  of  men  prepared  to  meet  and  to  repel 
injury. 
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CHAP.  XXVI. 


What  I  fair  and  yowtg^  and  faithful  too  f 
A  mirac/e,  if  this  be  true. — ^Waller. 

OSE,  by  nature  one  of  the  most  disinterested 
and  affectionate  maidens  that  ever  breathed,  was 
the  first  who,  hastily  considering  the  peculiar 
condition  in  which  her  lady  was  placed,  and  the  marked 
degree  of  restraint  which  had  hitherto  characterised  her 
intercourse  with  her  youthful  guardian,  became  anxious 
to  know  how  the  wounded  knight  was  to  be  disposed  of', 
and  when  she  came  to  Evehne's  side  for  the  purpose  of 
asking  this  important  question,  her  resolution  well-nigk 
failed  her. 

The  appearance  of  Eveline  was  indeed  such  as  might 
have  made  it  almost  cruelty  to  intrude  upon  her  any 
other  subject  of  anxious  consideration  than  those  with 
which  her  mind  had  been  so  lately  assailed,  and  was  still 
occupied.  Her  countenance  was  as  pale  as  death  could 
have  made  it,  unless  where  it  was  specked  with  drops  of 
blood ;  her  veil,  torn  and  disordered,  was  soiled  with 
dust  and  with  gore  ;  her  hair,  wildly  dishevelled,  fell  in 
elf-locks  on  her  brow  and  shoulders,  and  a  single  broken 
and  ragged  feather,  which  was  all  that  remained  of  her 
head-gear,  had  been  twisted  among  her  tresses  and  still 
flowed  there,  as  if  in  mockery,  rather  than  ornament. 
Her  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  litter  where  Damian  was  de- 
posited, and  she  rode  close  beside  it,  without  apparently 
wasting  a  thought  on  anything,  save  the  danger  of  him 
who  was  extended  there. 

Rose  plainly  saw  that  her  lady  was  under  feelings  of 
excitation,  which  might  render  it  difficult  for  her  to  take 
a  wise  and  prudent  view  of  her  own  situation.  She  en- 
deavoured gradually  to  awaken  her  to  a  sense  of  it. 
"  Dearest  lady,"  said  Rose,  "will  it  please  you  to  take 
ray  mantle  ?  " 
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"Tonnent  me  not,"  answered  Eveline,  with  some 
sharpness  in  her  accent, 

"  Indeed,  my  lady,"  said  Dame  Gillian,  bustling  up  as 
one  who  feared  her  functions  as  mistress  of  the  rebes 
might  be  interfered  ^it]i  —  "  indeed,  my  lady,  Rose 
Flammock  speaks  truth ;  and  neither  your  kirtle  nor 
your  gown  are  sitting  as  they  should  do  ;  and,  to  speak 
truth,  they  are  but  barely  decent.  And  so,  if  Rose  will 
turn  herself,  and  put  her  horse  out  of  my  way,"  con- 
tinued the  tire-woman,  "I  will  put  your  dress  in  better 
order  in  the  sticking  in  of  a  bodkin,  than  any  Fleming 
of  them  all  could  do  in  twelve  hours." 

"I  care  not  for  my  dress,"  replied  Eveline,  in  the 
same  manner  as  before. 

"  Care  then  for  your  honour — for  your  fame,"  said 
Rose,  riding  close  to  her  mistress,  and  whispering  in  her 
ear  ;  "  think,  and  that  hastily,  how  you  are  to  dispose  of 
this  wounded  young  man?" 

"To  the  castle,"  answered  EveKne  aloud,  as  if  scorn- 
ing the  affectation  of  secrecy  ;  "lead  to  the  castle,  and 
that  straight  as  you  can." 

"Why  not  rather  to  his  own  camp,  or  to  Malpas  ? " 
said  Rose — "dearest  lady,  believe  it  will  be  for  the 
best." 

"Wherefore  not — wherefore  not?  —  wherefore  not 
leave  him  on  the  wayside  at  once^  to  the  knife  of  the 
Welshman,  and  the  teeth  of  the  wolf? — Once — twice — 
three  times  has  he  been  my  preserver.  Where  I  go,  he 
shall  go  ;  nor  will  I  be  in  safety  myself  a  moment  sooner 
than  I  know  that  he  is  so." 

Rose  saw  that  she  could  make  no  impression  on  her 
mistress,  and  her  own  reflection  told  her  that  the 
wounded  man's  life  might  be  endangered  by  a  longer 
transportation  than  was  absolutely  necessary.  An  ex- 
pedient occurred  to  her,  by  which  she  imagined  this 
objection  might  be  obviated ;  but  it  was  necessary  she 
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«1iould  consult  her  father.  She  struck  her  palfrey  with 
her  riding-rod,  and  in  a  moment  her  diminutive,  though 
beautiful  figure,  and  her  spirited  little  jennet,  were  by 
the  side  of  the  gigantic  Fleming  and  his  tall  black  horse, 
and  riding,  as  it  were,  in  their  vast  shadow.  "My 
dearest  father,"  said  Rose,  "the  lady  intends  ^hat  Sir 
Damian  be  transported  to  the  castle,  where  it  is  like  he 
may  be  a  long  sojourner;  what  think  youp—is  tliat 
wholesome  counsel  ?  " 

"Wholespmefor  the  youth,  surely,  Roschen,"  answered 
the  Fleming,  "  because  he  will  better  escape  the  risk  of 
a  fever." 

"  True  ;  but  is  it  wise  for  my  lady  ?  "  continued  Rose. 

*'  Wise  enough,  if  she  deal  wisely.  But  wherefore 
shouldst  thou  doubt  her,  Roschen?" 

"  I  know  not,"  said^  Rose,  unwilling  to  breathe  even 
to  her  father  the  fears  and  doubts  which  she  herself 
entertained ;  "  but  where  there  are  evil  tongues,  there 
may  be  evil  rehearsing.  Sir  Damian  and  my  lady  are 
both  very  young — Methinks  it  were  betta*,  dearest  father, 
would  you  offer  the  shelter  of  your  roof  to  the  wounded 
knight,  in  the  stead  of  his  being  carried  to  the  castle." 

"That  I  shall  not,  wench,"  answered  the  Fleming, 
hastily — "that  I  shall  not,  if  I  may  help.  Norman 
shall  not  cross  my  quiet  threshold,  nor  Englishman 
neither,  to  mock  my  quiet  thrift,  and  consume  my  sub- 
stance. Thou  dost  not  know  them,  because  thou  art 
ever  with  thy  lady,  and  hast  her  good  favour ;  but  I 
know  them  well ;  and  the  best  I  can  get  from  them  is 
I.Azy  Flanderkin,  and  Greedy  Flanderkin,  and  Flemish 
sot — I  thank  the  saints  they  cannot  say  Coward  Flan- 
derkin, since  Gwenwyn's  Welsh  uproar." 

"I  had  ever  thought,  my  father,"  answered  Rose, 

"that  your  spirit  was  too  calm  to  regard  these  base 

calumnies.    Bethink  you  we  are  under  this  lady's  banner, 

and  that  she  has  been  my  loving  mistress,  and  her  father 
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was  your  good  lord ;  to  the  Constable,  too,  are  you  be^ 
holden,  for  enlarged  privil^es.  Money  may  pay  debt, 
but  kindness  only  can  requite  kindness  ;  and  I  forebode 
that  you  will  never  have  such  an  opportunity  to  do  kind- 
ness to  the  houses  of  Berenger  and  De  Lacy,  as  by 
opening  the  doors  of  your  house  to  this  wounded 
knight?' 

"  The  doors  of  my  house ! "  answered  the  Fleming — 
"do  I  know  how  long  I  may  call  that,  or  any  house 
upon  earth  ray  own?  Alas,  my  daughter,  we  came 
hither  to  fly  from  the  rage  of  the  elements,  but  who 
knows  how  soon  we  may  perish  by  the  wrath  of  men  ! " 

"You  speak  strangely,  my  father,"  said  Rose;  "it 
holds  not  with  your  solid  wisdom  to  augiu:  such  general 
evil  from  the  rash  enterprise  of  a  Welsh  outlaw." 

"I  think  not  of  the  One-eyed  robber,"  said  Wilkin  ; 
"  although  the  increase  and  audacity  of  such  robbers  as 
Dawfyd  is  no  good  sign  of  a  quiet  country.  But  thou, 
who  livest  within  yomder  walls,  hearest  but  little  of  what 
passes  without,  and  your  estate  is  less  anxious  ; — you  had 
known  nothing  of  the  news  from  me,  imless  in  case  I 
had  foimd  it  necessary  to  remove  to  another  country." 

"  To  remove,  my  dearest  father,  from  the  land  where 
your  thrift  and  industry  have  gained  you  an  honourable 
competency?" 

"Ay,  and  where  the  hunger  of  wicked  men,  who  onvy 
me  the  produce  of  my  thrift,  may  likely  bring  me  to  a 
dishonourable  death.  There  have  been  tumults  among 
the  English  rabble  in  more  than  one  county,  and  their 
wrath  is  directed  against  those  of  our  nation,  as  if  we  were 
Jews  or  heathens,  and  not  better  Christians  and  better 
men  than  themselves.  They  have  at  York,  Bristol,  and 
elsewhere,  sacked  the  houses  of  the  Flemings,  spoiled  their 
goods,  misused  their  families,  and  murdered  themselves. 
— ^And  why? — except  that  we  have  brought  among  them 
the  ndustry  and  skill  which  they  possessed  not ;  and 
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because  wealth,  which  they  would  never  else  have  seen  in 
Britain,  was  the  reward  of  our  art  and  our  toil.  Roschen, 
this  evil  spirit  is  spreading  wider  daily.  Here  we  are 
more  safe  than  elsewhere,  because  we  form  a  colony  of 
some  ntimbers  and  strength.  But  I  confide  not  in  our 
neighbours ;  and  hadst  not  thou.  Rose,  been  in  security, 
I  would  long  ere  this  have  given  up  all,  and  left  Britain.  '* 

*'  Given  up  all  and  left  Britain  !  " — the  words  sounded 
prodigious  in  the  ears  of  his  daughter,  who  knew  better 
than  any  one  how  successful  her  father  had  been  in  his 
industry,  and  how  unlikely  one  of  his  firm  and  sedate 
temper  was  to  abandon  known  and  present  advantages 
for  the  dread  of  distant  or  contingent  peril.  At  length 
she  replied,  *'  If  such  be  your  peril,  my  father,  methiriks 
your  house  and  goods  cannot  have  a  better  protectictfi 
than  the  presence  of  this  noble  knight.  Where  lives  the 
man  who  dare  aught  of  violence  against  the  house  which 
harbours  Damian  de  Lacy  ?  " 

*•  I  know  not  that,"  said  the  Fleming,  in  the  same  com- 
posed and  steady,  but  ominous  tone. — "  May  Heaven 
forgive  it  me,  if  it  be  sin  !  but  I  see  little  save  folly  in  these 
Crusades,  which  the  priesthood  have  preached  up  so  suc- 
cessfully. Here  has  the  Constable  been  absent  for  nearly 
three  years,  and  no  certain  tidings  of  his  life  or  death,  victory 
or  defeat.  He  marched  from  hence,  as  if  he  meant  not 
to  draw  bridle  or  sheathe  sword  until  the  Holy  Sepulchre 
was  won  from  the  Saracens,  yet  we  can  hear  with  no 
certainty  whether  even  a  hamlet  has  been  taken  from  the 
Saracens.  In  the  meanwhile,  the  people  that  are  at  home 
grow  discontented ;  their  lords,  with  the  better  part  of 
thdr  followers,  are  in  Palestine — dead  or  alive  we  scarcely 
know ;  the  people  themselves  are  oppressed  and  flayed 
by  stewards  and  deputies,  whose  yoke  is  neither  so  light 
nor  so  lightly  endured  as  that  of  the  actual  lord.  The 
commons,  who  naturally  hate  the  knights  and  gentry,  tliink 
it  no  bad  time  to  make  some  head  against  them — ay,  and 
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there  be  some  of  noble  blood  who  would  not  care  to  be 
their  leaders,  that  they  may  have  their  share  in  the  spoil ; 
for  foreign  expeditions  and  profligate  habits  have  made 
Many  poor ;  and  he  that  is  poor  will  murder  his  father 
for  money.  I  hate  poor  people  ;  and  I  would  the  devil 
had  every  man  who  cannot  keep  himself  by  the  work  of 
his  own  hand  I  " 

The  Fleming  concluded  with  this  characteristic  impre- 
cation, a  speech  which  gave  Rose  a  more  frightful  view 
of  the  state  of  England,  than,  shut  up  as  she  was  within 
the  Garde  Doloureuse,  she  had  before  had  an  opportunity 
of  learning.  "  Surely,"  she  said — "  surely  these  violences 
of  which  you  speak  are  not  to  be  dreaded  by  those  who 
live  under  the  banner  of  De  Lacy  and  of  Berenger  ?  " 

"Berenger  subsists  but  in  name,"  answered  Wilkin 
Flammock,  "and  Damian,  though  a  brave  youth,  hath 
not  his  uncle's  ascendency  of  character  amd  authority. 
His  men  also  complain  that  they  are  harassed  with  the 
duty  of  watching  for  protection  of  a  castle,  in  itself  im- 
pregnable, and  sufficiently  garrisoned,  and  that  they  lose 
all  opportunity  of  honourable  emerprise,  as  they  call  it-^ 
that  is,  of  fight  and  spoil — in  this  inactive  and  inglorious 
manner  of  life.  They  say  that  Damian  the  beardless  was 
a  man,  but  that  Damian  with  the  moustache  is  no  better 
than  a  woman ;  and  that  age,  which  has  darkened  his 
upper  lip,  hath  at  the  same  time  blenched  his  courage. 
— And  they  say  more,  which  were  but  wearisome  to  teU." 

*•  Nay,  but,  let  me  know  what  they  say  ;  let  rae  know 
it,  for  Heaven's  sake !  "  answered  Rose,  "  if  it  concern, 
as  it  must  concern,  my  dear  lady." 

*'  Even  so,  Roschen,"  answered  Wilkin.  "  There  are 
many  among  the  Norman  men-at-arms  who  talk,  over 
their  wine-cups,  how  that  Damian  de  Lacy  is  in  love  with 
his  uncle's  betrothed  bride  ;  ay,  and  that  they  correspond 
together  by  art  magic." 

"  By  art  magic,  indeed,  it  must  be,"  said  Rose,  smiling 
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scornfully,  *'  for  by  no  earthly  means  do  they  correspond, 
as  I,  for  one,  can  bear  witness." 

"To  art  magic,  accordingly,  they  impute  it,"  quoth 
Wilkin  Flammock,  "  that  so  soon  as  ever  my  lady  stirs 
beyond  the  portal  of  her  castle,  De  Lacy  is  in  the  saddle 
with  a  party  of  his  cavalry,  though  they  are  positively 
certain  that  he  has  received  no  messenger,  letter,  or  other 
ordinary  notice  of  her  piuT>ose  ;  nor  have  they  ever,  on 
such  occasions,  scoured  the  passes  long,  ere  they  have 
seen  or  heard  of  my  Lady  Evehne's  being  abroad. " 

*^'This  has  not  escaped  me,"  said  Rose  ;  "and  my 
lady  has  expressed  herself  even  displeased  at  the  accuracy 
which  Damian  displayed  in  procuring  a  knowledge  of  her 
motions,  as  well  as  at  the  officious  punctuality  with  which 
he  has  attended  and  guarded  them.  To-day  has,  how- 
ever, shown,"  she  continued,  "that  his  vigilance  may 
serve  a  good  piu^JOse  ;  and.as  they  never  met  upon  these 
occasions,  but  continued  at  such  distance  as  excluded 
even  the  possibihty  of  intercourse,  methinks  they  might 
have  escaped  the  censure  of  the  most  suspicious." 

"Ay,  my  daughter  Roschen,"  replied  Wilkin,  "  but  it 
is  possible  to  drive  caution  so  far  as  to  excite  suspicion. 
Why,  say  the  men-at-arms,  should  these  two  obsei-ve 
such  constant,  yet  such  guarded  intelligence  with  one 
another?  Why  should  their  approach  be  so  near,  and 
why,  yet,  should  they  never  meet?  If  they  had  been 
merely  the  nephew  and  the  imcle's  bride,  they  must  have 
had  interviews  avowedly  and  frankly  ;  and,  on  the  other 
hand,  if  they  be  two  secret  lovers,  there  is  reason  to 
believe  that  they  do  find  their  own  private  places  of 
meeting,  though  they  have  art  sufficient  to  conceal 
them." 

"  Every  word  that  you  speak,  my  father,"  replied  the 
generous  Rose,  "increases  the  absolute  necessity  that 
you  receive  this  wo unaed,  youth  into  your  house.  Be 
the  evils  you  dread  ever  so  great,  yet  you  may  rely  upon 
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it  that  they  cannot  be  augmented  by  admitting  him,  with 
a  few  of  his  faithful  followers." 

"Not  one  follower,"  said  the  Fleming,  hastily,  "not 
one  beef-fed  knave  of  them,  save  the  page  that  is  to  tend 
him,  and  the  doctor  that  is  to  attempt  his  cure." 

"  But  I  may  offer  the  shelter  of  your  roof  to  these 
three,  at  least?"  answered  Rose. 

"  Do  as  thou  wilt,  do  as  thou  wilt,"  said  the  doting 
father.  "  By  my  faith,  Roschen,  it  is  well  for  thee  thou 
hast  sense  and  moderation  in  asking,  since  I  am  so 
foolish  and  prompt  in  granting.  This  is  one  of  your 
freaks,  now,  of  honour  or  generosity — ^but  commend 
me  to  prudence  and  honesty. — ^Ah,  Rose,  Rose,  those 
who  would  do  what  is  better  than  good,  sometimes  bring 
about  what  is  worse  than  bad ! — But  I  think  I  shall  be 
quit  of  the  trouble  for  the  fear  ;  and  that  thy  mistress, 
who  is,  with  reverence,  something  of  a  damsel-errant, 
will  stand  stoutly  for  the  chivalrous  privilege  of  lodging 
her  knight  in  her  own  bower,  and  tending  him  in  person." 

The  Fleming  prophesied  true.  Rose  had  no  sooner 
made  the  proposal  to  Eveline,  that  the  wounded  Damian 
should  be  left  at  her  father's  house  for  his  recovery,  than 
her  mistress  briefly  and  positively  rejected  the  proposal. 
"  He  has  been  my  preserver,"  she  said,  "and  if  there  be 
one  being  left  for  whom  the  gates  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse 
should  of  themselves  fly  open,  it  is  to  Damian  de  Lacy. 
Nay,  damsel,  look  not  upon  me  with  ,that  suspicious  and 
yet  sorrowful  countenance — they  that  are  beyond  disguise, 
my  giri,  contemn  suspicion — It  is  to  God  and  Our  Lady 
that  I  must  answer,  and  to  them  my  bosom  lies  open  I " 

They  proceeded  in  silence  to  the  castle  gate,  when  the 
Lady  Eveline  issued  her  orders  that  her  Guardian,  as 
she  emphatically  termed  Damian,  should  be  lodged  in 
her  father's  apartment ;  and,  with  the  prudence  of  more 
advanced  age,  she  gave  the  'necessary  direction  for  the 
reception  and  accommodation  of  his  followers,  and  the 
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arrangements  which  such  an  accession  of  guests  requirtd 
in  the  fortress.  All  this  she  did  with  the  utmost  com- 
posure and  presence  of  mind,  even  before  she  altered  or 
arranged  her  own  disordered  dress. 

Another  step  still  remained  to  be  taken.  She  hastened 
to  the  Chapel  of  the  Virgin,  and  prostrating  herself  before 
her  divine  protectress,  returned  thanks  for  her  second 
deliverance,  and  implored  her  guidance  and  direction, 
and,  through  her  intercession,  that  of  Almighty  God,  for 
the  disposal  and  regulation  of  her  conduct  "  Thou 
knowest,"  she  said,  "  that  from  no  confidence  in  my 
own  strength,  have  I  thrust  myself  into  danger.  Oh, 
make  me  strong  where  I  am  most  weak — Let  not  my 
gratitude  and  my  compassion  be  a  snare  to  me ;  and 
while  I  strive  to  discharge  the  duties  which  thankfulness 
imposes  on  me,  save  me  from  the  evil  tongues  of  men — 
and  save — oh,  save  me  from  the  insidious  devices  of  my 
own  heart ! " 

She  then  told  her  rosary  with  devout  fervour,  and  re- 
tiring from  the  chapel  to  her  own  apartment,  summoned 
her  women  to  adjust  her  dress,  and  remove  the  external 
appearance  of  the  violence  to  which  she  had  been  so 
lately  subjected. 

CHAP.   XXVII. 

Julia.  Gentle  str^ 

You  are  our  captive — hut  we'll  use  you  so, 

TJuit  you  shall  think  your  prison  joys  may  match 

Whate'eryour  liberty  hath  known  of  pleasure, 

Roderick.  No^  fairest ^  we  have  trifled  here  too  long; 
Andy  lingering  to  see  your  roses  blossom^ 
I've  let  my  laurels  wither.— 0\J>  Play. 

IRRAYED  in  garments  of  a  mourning  colour,  and 
of  a  fashion  more  matronly  than  perhaps  alto- 
gether befitted  her  youth— plain  to  an  extremity, 
and  devoid  of  all  ornament,  save  her  rosary — Eveline 
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now  performed  the  duty  of  waiting  upon  her  wounded 
deliverer  ;  a  duty  which  the  etiquette  of  the  time  not  only 
permitted,  but  peremptorily  enjoined.  She  was  attended 
by  Rose  and  Dame  Gillian.  Margery,  whose  element 
was  a  sick-chamber,  had  been  already  dispatched  to 
that  of  the  young  knight,  to  attend  to  whatever  his  con- 
dition might  require. 

Eveline  entered  the  room  with  a  light  step,  as  if  un- 
willing to  disturb  the  patient.  She  paused  at  the  door, 
and  cast  her  eyes  around  her.  It  had  been  her  father's 
chamber  ;  nor  had  she  entered  it  since  Ins  violent  death. 
Around  the  walls  hung  a  part  of  his  armour  and  weapons, 
with  hawking-gloves,  hunting-poles,  and  other  instru- 
ments of  silvan  sport.  These  relics  brought  as  it  were  in 
living  form  bafore  her  the  stately  presence  of  old  Sir 
Raymond.  "Frown  not,  my  father," — her  lips  formed 
the  words,  though  her  voice  did  not  utter  them — "  frown 
not — Eveline  will  never  be  unworthy  of  thee." 

Father  Aldrovand,  and  Amelot,  the  page  of  Damfan, 
were  seated  by  the  bedside.  They  rose  as  Lady  Eveline 
'  entered  ;  and  the  first,  who  meddled  a  little  with  the 
healing  art,  said  to  Eveline,  *'that  the  knight  had 
slumbered  for  some  time,  and  was  now  about  to 
awake." 

Amelot  at  the  same  time  came  forward,  and  in  a  hasty 
and  low  voice  begged  that  the  chamber  might  be  kept 
q«iet,  and  the  spectators  requested  to  retire.  "  My 
lord,"  he  said,  "ever  since  his  illness  at  Gloucester,  is 
apt  to  speak  something  wildly  as  he  awakes  from  sleep, 
and  will  be  displeased  with  me  should  I  permit  any  one 
to  be  near  him." 

Eveline  accordingly  caused  her  women  and  the  monk 
to  retire  into  the  anteroom,  while  she  herself  remained 
standing  by  the  door-communication  which  connected 
the  apartments,  and  heard  Damian  mention  her  name  as 
he  turned  himself  painfully  on  his  couch.  "  Is  she  safe 
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and  unharmed?"  was  his  first  question,  and  it  was 
asked  with  an  eagerness  which  intimated  how  far  it  pre- 
ceded all  other  considerations.  When  Amelot  replied  in 
the  affirmatire,  he  sighed,  as  one  whose  bosom  is  relieved, 
from  some  weighty  load,  and  in  a  less  animated  voice 
asked  of  the  page  where  they  were.  "  This  apartment," 
he  said,  "with  its  furniture,  are  all  strange  to  me." 

'•  My  dear  master,"  said  Amelot,  "  you  are  at  present 
too  w«ik  to  ask  questions  and  receive  explanations." 

**  Be  I  where  I  will,"  said  Damian,  as  if  recovering  his 
Feoollection,  '*  I  am  not  in  the  place  where  my  duty  calls 
me.  Tell  my  trumpets  to  sound  to  horse— to  horse,  and 
lot  Ralph  Genvil  carry  my  banner.  To  horse—  to  horse  ! 
— ^we  have  not  a  moment  to  lose  ! " 

The  wounded  knight  made  some  effort  to  rise,  which, 
in  his  state  of  weakness,  Amelot  was  easily  able  to  fnis- 
trate.  "  Thou  art  right,"  he  said,  as  he  sunk  back  into 
his  reclining  posture — "  thou  art  right — I  am  weak — but 
why  should  strength  remain  when  honour  is  lost  ?  " 

The  unhappy  young  man  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands,  and  groaned  in  agony,  which  seemed  more  that 
of  the  mind  than  of  the  body.  Lady  Eveline  approached 
his  bedside  with  unassured  steps,  fearing  she  knew  not 
what,  yet  earnest  to  testify  the  interest  she  felt  in  the 
distresses  of  the  sufferer.  Damian  looked  up  and  beheld 
her,  and  again  hid  his  face  with  his  hands. 

••What  means  this  strange  passion.  Sir  Knight?" 
said  Eveline,  with  a  voice  which,  at  first  weak  and 
trembling,  gradually  obtained  steadiness  and  composure, 
*•  Ought  it  to  grieve  you  so  much,  sworn  as  you  are  to 
the  duties  of  chivalry,  that  Heaven  hath  twice  made 
you  its  instrument  to  save  the  unfortunate  Eveline 
Berenger?" 

••Oh,  no,  no! "he  exclaimed  with  rapidity;  '•since 
you  are  saved,  all  is  well — ^but  time  presses — it  is  neces- 
sary I  should  presently  depart — ^nowhere  ought  I  now  to 
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tarry — least  of  all,  within  this  castle — Once  more,  Amelot, 
let  them  get  to  horse  !  " 

"Nay,  my  good  lord,"  said  the  damsel,  "this  must 
not  be.  As  your  ward,  I  cannot  let  my  guardian  part 
'thus  suddenly — as  a  physician,  I  cannot  allow  my  patient 
to  destroy  himself— It  is  impossible  that  you  can  brook 
the  saddle." 

"A  litter— a  bier— a  cart,  to  drag  forth  the  dishonoured 
knight  and  traitor — all  were  too  good  for  me — a  coffin 
were  best  of  all ! — But  see,  Amelot,  that  it  be  framed  like 
that  of  the  meanest  churl — no  spurs  displayed  on  the 
pall — no  shield  with  the  ancient  coat  of  the  De  Lacys — 
no  helmet  with  their  knightly  crest  must  deck  the  hearse 
of  him  whose  name  is  dishonoured  !  " 

"  Is  his  brain  unsettled?"  said  Eveline,  looking  with 
terror  from  the  wounded  man  to  his  attendant :  "or  is 
there  some  dreadful  mystery  in  these  broken  words  ? — If 
so,  speak  it  forth  ;  and  if  it  may  be  amended  by  life  <»* 
goods,  my  deliverer  will  sustain  no  wrong." 

Amelot  regarded  her  with  a  dejected  and  melancholy 
air,  shook  his  head,  and  looked  down  on  his  master  with 
a  countenance  which  seemed  to  express,  that  the  ques- 
tions which  she  asked  could  not  be  prudently  answered 
in  Sir  Damian's  presence.  The  Lady  Eveline,  observing 
this  gesture,  stepped  back  into  the  outer  apartment,  and 
made  Amelot  a  sign  to  follow  her.  He  obeyed,  after  a 
glance  at  his  master,  who  remained  in  the  same  discon- 
solate posture  as  formerly,  with  his  hands  crossed  over 
his  eyes,  like  one  who  wished  to  exclude  the  light,  and  all 
which  the  light  made  visible. 

When  Amelot  was  in  the  wardrobe,  Eveline,  making 
signs  to  her  attendants  to  keep  at  such  distance  as  the 
room  permitted,  questioned  him  closely  on  the  cause  of 
his  master's  desperate  expression  of  sorrow  and  remorse. 
"Thou  knowest,"  she  said,  "that  I  am  bound  to  succour 
thy  lord,  if  I  may,  both  from  gratitude,  as  one  whom  be 
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hath  served  to  the  peril  of  his  life— and  also  from  kins- 
inanship.  Tell  me,  therefore,  in  what  case  he  stands, 
that  I  may  help  him  if  I  can— that  is,"  she  added,  hec 
pale  cheeks  deeply  colouring)  "if  the  cause  of  his  distress 
be  fitting  for  me  to  hear." 

The  page  bowed  low,  yet  showed  such  embarrass- 
ment when  he  b^an  to  speak,  as  produced  a  corre- 
sponding degree  of  confusion  in  the  Lady  Eveline,  who, 
n^rerth^ess,  urged  him  as  befcn-e  "to  speak  without 
scruple  or  delay — so  that  the  tenor  of  his  discourse  was 
fitting  for  her  ears." 

"  Believe  me,  noble  lady,"  said  Amelot,  "your  com- 
mands had  been  instantly  obeyed,  but  that  I  fear  my 
master's  displeasure  if  1  talk  of  his  afiairs  without  his 
warrant ;  nevertheless,  on  your  command,  whom  I  know 
he  honours  above  all  earthly  beings,  I  will  speak  thus  far, 
that  if  his  life  be  safe  from  the  wounds  he  has  received* 
his  honour  and  worship  may  be  in  great  danger,  if  it 
please  not  Heaven  to  send  a  remedy." 

"  Speak  on,"  said  Ev^ne  ;  "and  be  assured  you  will 
do  Sir  Damian  de  Lacy  no  prejudice  by  the  confidence 
you  may  rest  in  me." 

"  I  well  believe  it,  lady,"  said  the  page.     "  Know, 

then,  if  it  be  not  already  known  to  you,  that  the  clowns 

and  rabble  who  have  taken  arms  against  the  nobles  in 

•the  west,  pretend  to  be  favoured  in  their  insurrection,  not 

only  by  Randal  Lacy,  but  by  my  master,  Sir  Damian." 

"  They  lie  that  dare  charge  him  with  such  foul  treason 
la  his  own  blood,  as  well  as  to  his  sovereign  1 "  replied 
Evehne. 

*♦  Wcjl  do  I  believe  they  lie,"  said  Amelot ;  "  but  mis 
binders  not  their  falsehoods  from  being  believed  by  those 
who  knorw  him  less  inwardly.  More  than  one  nmaway 
itKxai  our  troop  have  joined  this  rabblement,  and  that 
gives  some  credit  to  the  scandal.  And  then  they  say — 
Xhey  say — ^that — in  short,  that  my  maister  longs  to  possess 
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the  lands  in  his  proper  right  which  he  oo^upies  as  his 
uncle's  administrator ;  and  that  if  the  old  ConstaUe — I 
<;rave  your  pardon,  madam — should  return  from  Pales^ 
tine,  he  should  find  it  difficult  to  obtain  possession  of  his 
own  again. " 

"The  sordid  wretches  judge  of  others  by  their  own 
base  minds,  and  conceive  those  temptations  too  powerftil 
for  men  of  worth,  which  they  are  themselves  conscious 
they  would  be  unable  to  resist.  But  are  the  insurgents 
then  so  insolent  and  so  powerful?  We  have  heard  of 
their  violences,  but  only  as  if  it  had  been  some  popular 
tumult." 

"We  had  notice  last  night  that  they  have  driMm 
together  in  great  force,  and  besieged  or  blockaded  Wild 
Wenlock,  with  his  men-at-arms,  in  a  village  about  ten 
miles  hence.  He  hath  sent  to  my  master,  as  his  kinsman 
and  companion-at-arms,  to  come  to  his  assistance.  We 
were  on  horseback  this  morning  to  march  to  the  rescue — 
when  " 

He  paused,  and  seemed  unwilling  to  proceed.  Eve- 
line caught  at  the  word.  "  When  you  heard  of  my 
danger?"  she  said.  "I  would  ye  had  rather  heard  <rf 
my  death !  ** 

"Surely,  noble  lady,"  said  the  page,  wkh  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  ground,  "nothing  but  so  strong  a  cause 
-could  have  made  my  master  halt  Ws  troop,  and  carry* 
the  better  part  of  them  to  the  Welsh  mountains,  when 
his  countryman's  distress,  and  the  commands  of  the 
King's  lieutenant,  so  peremptorily  demanded  his  presence 
elsewhere. " 

"  I  knew  it,"  she  said — '*  I  knew  I  was  bom  to  be  Ills 
•destruction !  yet  methinks  this  is  worse  than  I  dreamed 
of,  when  the  worse  was  in  my  thoughts.  I  feared  to 
occasion  his  death,  not  his  loss  of  feme.  F*^^  •  God's 
sake,  3^ung  Amelot,  do  what  thou  canst,  and  that  with- 
out loss  of  time  I  Get  thee  straightway  to  horse,  an4 
306 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE    gCTROTHeO. 

join  to  thy  own  men  as  many  as  thou  canst  gather  of 
mine-^Go,— ride,  my  brave  youth — show  thy  master's 
banner,  and  let  them  see  that  his  forces  and  his  heart 
are  with  them,  though  '4iis  person  be  absent.  Haste, 
haste,  for  the  time  is  precious.*' 

"  But  the  safety  of  this  castle — But  your  own  safety  ?  " 
said  the  page.  **Grod  knows  how  willingly  I  would 
do  aught  to  save  his  tame !  Bm  I  know  my  master's 
mood  ;  and  were  you  to  suffer  by  my  leaving  the 
Garde  Doloureuse,  even  ^though  I  were  .to  save  him 
lands,  life,  and  honour,  by  my  doing  so,  I  should  be 
more  like  to  taste  of  his  dagger  than  of  his  thanks  or 
bounty." 

*'Go,  nevertheless,  dear  Amelot,"  said  she  ;  "gather 
what  force  thou  canst  make,  and  begone." 

"Yoii  spur  a  willing  horsfe,  madam,"  said  the?  page, 
springing  to  his  feet ;  "  and  in  the  condition  of  my 
master,  I  see  nothing  better  than  that  his  banner  should 
be  displayed  against  these  churls." 

"To  arms,  then,"  said  Eveline,  hastily;  "to  arms, 
and  win  thy  spurs.  Bring  me  assurance  that  thy  master's 
honour  is  safe,  and  I  will  myself  buckle  them  on  thy 
heels.  Here — take  this  blessed  rosary — ^bind  it  on  thy 
crest,  and  be  the  thought  of  the  Virgin  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  thajt  never  ^led  a  votary,  strong  with  thee 
h)  the  hour  of  conflict. " 

She  had  Scarcdy  ended,  ere  Amelot  flew  from  her 
presence,  and  summoning  together  such  horse  as  he 
could  assemble,  both  of  his  master's  and  of  those  be- 
longing to  the  castle,  there  were  soon  forty  cavaliers 
mounted  in  the  courtyard. 

But  although  the  page  was  thus  far  readily  obeyed, 
yet  when  the  soldiers  heard  they  were  to  gO  forth  on  a 
dangerous  expedition  with  no  more  experienced  general 
than  a  youth  of  fifteen,  they  showed  a  decided  reluctance 
to  move  from  the  castle.    The  old  soldiers  ot  De  Lacy 
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said,  Damian  himself  was  almost  too  youthful  to  com* 
mand  them,  and  had  no  right  to  delegate  his  authority 
to  a  mere  boy ;  while  the  followers  of  Bercnger  said, 
their  mistress  might  be  satisfied  with  her  deliverance  of 
the  morning,  without  trying  farther  dangerous  conclu- 
sions by  diminishing  the  garrison  of  her  castle — "The 
times,"  they  said,  "were  stormy,  and  it  was  wisest  to 
keep  a  stone  roof  over  their  heads. " 

The  more  the  soldiers  commimicated  their  ideas  and 
apprehensions  to  each  other,  the  stronger  their  disin- 
clination to  the  undertaking  became ;  and  wh^  Anidot» 
who,  pagelike,  had  gone  to  see  that  his  own  horse  was 
accoutred  and  brought  forth,  returned  to  the  castle^yard, 
he  found  them  standing  confusedly  together,  some 
mounted,  some  on  foot,  all  men  speaking  loud,  and  all 
in  a  state  of  disorder,  Ralph  Genvil,  a  veteran  whose 
face  had  been  seamed  with  many  a  scar,  and  who  bad 
long  followed  the  trade  of  a  soldier  of  fortune,  stood 
apart  from  the  rest,  holding  his  horse's  bridle  in  one 
hand,  and  in  the  other  the  banner-spear,  around  which 
the  banner  of  De  Lacy  was  still  folded, 

"What  means  this,  Genvil?"  said  the  page,  angrily* 
"Why  do  you  not  mount  your  horse  and  display  the 
banner?  and  what  occasions  all  this  confusion?  " 

"Truly,  Sir  Page,"  said  GerfVil,  composedly,  "I  am 
not  in  my  saddle,  because  I  have  some  r^ard  for  this 
old  silken  rag,  which  I  have  borne  to  honour  in  my  time, 
and  I  will  not  willingly  carry  it  where  men  are  unwiUiog 
to  follow  and  defend  it." 

"  No  m£ux:h — ^no  sally — ^no  lifting  of  banoer  to-^lay  I " 
cried  the  soldiers,  by  way  of  burden  to  the  •bann^-man's 
discourse. 

"  How  now,  cowards  I  do  you  mutiny  ?  "  said  Amelot^ 
lajring  his  hand  upon  his  sword. 

"  Menace  not  me»  Sir  Boy,"  said  Genvil ;  "  nor  shake 
3FOur  sword,  my  way.  I  tell  thee,  Amelot,  were  my 
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weapon  to  cross  with  yours,  never  flaal  sent  abroad  more 
chaff  than  I  would  make  splhiters  of  yont  hatched  and 
gilded  toasting-iron.  Look  yon,  there  are  grey-bearded 
men  here  that  care  not  to  be  led  about  on  any  boy's 
humour.  For  me,  I  stand  little  uf^n  that ;  and  I  care 
not  whether  one  boy  or  another  commands  me.  But  I 
am  the  Lacy's  man  for  the  time  ;  and  I  am  not  sure 
that,  in  marching  to  the  aid  of  this  Wild  Wehlock,  we 
shall  do  an  errand  the  Lacy  will  thank  us  for.  Why 
led  he  us  not  thither  in  the  morning  when  we  were  com- 
manded off  into  the  mountains?" 

"  Yon  well  know  the  cause,"  said  the  page. 

*  •  Yes,  we  do  know  the  cause  ;  or  if  we  do  not,  we  can 
guess  it,"  answered  the  banner-man,  with  a  horselaugh, 
which  was  echoed  by  several  of  his  companions. 

"I  will  cram  the  calumny  down  thy  felse  throat, 
Genvil ! "  said  the  page ;  and,  drawing  his  sword,  threw 
himself  headlong  on  the  banneiwnan,  without  consider- 
ing their  great  difference  of  strength. 

Genvil  was  contented  to  foil  his  attack  by  one,  and,  as 
it  seemed,  a  slight  movement  of  his  gigantic  arm,  with 
which  he  forced  the  page  aside,  parrying,  at  the  same 
time,  his  blow  with  the  standard^spear; 

There  was  another  loud  laugh,  and  Amek>t,  feeling  aH 
his  efforts  baffled,  threw  his  sword  from  him,  and  weep- 
ing in  pride  and  indignation,  hastened  back  to  tell  the 
Lady  Eveline  of  his  bad  success.  "All,"  he  said.  "  is 
lost — ^the  cowardly  villains  have  mutinied,  and  will  not 
move  ;  and  the  blame  of  their  sloth  and  faintheartedness 
will  be  laid  on  my  dear  master." 

"  That  shall  never  be,"  said  Eveline,  "  should  I  die  to 
prevent  it — ^Follow  me,  Amelot." 

She  hastily  threw  a  teariet  scarf  over  her  dark  gar- 

tnents,  and  hastened  down  to  the  courtyard,  followed  by 

Gillian,  assuming,  as  she  went,   various  attitudes  and 

actions  expressing  astonishment  and  pity,  and  by  Ros«« 
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carefully  suppressiBg  all  a{^)earance  of  the  feelings 
which  she  reaUy  entertained. 

Eveline  entered  t^e  oastle'court,  with  the  kindling  eye 
and  glowing  brovy^  whiah  her  ancestors  were  wont  to 
bear  in  danger  and  extr^Dity,  when  their  soul  was 
arming  to  meet  the  storm,  and  displaying  in  their  mien 
and  looks  high  command  and  contempt  of  danger.  She 
seemed  at  the  mo^lent  taller  than  her  usual  size ;  and  it 
was  with  a  voice  distinct  and  clearly  he^d,  though  not 
exceeding  the  delicacy  of  feminine  tone,  that  the  muti- 
neers heard  her  address  them.  "  How  is  this,  my 
masters  ?  "  she  said ;  and  as  she  spoke,  the  bulky  forms 
of  the  armed  soldiers  seamed  to  draw  closer  together,  as 
if  to  escape  her  individual  censure.  It  wa«  like  a  group 
of  heavy  water-fowl,  when  they  close  to  avoid  the  stoop 
of  the  slight  and  beautiful  merlin,  dieading  the  supe- 
riority of  its  nature  and  breeding  over  their  own  inert 
physical  stcengUi^ — "  How  now  ?  "  again  she  demanded 
of  them  ;  *'  is  it  a  time,  think  ye,  to  mutiny,  whoi  your 
lord  is  absent,  and  his  nephew  and  lieutenant  lies 
stretched  on  a  bed  <tf  sickness? — Is  it  thus  you  keep 
your  oaths? — ^Thus  ye  merit  your  leader's  bounty? — 
Shame  on  ye,  craven  hounds,  that  quail  and  give  back 
the  instant  you  lose  sight  of  the  huntsman  I " 

There  was  a  pause — the  soldiers  looked  on  each  other, 
and  then  ag9(in  on  Eveline,  as  if  ashamed  alike  to  hold 
out  in  their  mutiny,  or  to  return  to  their  usual  discipline. 

"  I  see  ho^v  it  is,  my  brave  friends — ^ye  lack  a  leader 
here ;  but  stay  npt  for  that — I  will  guide  you  myself, 
and,  woman  as  I  am,  there  need  not  a  man  of  you  fear 
disgrace,  where  a  Berenger  commands. — Trap  my 
palfrey  with  a  steel  saddle,"  she  said,  "and  that  in- 
stantly." Sh^  ^natched  from  the  ground  the  phage's 
light  head-pieoe,  and  threw  it  over  her  hair,  caught  up 
his  drawn  sword,  and  went  on.  "  Here  I  promise  you 
my  countenance  and  gui.d«^ce — this  gentleman/'  she 
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p<Mnted  to  Genvil,  "  shall  supply  my  Iskok  of  mititary 
skill.  He  looks  like  a  man  that  hath  seen  many  a  day 
of  battle,  and  can  well  teach  a  young  leader  her  devoir." 

"  Certes,"  said  the  old  soldier*  smiling  in  spitje  of 
himself,  and  shaking  his  bead  at  the  same  time,  "  many 
a  battle  iiave  i  seen»  but  never  ui^der  such  a  com* 
mander." 

"  Neverthrfess,"  said  Eveline,  seeing  bow  the  eyes  of 
the  re^  turned  on  Genvil,  "you  do  not — cannot — ^wiU 
aot-r^efuse  to  foHow  me?  You  do  not  as  a  soldier,  for 
my  weak  voice  supplies  your  captain's  orders^-you,  (i9»- 
not  as  a  gentleman,  for  a  lady,  a  forlorn  and  distreised 
female,  asks  you  a  boon — you  will  not  as  an  EngUshinan, 
.  for  your  country  requires  your  sword,  and  your  comrades 
are  in  danger.     Unfurl  your  banner,  then,  and  march." 

"I  would  do  so,  upon  my  soul,  fair  lady/'  answered 
Genvil«  as  if  preparing  to  unfold  the  banner — "And 
Amclot  might  lead  us  well  enough,  with  advantage  of 
some  lessons  from  me.  But  I  wot  not  whether  you  are 
sending  us  on  the  right  road." 

"  Swely^  surely,"  said  Eveline,  earnestly,  "  it  must  be 
the  right  road  wWdi  conducts  you  to  the  relief  of  Wen- 
lock  and  his  Ek^wers,  besieged  by  the  insurgent  boors." 

"  I  know  not,"  said  Genvil,  still  hesitating.  "  Our 
leader  here.  Sir  Damian  de  I.acy,  protects  the  commons 
— ^men  say  he  befriends  them — ^and  I  know  be  quar- 
relled with  Wild  Wenlodc  once  for  some  petty  wrong  he 
did  to  the  miller's  wife  at  Twylbrd.  We  should  be 
finefy  off,  when  our  fiery  young  leader  js  on  foot  again, 
if  he  shoald  find  we  had  been  fighting  against  the  fide 
he  favoured." 

"  Assure  yourself,"  said  the  maiden,  anxiously,  "  the 
more  he  would  protect  the  commons  against  oppression, 
the  more  he  would  put  them  down  when  opi^ressing  others. 
Mount  and  ride— save  Wenlock  and  his  men^-Hher^  is 
life  and  death  in  every  moment.  I  will  warrant,  with 
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my  life  and  lands,  that  whatsoever  yon  do  will  be  held 
good  service  to  De  Lacy.     Come,  then,  follow  me." 

"  None  surely  can  know  Sir  Damian's  purpose  better 
than  you,  fair  damsel,"  answered  Genvil ;  "nay,  for 
that  matter,  you  can  make  him  change  as  ye  list. — ^And 
so  I  will  march  with  the  men,  and  we  will  aid  Weiilock, 
if  it  is  yet  time,  as  I  trust  it  may ;  for  he  is  a  nigged 
wolf,  and  When  he  turns  to  bay,  will  cost  the  boors 
blood  enough  ere  they  sound  a  mort.  But  do  you 
^remain  within  the  castle,  fair  lady,  and  trust  to  Ametot 
and  me. — Come,  Sir  Page,  assume  the  command,  since 
so  it  must  be ;  though,  by  my  faith,  it  is  pity  to  take 
the  head-piece  from  that  pr&ty  head,  and  the  sword 
from  that  pretty  band. — By  Saint  George !  to  see  them 
there  is  a  credit  to  the  soldier's  profession." 

The  lady  accordingly  surrendered  the  weapons  to 
Amelot,  exhorting  him  in  few  words  to  forget  the  offence 
he  had  received,  and  do  his  devoir  manfblly.  Mean- 
while Genvil  slowly  unrolled  the  pennon*— then  shook  it 
abroad,  and  without  putting  his  foot  in  the  stirrup, 
aided  himself  a  little  with  resting  on  the  spear,  and 
threw  himself  into  the  saddle,  heavily  armed  as  he  was. 
"  We  are  ready  now,  an  it  like  your  juvenility,"  said  he 
to  Amelot ;  and  then,  while  the  page  was  putting  the 
band  into  order,  he  whispered  to  his  nearest  comrade, 
•*  Methinks,  instead  of  this  old  swallow's  tail,*  we  should 
muster  rarely  under  a  broidered  petticoat— a  furbelowed 
petticoat  has  no  fellow  in  my  mind.— Look  you,  Stephen 
Pontoys — I  can  forgive  Damian  now  for  forgetting  his 
uncle  and  his  own  credit,  about  this  wench  ;  for,  by  my 
faith,  she  is  one  I  could  have  doated  to  death  upon  par 
amours.  Ah  I  evil  luck  be  the  women's  portion  1— they 
govern  us  at  every  turn,  Stephen,  and  at  every  age. 
When  they  are  young,  they  bribe  us  with  fair  looks,  and 
sugared  \Vords,  sweet  kisses  and  love  tokens ;  and  when 
they  are  of  middle  age,  they  woriff  us  to  their  will  by 
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presents  and  ooortesies,  red  wine  and  red  ^d ;  and 
when  they  are  old,  we  are  fiam  to  run  thehr 'errands  to 
get  out  of  sight  of  their  old  leathern  visages.  Well,  old 
De  Lacy  should  have  sta3red  at  home  and  watdied  his 
falcon.  But  it  is  all  one  to  us,  Stephen,  and  we  may 
make  some  vantage  to-day,  for  these  boors  have  phin^ 
dered  more  than  one  oasde." 

•'  Ay,  ay,"  answered  Pontoys,  *'  the  boor  to  the  booty, 
and  the  banaer-man  to  the  boor,  a  right  pithy  proverb. 
But,  prithee^  canst  thou  say  why  his  pag^ip  leads  us 
not  forward  yet?" 

"  Pshaw ! "  answered  Gienvil,  "the  shake  I  gave  him 
has  addled  his  brains->-or  perchaBce  he  has  not  swal- 
lowed aU  his  tears  yet ;  sloth  it  is  not,  for  'tis  a  forward 
cockeril  for  his  years,  v^trever  honour  is  to  be  won. — See, 
they  now  begin  to  move.— Wdl,  it  is  a  singtdar  thing 
this  gentle  bk>od,  Stephen  ;  for  here  is  a  child  whom  I 
but  now  baffled  like  a  schoolboy,  must  lead  us  grey- 
beards where  we  may  get  our  heads  broken,  and  that  at 
the  command  of  a  hgkt  lady. " 

*'  I  warrant  Sir  Damian  is  secretary  to  my  pretty 
lady,"  answered  Stepivn  Pontoys,  "as  this  springald 
Amelot  is  to  Sir  Damian ;  and  so  we  poor  men  must 
obey  and  keep  om*  mouths  shut." 

"  But  our  eyes  open,  Stephen  Pontoysr-^orget  not 
that" 

They  were  by  tMs  time  out  of  the  gates  of  the  castle, 
and  upon  the  road  leading  to  the  village,  in  which,  as 
they  underwood  by  the  intelligence  of  the  morning, 
Wenlock  was  besieged  or  blockaded  by  a  greatly  superior 
number  of  the  insurgent  commons.  Amelot  rode  at  the 
head  of  th&tioop,  still  embarrassed  by  the  affront  which 
he  had  received  in  presence  of*  the  soldiers,  and  lost 
in  meditating  how  he  was  to  dee  out  that  deficiency 
of  experience,  which  on  former  occasions  had  been 
supplied  by  the  counsels  of  the  banner-man,  .with  whom 
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he  was  ashamed  to  seek  a  recondliadoa.  But  Genvll 
was  not  of  a  nature  absolutely  sullen,  though  an  habitual 
grumbler.  He  rode  up  to  the  page,  and  having  made 
his  obeisance,  re^)ectftilly  as^ced  him  whether  it  were  not 
well  that  some  one  or  two  of  their  nimiber  pricked  for- 
ward upon  good  horses  to  learn  how  it  stood  with  Wen- 
lock,  and  whether  they  should  be  able  to  come  up  in 
time  to  his  asststanee. 

"  Methinks,  banner-man,"  answered  Amelot,  "  you 
should  take  the  ruling  of  the  tmqp,  since  you  know  so 
fittingly  what  should  be  done.  You  may  be  the  fitter  to 
command,  because — But  I  will  not  upbraid  you." 

"  Because  I  know  so  ill  how  to  obey,"  replied  Genvil ; 
"  that  is  what  you  would  say  ;  and,  by  my  iaith,  I  can- 
not deny  but  there  may  be  some  truth  in  it.  But  is  it 
not  peeidsh  in  thee  to  let  a  fair  expedition  be  nnwisely 
conducted,  because  of  a  fooh^  word  or  a  sudden  action  ? 
— ^Come,  let  it  be  peace  with  u&" 

'•  With  all  my  heart,"  answered  AmekH  ;  **  and  I  will 
send  out  an  advanced  party  upon  the  adventure,  as  thou 
hast  advised  me." 

'•  Let  it  be  old  Stephen  Fooioys  and  two  of  the 
Chester  spears — ^he  is  as  wily  as  an  old  fox,  and  neither 
hops  nor  fear  will  draw  him  a  hairbreadth  farther  than 
judijment  warrants." 

Amelot  eagerly  embraced  the  hint,  and,  at  his  com> 
naand«  Pontoys  and  two  lances  poesaed  forward  to  re- 
connoitre the  road  before  dicm,  and- inquire  into  the 
fx>ndition  of  those  whom  they  were  advancing  to  succour. 
*'  And  now  that  we  are  on  the  old  termisi  Sir  Page,"  said 
the  banner-man^  "  teU  me,  if  thou  canst,  doth  not 
yonder  fair  lady  love  our  handsome  knight  par  aammrsf" 

"It  is  a  false  caltnnny,"  said  Amelot,  indignantly ; 

*'  betrothed  as  she  is  to  hds  unde,  I  an  convinced  she 

would  rather  die  than  have  such  a  thought,  and  so  wouH 

our  master,    i  have  noted  this  heretical  belief  in  thee 
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before  now,  Genvil,  and  I  have  prayed  time  to  check  it. 
You  know  the  thing  cannot  be,  for  you  know  they  have 
scarce  ever  met." 

"How  should  I  know  that,"  said  Genvil,  "or  thou 
either  ?  Watch  them  ever  so  close-*much  water  slides 
past  the  mill  that  Hob  Miller  never  wots  of.  They  do 
corresi>ond ;  that,  at  least,  thou  canst  not  deny  ?  " 

"  i  do  deny  it,"  said  Amelot,  "as  I  deny  aJl  that  can 
touch  their  honour." 

"Then  how,  in  Heaven's  name,  comics  he  by  such 
perfect  knowledge  of  her  motions,  as  he  has  dfaplayed  no 
longer  since  than  the  morning?  " 

' '  How  should  I  tell  ?  "  answered  the  page  ;  *^  there  be 
such  things,  surely,  as  saints  and  good  angds,  and  if 
there  be  one  on  earth  deserves  their  protection,  it  is 
Dame  Eveline  Bereng^." 

"Well  said,  Master  Counsel-keeper,"  replied  Genvil, 
laughing ;  ' '  but  that  will  hardly  pass  on  an  old  trooper. 
—-Saints  and  angels;  quotha?  most  samt-like  doings,  I 
warrant  you." 

The  page  was  about  to  continue  his  angry  indications 
when  Stephen  Pomoys  and  his  followers  returned  upon 
the  spur.  "  Wedlock  holds  out  bravely,"  he  exclaimed, 
"though  he  is  felly  girded  in  with  these  boore.  The 
large  crossbows  are  doing  g^K>d  service ;  and  I  little 
doubt  his  making  his  place  good  till  we  oome  up,  if  it 
please  you  to  ride  something  sharply.  They  have  as- 
sailed the  barriers,  and  were  ck>^  up  to  them,  even  now, 
but  were  driven  back  with  small  success." 

The  party  were  now  put  in  as  rapid,  motion  as  OHght 
consist  with  order,  and  soon  reached  the  top  of  a  small 
eminence,  beneath  which  Jay  the  village  where  Wehlock 
was  making  his  defence.  The  air  rung  wil^  the  cries  and 
shouts  of  the  insurgents,  who,  niunerous  as  bees,  and 
possessed  of  that  dogged  spirit  of  courage  so  peculiar  to 
the  English,  thronged  like  ants  to  the  barriers,  and 
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endeavoiired  to  break  down  the  paHsades,  or  to  climb 
over  them,  in  despite  of  the  showers  of  stones  and 
arrows  from  within,  by  which  they  sufifered  great  loss,  as 
well  as  by  the  swords  and  battle-axes  of  the  men-at-arms 
whenever  they  came  to  hand-blows. 

"  We  are  in  time,  we  are  in  time,"  said  Amelot,  drop- 
ping the  reins  of  his  bridle,  and  joyfully  clapping  Us 
hands  ;  *'  shake  thy  b^ner  abroad,  Genvil — give  Wen- 
lock  and  his  fellows  a  fair  view  of  it. — Comrades,  halt — 
breathe  your  horses  for  a  moment.' — Hark  hither,  Genvil 
—If  we  descend  by  yonder  broad  pathway  into  the 
meadow  where  the  catUe  are  " 

"  Right,  my  young  fialcoa  ! "  ref^ied  Genvil,  whose 
love  of  battle,  like  that  of  the  war-horse  of  Job,  kindled 
at  the  sight  of  the.  spears,  and  at  the  sound  of  the 
trumpet ;  "  we  shall  have  then  an  easy  field  for  a  chaise 
on  yonder  knaves." 

"  What  a  thick  black  cloud  the  villains  make  ! "  said 
Amelot ;  "  but  we  will  let  daylight  through  it  with  our 
lances— See,  Genvil,  the  defenders  hoist  a  signal  to  show 
they  have  seen  us. " 

"A  signal  to  us  ?  "  exdaimed  GcnviL  **  By  Heaven, 
it  is  a  white  flag — a  signal  of  surrender/* 

"Siurender!  they  cannot  dream  of  it  wfeen  we  are 
advancing  toitheu"  succour,"  replied  Amelot ;  when  two 
or  three  melancfaoly  notes  £x>m  the  trumpets  of  the 
besieged,  with  a  thundering  and  tumultuous  acclamation 
izom  the  besiegers,  rendered  the  fact  indisputable. 

*'  Down  goes  Wenlock's  pennon,**  said  Genvil,  ••  and 
the  diuils  enter  the  barricades  on  all  points. — Here  has 
been  cowardice  or  treachery — What  is  to  be  done  ?  ** 

*'  Advance  on  them,"  said  Amdot,  "retake  the  place, 
and  deMver  the  prisoners." 

"Advance,   indeed  1"    answered   the   banner-maii — 
*'  Not  a  horse's  length  by  my  counsel— we  should  have 
every  nail  in  our  corselets  counted  with  arrow-shot,  before 
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we  got  down  the  hill  in  the  face  of  such  a  multitude  ;  and 
the  place  to  storm  afterwards — it  were  mere  insanity." 

"  Yet  come  a  little  forward  along  with  me,"  said  the 
page ;  "  perhaps  we  may  find  some  path  by  which  we 
could  descend  unperceived." 

Accordingly,  they  rode  forward  a  little  way  to  re- 
connoitre the  face  of  the  hiU,  the.  page  still  urging  the 
possibility  of  descending  it  unperceived  amid  the  con- 
fusion, when  Genvil  answered  impatiently, "  Unperceived ! 
— ^you  are  already  perceived — here  comes  a  felk>w,  prick-i 
ing  towards  us  as  fast  as  his  beast  may  trot." 

As  he  spoke,  the  nder  came  up  to  them.  He  was  a 
short  thick-set  peasant,  in  an  ordinary  frieze  jacket  and 
hose,  with  a  blue  cap  on  his  head,  which  he  had  been 
scarcely  able  to  pull  over  a  shock  head  of  red  hair,  that 
seemed  in  arms  to  repel  the  covering.  The  man  s  h^nds 
were  bloody,  and  he  carried  at  his  saddl^x>w  alinen  bag/ 
which  was  also  stained  with  blood.  "  Ye  be  of  Damian 
de  Lac/s  company,  be  ye  not  ? "  said  this  rude  mes- 
senger ;  and  when  they  answered  in  the  afilirmative,  he 
proceeded  with  the  same  blunt  courtesy,  "  Hob  Miller  of 
Twyford  commends-  him  to  Damian  Lacy,  and  know- 
ing his  purpose  to  amend  disorders  in  the  commonwealth. 
Hob  Miller  sends  him  toll  of  the  grist  which  he  hath, 
giinded  ; "  and  with  that  he  took  from  the  bag  a  human 
head,  and  tendered  it  to  AmeloL 

"  It  is  Wenloek's  head,"  said  Genvil — "how  his  eyes 
stare  ! " 

**  They  will  stare  after  no  more  wenches  now,"  said  the 
boor — "  I  have  cured  him  of  caterwauMng." 

"  Thou  ! "  said  Amelot,  stepping  back  in  disgust  and 
indignation. 

*'  YeSi  I  myself,"  replied  the  peasant ;  "  I  am  Grand 
J]i9ticiary  of  the  Commons,  for  lack  of  a  better." 

"  Grand  hangman,  thou  wouldst  say,"  replied  Genvil. 

*•  Call  it  what  thou  list,"  replied  the  peasant.  "  Truly,. 

^'^  r       > 
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it  behoves  men  ki  state  to  give  g66d  ejfample.  Til  bid 
no  man  do  that  I  am  not  ready  to  do  mjrself.  It  is  as 
easy  to  hang  a  man,  as  to  say  hang  him  ;  we  will  have  no 
splitting  of  offices  in  this  new  worid,  whicli  is  happily  set 
up  in  old  England." 

"Wretch  I"  said  Amelot,  "take  back  thy  bloody 
token  to  tbem  that  sent  thee !  Hadst  thou  not  come 
upon  assurance,  I  had  pinned  thee  to  the  earth  with  my 
lance — But,  be  assured,  your  cruelty  shall  be  fearfully 
avenged.— Oome,  Genvil,  let  us  to  our  men  ;  there  is  no 
farther  use  in  abiding  here. " 

The  fdlow,  who  had  expected  a  very  diflferent  recep- 
tion, stood  staring  after  them  for  a  few  moments,  then 
replaced  his  bloody  trophy  in  the  wallet,  and  rode  back 
to  those  who  sent  him. 

**  This  comes  of  meddling  with  men's  amourettes'*  said 
Genvil ;  "  Sir  Damian  would  needs  brawl  with  Wenlodc 
about  his  deahngs  with  this  miller's  wife,  and  you  see 
they  account  him  a  favourer  of  their  enterprise  ;  it  be  well 
if  others  do  not  take  up  the  same  opinion. — I  wish  we 
were  rid  of  the  trouble  which  such  suspicions  may  bring 
upon  us— ay,  were  it  at  the  price  of  my  best  horse — I  am 
like  to  lose  him  at  any  rate  with  the  day's  hard  service, 
and  I  would  it  were  the  worst  it  is  to  cost  us." 

The  party  returned,  wearied  and  discomforted,  to  the 
castle  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  and  not  without  losing 
several  of  their  number  by  the  way,  some  straggling 
owing  to  the  weariness  of  their  horses,  and  others  taking 
the  opportunity  of  desertion,  in  order  to  join  with  tlie 
bands  of  insurgents  and  plunderers,  who  had  now 
gathered  together  in  different  quarters,  and  were  aug-. 
mented  by  recruits  from  the  dissolute  soldiery. 

Amelot,  on  his  return  to  the  castle,  found  that  the 
state  of  his  master  was  still  very  precarious,  and  that  the 
Lady  Eveline,  though  much  exhausted,  had  not  yet  re- 
tired to  rest,  but  was  awaiting  his  return   with    im- 
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patience.  He  was  introduced  to  her  accordingly,  and, 
with  a  heavy  heart,  mentioned  the  ineffectual  event  of 
his  expedition. 

•*  Now  the  saints  have  pity  upon  us  !  "  said  the  Lady 
Eveline  ;  "for  it  seems  as  if  a  plague  or  pest  attached  to 
me,  and  esttended  itself  to  all  who  interest  themselves  i^ 
my  welfare.  From  the  moment  they  do  so,  their  very 
virtues  become  sttares  to  them  ;  and  what  would  i&  e^ery 
othe^  case  reoommend  them  to  honour  is  turned  to  de- 
struction to  the  friends  of  Eveline  Berenger." 

"  Fear  not,  fair  lady,"  said  Amelot ;  "there  are  still 
men  enough  in  my  master's  camp  to  put  down  these 
disturbers  of  the  public  peace.  I  will  but  abide  to 
receive  his  instructions,  and  will  hence  to-morrow,  and 
dmw  out  a  force  to  restore  quiet  in  this  pairt  of  the 
country." 

"Alas  \  you  know  not  yet  the  worst  of  it,"  replied 
Eveline.  "Since  you  went  hence,  we  have  received 
certain  notice,  that  when  the  soldiers  at  Sir  Damian's 
camp  heard  of  the  accident  which  he  this  morning  met 
with,  ahready  discontented  with  the  inactive  life  which 
they  had  of  late  led,  and  dispirited  by  the  hurts  and 
repprted  death  of  their  leader,  they  have  altogethef 
broken  up  and-  dispersed  their  forces. — ^Yet  be  of  good 
courage,  Amdot,"*she  said;  "this  house  is  strong 
enough  to  bear  out  a  worse  tempest  than  any  that  is 
likely  to  be  poured  on  it ;  and  if  all  men  desert  your 
master  in  wounds  and  affliction,  it  becomes  yet  more 
the  part  of  Eveline  Berenger  to  shelter  and  protect  her 
deliverer." 
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CHAP.    XXVIII. 


Let  e»r  proud  trumpet  shake  their  cattle  wmlf. 
Menacing  death  and  ruin.— Oivi AY.         ,    > 

HE  evil  news  with  which  the  hot  tthapter  con^ 
j  eluded  were  necessarily  told  to  Damian  de  Lacy, 
1  as  the  person  whom  they  c^efly  concerned  ; 
and  Lady  Erdine  herself  undertook  the  task  of  ootnmu- 
nicating  them,  mingling  what  she  said  with  tears,  and 
again  interrupting  those  tears  to  suggest  topics  of  hope 
and  comfort,  which  carried  no  consolation  to  her  own 
bosom.  * 

The  wounded  knight  continued  with  his  £a.ce  turned 
towards  her,  hstening  to  the  disastrous  tidings,  as  one 
who  was  no  otherwise  aifected  by  them,  than  asthtey  re^ 
garded  her  who  told  the  story.  When  she  had  done 
speaking,  he  continued  as  in  a  reverie,  with  his  eyes  so 
intently  fixed  upon  her,  that  she  rose  up.  with  the  pur- 
pose of  withdrawing  from  looks  by  vAAch  she  felt  herself 
embarrassed.  He  hastened  to  speak,  that  he  might 
prevent  her  departure.  "AU  that  you  have  ssdd,  fair 
lady,"  he  relied,  "  had  been  enough,  if  told  by  another, 
to  have  broken  my  heart ;  for  it  tells  me  that  the  power 
and  honour  of  my  house,  so  solemnly  committed  to  my 
diai^e,  have  been  blasted  in  my  misfortunes*  But  when 
I  look  upon  you,  and  hear  your  voice,  I  forget  every- 
thing, saving  that  you  have  been  rescued,  and  are  here 
in  honour  and  safety.  Let  me  thferefore  pnaiy  of  your 
goodness  that  I  may  be  removed  from  the  casde  which 
holds  you,  and  sent  elsewhere.  I  am  in  no  shape  worthy 
of  your  farther  care,  since  I  have  no  longer  the  swords 
of  others  at  my  disposal,  and  am  totally  unable  for  .the 
present  to  draw  my  own." 

*•  And  if  you  are  generous  enough  to  think  of  me  in 
your  own  misfortunes,  noble  knight,"  answered  Eveline, 
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•'can  3rou  suppose  that  I  forget  wherefore,  and  in  whose 
rescue,  these  wounds  were  incurred  ?  No,  Damian»  speak 
not  of  removal — while  there  is  a  turret  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse  standing,  within  that  turret  shall  you  find 
shelter  and  protection.  Such,  I  am  well  assured,  would 
be  the  pleasure  of  your  unclel  were  he  here  in  person." 

It  seemed  as  if  a  sudden  pang  of  his  wound  had  seized 
upon  Damian  ;  for,  repeating  the  words  '*  My  unde  T* 
he  writhed  himself  round,  and  averted  his  face  from 
Eveline ;  then,  again  composing  himself,  replied,  "Alas  t 
knew  my  imcle  how  ill  I  have  obeyed  his  precepts,  in- 
stead of  sheltering  me  within  this  bouse,  he  would  com- 
mand me  to  be  flung  from  the  battlements  ! " 

"  Fear  not  his  displeasure,"  said  Eveline,  again  pre- 
paring to  withdraw ;  "  but  endeavour,  by  the  composure 
of  your  s^Hrit,  to  sud  the  healing  of  your  wounds  ;  when,  I 
doubt  not,  you  will  be  able  again  to  esUblish  good  order 
in  the  Constable's  jurisdiction,  long  before  bis  return." 

She  coloured  as  she  pronounced  the  last  words,  and 
hastily  left  the  apartment.  When  she  was  in  her  o^n 
chamber,  she  dismissed  her  other  attendants  and  re- 
tained Rose.  "  What  dost  thou  think  of  these  things, 
my  wise  maiden  and  monitress?  "  said  she. 

"I  would,"  replied  Rose,  "either  that  this  young 
knight  had  never  entered  this  castle— or  that,  being  here, 
he  could  presently  leave  it— or,  that  he  could  honourably 
remain  here  for  ever." 

■    "  What  dost  thou  mean  by  remaining  here  for  ever?  " 
said  Eveline,  sharply  and  hastily. 

*•  Let  me  answer  that  question  with  another— How 
long  has  the  Constable  of  Chester  been  absent  from 
England  ?  " 

"Three  years  come  Saint  Clement's  day,"  said 
Eveline  ;  "  and  what  of  that  ?  " 

"  Nay,  nothing  ;  but " 

"  But  what?— I  command  you  to  speak  out." 
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"  A  few  weeks  will  place  your  haiKl  again  at  your  own 
disposal" 

"And  think  you,  Rose,"  said  Eveline,  rising  with 
dignity,  "  that  there  are  no  bonds  save  those  which  are 
drawn  by  the  scribe's  pen  ? — ^We  know  little  of  the  Con- 
stable's adventures ;  but  we  know  enough  to  show  that 
his  towering  hopes  have  fJEUlen,  and  his  sword  and 
courage  proved  too  weak  to  change  the  fortunes  of  the 
Sultan  Ssdadin.  Suppose  him  returning  some  hnd  time 
hence^  as  we  have  seen  so  many  crusaders  regain  their 
homes,  poor  and  broken  in  health— st^pose  that  he  fincU 
his  lands  laid  waste,  and  his  foUowors  dispersed,  by  the 
consequence  of  their  la^e  misfortunes,  how  would  it 
sound  should  he  also  find  that  his  betrothed  bride  had 
wedded  and  endowed  with  her  substance  the  nephew 
whom  he  most  trusted?— Dost  thou  think  such  an  en* 
gagement  is  hke  a  Lombard's  mortgage,  which  must  be 
redeemed  on  the  very  day,  else  forfeiture  is  sure  to  be 
awarded  ?  " 

*'I  cannot  t^,  madam."  replied  Rose;  "but  they 
that  keep  th«r  covenant  to  the  letter,  are,  in  my  country* 
held  boimd  to  no  more." 

"  That  is  a  Flemish  fashion,  Rose,"  said  her  mistress ; 
"but  the  honour  of  a  Norman  is  not  satisfied  with  an 
observance  so  limited.  What!  wouldst  thou  have  my 
honour,  my  affections,  my  duty,  all  that  is  most  valuatde 
to  a  woman,  depend  on  the  same  progress  of  the  VaVp^Br 
which  a  usurer  watches  for  the  purpose  of  seizing  on  a 
forfeited  jpledge?— Am  I  such  a  mere  commodity,  that  I 
must  belong  to  one  man  if  he  claims  me  before  Michael- 
mas, to  another  if  he  comes  afterwards  ?— No,  Rose  ;.  I 
did  not  thus  interpret  my  engagement,  sanctioned  as  it 
was  by  the  special  providence  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse." 

"It  is  a  feeling  worthy  of  you,  my  dearest  lady,"  an- 
swered the  attendant ;  "  yet  you  are  so  young — so  beset 
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with  dangers-^so  much  exposed  to  calumny — that  I,  at 
least,  looking  forward  to  the  time  when  you  may  have  a 
legal  companion  and  protector,  see  it  as  an  extrication 
from  much  doubt  and  danger." 

"  Do  not  think  of  it,  Rose,"  answered  EveUne  ;  "  do 
not  hken  your  mistress  to  those  provident  dames,  who, 
while  one  husband  yet  lives,  though  in  old  age  or  weak 
health,  are  prudently  engaged  in  plotting  for  another." ' 

"Enough,  my  dearest  lady,"  said  Rose; — "yet  not 
so.  Permit  me  one  word  more.  Since  you  are  deter- 
mined not  to  avail  yourself  of  your  freedom,  even  when 
the  fatal  period  of  your  engagement  is  expired,  why 
suffer  this  young  man  to  share  our  sohtude? — He  is 
surely  well  enough  to  be  removed  to  some  other  place  of 
security.  Let  us  resume  our  former  sequestered  mode 
of  life,  until  Providence  send  us  some  better  or  more 
certain  prospects." 

Eveline  sighed — looked  down — then  looking  upwards, 
once  morp  had  opened  her  lips  to  express  her  willing- 
ness to  enforce  so  reasonable  an  arrangement,  but  for 
Damian's  recent  wounds,  and  the  distracted  state  of  the 
country,  when  she  was  interrupted  by  the  shrill  sound  of 
trumpets,  blown  before  the  gate  of  the  castle  ;  and  Raoul, 
with  anxiety  on  his  brow,  came  limping  to  inform  bis 
lady,  that  a  knight,  attended  by  a  pursuivant^at-arms,  in 
the  royal  livery,  with  a  strong  guard,  was  in  front  of  the 
castle,  and  demanded  admittance  in  the  name  of  tlie 
King. 

EveUne  paused  a  moment  ere  she  repUed,  "  Not  even 
to  the  King's  order  shall  the  castle  of  my  ancestors  be 
opened,  until  we  are  well  assured  of  the  person  by  whom, 
and  the  purpose  for  which,  it  is  demanded.  We  will 
ourself  to  the  gate,  and  learn  the  meaning  of  this  sum- 
mons— My  veil,  Rose  ;  and  call  my  women. — Again  that 
trumpet  sounds  1  Alas  i  it  rings  like  a  signal  to  death 
and  ruin." 
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The  prophetic  apprehensions  of  Eveline  were  not 
false  ;  for  scarce  had  she  reached  the  door  of  the  apart* 
ment,  when  she  was  met  by  the  page  Amelot,  in  a  state 
of  such  disordered  apprehension  as  an  iUve  of  chivalry 
was  scarce  on  any  occasion  permitted  to  display. 
*•  Lady,  noble  lady,"  he  said,  hastily  bending  his  knee 
to  Eveline,  "save  my  dearest  master! — ^You,  and  you 
alone,  can  save  him  at  this  extremity." 

**  I ! "  said  Eveline,  in  astonishment — **  I  save  him  ? — 
And  from  what  danger  ?— God  knows  how  willingly  I " 

There  she  stopped  short,  as  if  afraid  to  trust  herself 
with  expressing  what  rose  to  her  lips. 

"  Guy  Monthermer,  lady,  is  at  the  gate,  with  a  pur- 
suivant and  the  royal  banner.  The  hereditary  enemy  of 
the  House  of  Lacy,  thus  accompanied,  comes  hither  for 
no  good — the  extent  of  the  evil  I  know  not,  but  for  evil 
he  comes.     My  master  slew  his  nephew  at  the  field  of 

Malpas,  and  therefore" He  was  here  interrupted  by 

another  flourish  of  trumpets,  which  rung,  as  if  in  shrill 
impatience,  through  the  vaults  of  the  ancient  fortress. 

The  Lady  Eveline  hasted  to  the  gate,  and  found  that 
the  wardens  and  others  who  attended  there,  were  look- 
ing on  each  other  with  doubtful  and  alarmed  counte- 
nances, which  they  turned  upon  her  at  her  arrival,  as  if 
to  seek  from  their  mistress  the  comfort  and  the  courage 
which  they  could  not  communicate  to  each  other.  With- 
out the  gate,  mounted,  and  in  complete  armour,  was  an 
elderly  and  stately  knight,  whose  raised  visor  and  beaver 
depr^sed,  showed  a  beard  ah-eady  grizzled.  Besid^him 
appeared  the  pursuivant  on  horseback,  the  rojral  arms 
embroidered  on  his  heraldic  dress  of  office,  and  all  the 
importance  of  offended  consequence  on  his  countenance, 
which  was  shaded  by  his  barret-cap  and  triple  plume. 
They  were  attended  by  a  body  of  about  fifty  soldiers* 
arranged  under  the  guidon  of  England. 

When  the  Lady  Eveline  appeared  at  the  barrier,  the 
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knight,  after  a  slight  reverence,  which  seemed  more  in 
formal  courtesy  than  in  kindness,  demanded  if  he  saw  the 
daughter  of  Rajrmond  Berenger.  "  And  is  it,*'  he  con- 
tinued, when  he  had  received  an  answer  in  the  affirma- 
tive, ♦'before  the  castle  of  that  approved  and  favoured 
servant  of  the  House  of  Anjou,  that  King  Henry's 
t^imipets  have  thrice  sounded,  without  obtaining  an 
entrance  for  thosb  who  are  honoured  with  their 
Sovereign's  command  ?  " 

"  My  condition,"  answered  Eveline,  "  must  excuse  my 
caution.  I  am  a  lone  maiden,  residing  in  a  frontier 
fortress.  I  may  admit  no  one  without  inquiring  his  pur- 
pose, and  being  assured  that  his  entrance  consists  with 
the  safety  of  the  place,  and  mine  own  honour." 

"  Since  you  are  so  punctilious,  lady,"  replied  Monther- 
raer,  "know,  that  in  the  present  distracted  state  of  the 
country,  it  is  his  Grace  the  king's  pleasure  to  place  with- 
in yoiu:  walls  a  body  of  men-at-arms,  suflScient  to  guard 
this  important  castle,  both  from  the  insurgent  peasants, 
who  bum  and  slay,  and  from  the  Welsh,  who,  it  must 
be  expected,  will,  according  to  their  wont  in  time  of  dis- 
turbance, make  incursions  on  the  frontiers.  Undo  your 
gates,  then,  Lady  of  Berenger,  and  suffer  his  Graces 
forces  to  enter  the  castle." 

"Sir  Knight,"  answered  the  lady,  '^this  castle,  like 
every  other  fortress  in  England,  is  the  King's  by  law  ; 
but  by  law  also  I  am  the  keeper  and  defender  of  it ;  and 
it  is  the  tenure  by  which  my  ancestors  held  these  lands. 
I  have  men  enough  to  maintain  the  Garde  Doloureuse 
in  my  time,  as  my  father,  and  my  grandfather  before  him, 
defended  it  in  theirs.  The  King  is  gracious  to  send  me 
succours,  but  I  need  not  the  aid  of  hirelings  ;  neither  do 
I  think  it  safe  to  admit  such  into  my  castle,  who  may,  in 
this  lawless  time,  make  themselves  masters  of  it  for 
other  than  its  lawful  mistress." 

"Lady,"  replied  the  old  warrior,  "his  Grace  is  no*" 
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igfnorant  of  the  motives  which  produce  a  contumacy  like 
this.  It  is  not  any  apprehension  for  the  royal  forces 
which  influences  you,  a  royal  vassal,  in  this  refractory 
conduct.  I  might  proceed  upon  your  refusal  to  proclaim 
'you  a  traitor  to  the  Crown,  but  the  King  remembers  the 
serviced  of  your  father.  Know,  then,  we  are  not  ignorant 
that  Damian  de  Lacy,  accused  of  instigating  and  headr 
ing  this  insurrection,  of  deserting  fiis  duty  in  the  field, 
and  abandoning  a  noble  comrade  to  the  swords  of 
the  brutal  peasants,  has  found  shelter  under  this  roof, 
with  little  credit  to  your  lo3Falty  as  a  vassal,  or  your  con- 
duct as  a  high-born  maiden.  Deliver  him  up  to  us,  and 
I  win  draw  off  these  men-at-arms,  and  dispense,  though 
I  may  scarce  answer  for  my  doing  so,  with  the  occupation 
of  the  castle." 

"Quyde  Monthermer,"  answered  Eveline,  "he  that 
throws  a  stain  on  my  name,  speaks  falsely  and  un- 
worthily; as  for  Damian  de  Lacy,  he  knows  how  to 
defend  his  own  fame.  This  only  let  me  say,  that,  while 
he  takes  his  abode  in  the  castle  of  the  betrothed  of  his 
kinsman,  she  delivers  him  to  no  one,  least  of  all  to  his 
well-known  feudal  enemy — Drop  the  portcullis,  wardens, 
and  let  it  not  be  raised  >vithout  my  special  order." 

The  portcullis,  as  she  spoke,  fell  rattling  and  clanging 
to  the  ground,  and  Monthermer,  in  baffled  spite,  re- 
mained excluded  from  the  castle.  '*  Unworthy  lady  " — 
he  began  in  passion,  then  checking  himself,  said  calmly 
to  the  pursuivant,  "Ye  are  witness  that  she  hath  ad- 
mitted that  the  traitor  is  within  that  castle, — ye  are  wit* 
ness  that,  lawfully  summoned,  this  Eveline  Berenger 
refuses  to  deliver  him  up.  Do  your  duty.  Sir  Pursuivant, 
as  is  usual  in  such  cases." 

The  pursuivant  then  advanced,  and  proclaimed,  in  the 
formal  and  fatal  phrase  befitting  the  occasion,  that  Eve- 
line Berenger,  lawfully  summoned,  refusing  to  admit  the 
King's  forces  into  her  castle,  and  to  deliver  up  the  body 
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of  a  false  traitor,  called  Damian  de  Lacy,  had  herself 
incurred  the  penalty  of  high  treason,  and  had  involved 
within  the  same  doom  all  who  aided,  abetted,  or  main- 
tained her  in  holding  out  the  said  castle  against  their 
allegiance  to  Henry  of  Anjou.  The  trumpets,  so  sooq 
as  the  voice  of  the  herald  had  ceased,  confirmed  th* 
doom  he  had  pronounced,  by  a  long  and  ominous  peal^ 
startling  from  their  nests  the  owl  and  the  raven,  who 
replied  to  it  by  their  ill-boding  screams. 

The  defenders  of  the  castle  looked  on  each  other  with 
blank  and  dejected  countenances,  while  Monthermer, 
raising  aloft  his  lance,  exclaimed,  as  he  turned  his  horse 
from  the  castle  gate,  "  When  I  next  approach  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  it  will  be  not  merely  to  intimate,  but  to 
execute,  the  mandate  of  my  Sovereign." 

As  Eveline  stood  pensively  to  behold  the  retreat  of 
Monthermer  and  his  associates,  and  to  consider  what 
was  to  be  done  in  this  emergency,  she  heard  one  of  the 
Flemings,  in  a  low  tone,  ask  an  Englishman,  who  stood 
beside  him,  what  was  the  meaning  of  a  traitor. 

"  One  who  betrayeth  a  trust  reposed — a  betrayer,"  said 
the  interpreter. 

The  phrase  which  he  used  recalled  to  Evelme's  memory 
her  boding  vision  or  dream.  "Alas!"  she  said,  "the 
vengeance  of  the  fiend  is  about  to  be  accomplished. 
Widow'd  wife  and  wedded  maid — these  epithets  have 
long  been  mine.  Betrothed !  woe's  me !  it  is  the  key- 
stone of  my  destiny.  Betrayer  I  am  now  denounced, 
though,  thank  God,  I  am  clear  from  the  guilt !  It  only 
follows  that  I  should  be  betrayed,  and  the  evil  prophecy 
will  be  fulfilled  to  the  very  letter." 
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CHAP.  XXIX. 


Out  onye^  owls  ;  Nothing  but  songs  of  death  f 

Richard  III. 

I  ORE  than  three  months  had  elapsed  since  the 
event  narrated  in  the  last  chapter,  and  it  had 
been  the  precursor  of  others  of  still  greater  im- 
portance, which  will  evolve  themselves  in  the  course  of 
our  narrative.  But,  as  we  profess  to  present  to  the 
reader  not  a  precise  detail  of  circumstances,  according  to 
their  order  and  date,  but  a  series  of  pictures,  endeavour- 
ing to  exhibit  the  most  striking  incidents  before  the  eye 
or  imagination  of  those  whom  it  may  concern,  we  there- 
fore open  a  new  scene,  and  bring  other  actors  upon  the 
stage. 

Along  a  wasted  tract  of  country,  more  than  twelve 
miles  distant  from  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  in  the  heat  of 
a  sunmaer  noon,  which  shed  a  burning  lustre  on  the 
silent  valley,  and  the  blackened  ruins  of  the  cottages 
with  which  it  had  been  once  graced,  two  travellers  walked 
slowly,  whose  palmer  cloaks,  pilgrims'  staves,  large 
slouched  hats,  with  a  scallop-shell  bound  on  the  front  of 
each,  above  all,  the  cross,  cut  in  red  cloth  upon  their 
shoulders,  marked  them  as  pilgrims  who  had  accom- 
plished their  vow,  and  had  returned  from  that  fatal 
bourne,  from  which,  in  those  days,  returned  so  few  of 
the  thousands  who  visited  it,  whether  in  the  love  of  en- 
terprise or  in  the  ardour  of  devotion. 

The  pilgrims  had  passed  that  morning  through  a  scene 
of  devastation  similar  to,  and  scarce  surpassed  in  misery 
by,  those  which  they  had  often  trod  during  the  wars 
of  the  Cross.  They  had  seen  hamlets  which  appeared 
to  have  suffered  all  the  fury  of  military  execution,  the 
houses  being  burned  to  the  ground ;  and  in  many  cases 
the  carcasses  of  the  miserable  inhabitants,  or  rather  relics 
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of  such  objects,  were  suspended  on  temporary  gibbets, 
or  on  the  trees,  which  had  been  allowed  to  remain  stand- 
ing, only,  it  would  seem,  to  serve  the  convenience  of  the 
executioners.  Living  creatiu-es  they  saw  none,  excepting 
those  wild  denizens  of  nature  who  seemed  silently  re- 
suming the  now  wasted  district,  from  which  they  might 
have  been  formerly  expelled  by  the  course  of  civilisation. 
Their  ears  were  no  less  disagreeably  occupied  than  their 
eyes.  The  pensive  travellers  might  indeed  hear  the 
screams  of  the  raven,  as  if  lamenting  the  decay  of  the 
carnage  on  which  he  had  been  gorged;  and  now  and 
then  the  plaintive  howl  of  some  dog,  deprived  of  his 
home  and  master ;  but  no  sounds  which  argued  either 
labour  or  domestication  of  any  kind. 

The  sable  figures,  who,  with  wearied  steps,  as  it  ap- 
peared, travelled  through  these  scenes  of  desolation  and 
ravage,  seemed  assimilated  to  them  in  appearance. 
They  spoke  not  with  each  other — they  looked  not  to 
each  other— but  one,  the  shorter  of  the  pair,  keeping 
about  half-a-pace  in  front  of  his  companion,  they  moved 
slowly,  as  priests  returning  from  a  sinner  s  death-bed, 
or  rather  as  spectres  flitting  along  the  precincts  of  a 
churchyard. 

At  length  they  reached  a  grassy  mound,  on  the  top  of 
which  was  placed  one  of  those  receptacles  for  the  dead 
of  the  ancient  British  chiefs  of  distinction,  called  Kist- 
vaen,  which  are  composed  of  upright  fragments  of 
granite,  so  placed  as  to  form  a  stone  coffin,  or  some- 
thing bearing  that  resemblance.  The  sepulchre  had 
been  long  violated  by  the  victorious  Saxons,  either  in 
scorn,  or  in  idle  ciu-iosity,  or  because  treasures  were 
supposed  to  be  sometimes  concealed  in  such  spots.  The 
huge  flat  stone  which  had  once  been  the  cover  of  the 
coffin,  if  so  it  might  be  termed,  lay  broken  in  two  pieces 
at  some  distance  from  the  sepulchre;  and,  overgrown 
as  the  fragments  were  with  grass  and  lichens,  showed 
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plainly  that  the  lid  had  been  removed  to  its  presettt 
situation  many  years  before.  A  stunted  and  doddered 
oak  still  spread  its  branches  over  the  open  and  rude 
mausoleum,  as  if  the  Druid's  badge  and  emblem,  shat- 
tered and  storm-broken,  was  still  bending  to  offer  its 
protection  to  the  last  remnants  of  their  worship. 

"  This,  then,  is  the  Kist-vaen,"  said  the  shorter 
pilgrim  ;  "  and  here  we  must  abide  tidings  of  our  scout. 
But  what,  Philip  Guarine,  have  we  to  expect  as  an  ex- 
planation of  the  devastation  which  we  have  traversed  ?  '* 

"  Some  incursion  of  the  Welsh  wolves,  my  lord,"  re- 
plied Guarine;  "and,  by  Our  Lady,  here  lies  a  poor 
Saxon  sheep  whom  they  have  snapped  up." 

The  Constable  (for  he  was  the  pilgrim  who  had  walked 
foremost)  turned  as  he  heard  his  squire  speak,  and  saw 
the  corpse  of  a  man  among  the  long  grass;  by  which, 
indeed,  it  was  so  hidden,  that  he  himself  had  passed 
without  notice,  what  the  esquire,  in  less  abstracted  mood, 
had  not  failed  to  obser\'e.  The  leathern  doublet  of  the 
slain  bespoke  him  an  English  peasant — ^the  body  lay  on 
its  face,  and  the  arrow  which  had  caused  his  death  still 
stuck  in  his  back. 

Philip  Guarine,  with  the  cool  indifference  of  one  ac- 
customed to  such  scenes,  drew  the  shaft  from  the  man's 
back,  as  composedly  as  he  would  have  removed  it  from 
the  body  of  a  deer.  With  similar  indifference  the  Con- 
stable signed  to  his  esquire  to  give  him  the  arrow — 
looked  at  it  with  indolent  curiosity,  and  then  said, 
"  Thou  hast  forgotten  thy  old  craft,  Guarine,  when  thou 
call  est  that  a  Welsh  shaft.  Trust  me,  it  flew  from  a 
Norman  bow ;  but  why  it  should  be  found  in  the  body 
6i  that  English  churl,  I  can  ill  guess." 

"  Some  runaway  serf,  I  would  warrant— some  mongrel 
cur,  who  had  joined  the  Welsh  pack  of  hounds,"  an- 
swered the  esquire. 

•'It  ma)  be  so,"  said  the  Constable;  "but  I  rather 
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aagfur  some  civil  war  among  the  Lords  Marchers  them* 
selves.  The  Welsh,  indeed,  sweep  the  villages,  and 
leave  nothing  behind  them  but  blood  and  ashes,  but 
here  even  castles  seem  to  have  been  stormed  and  taken. 
May  God  send  us  good  news  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse  !  " 

"Amen!"  replied  his  squire;  "but  if  Renault  Vidal 
brings  it,  'twill  be  the  first  time  he  has  proved  a  bird  o3 
good  omen." 

"  Philip,"  said  the  Constable,  "  I  have  already  told 
thee  thou  art  a  jealous-pated  fooL  How  many  times 
has  Vidal  shown  his  fiaith  in  doubt — ^his  address  in 
difficulty— his  courage  in  battle— his  patience  under 
suffering?" 

**  It  may  be  all  very  true,  my  lord,"  replied  Guarine  ; 
yet — ^but  what  avails  to  speak  ? — I  own  he  has  done  you 
sometimes  good  service  ;  but  loath  were  I  that  your  life 
or  honour  were  at  the  mercy  of  Renault  Vidal." 

"  In  the  name  of  all  the  saints,  thou  peevish  and 
suspicious  fool,  what  is  it  thou  canst  found  upon  to  his 
prejudice  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  my  lord,"  replied  Guarine,  "but  instinctive 
suspicion  and  aversion.  The  child,  that,  for  the  first 
time,  sees  a  snake  knows  nothing  of  its  evil  properties, 
yet  he  will  not  chase  it  and  take  it  up  as  he  would  a 
butterfly.  Such  is  my  dislike  of  Vidal — I  cannot  help  it. 
I  could  pardon  the  man  his  malicious  and  gloomy  side- 
long looks,  when  he  thinks  no  one  observes  him  ;  but  his 
sneering  laugh  I  cannot  forgive— it  is  like  the  beast  we 
heard  of  in  Judea,  who  laughs  they  say  before  he  tears 
and  destroys." 

"  Philip,"  said  De  Lacy,  "  I  am  sorry  for  thee— sorn^ 
from  my  soul,  to  see  such  a  predominating  and  causele^ 
jealousy  occupy  the  brain  of  a  gallant  old  soldier.  Here, 
in  this  last  misfortune,  to  recall  no  more  ancient  proofs 
of  his  fidelity,  could  he  mean  otherwise  than  well  with 
us,  when,  thrown  by  shipwreck  upon  the  coast  of  Wales» 
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we  would  have  been  doomed  to  instant  death,  had  the: 
Cymri  recognised  in  me  the  Constable  of  Chester,  and  in 
thee  his  trusty  esquire,  the  executioner  of  his  commands 
against  the  Welsh  in  so  many  instances  ?  " 

"I  acknovdedge,"  said  Philip  Guarine,  "death  had 
surely  been  our  fortune,  had  not  that  man's  ingenuity 
represented  us  as  pilgrims,  and  under  that  character, 
acted  as  our  interpreter — and  in  that  character  he  entirely 
precluded  us  from  getting  information  from  any  one 
respecting  the  state  of  things  here,  which  it  behoved  your 
lordship  much  to  know,  and  which  I  must  needs  say 
looks  gloomy  and  suspicious  enough." 

"  Still  art  thou  a  fool,  Guarine,"  said  the  Constable  ; 
"  for,  look  you,  had  Vidal  meant  ill  by  us,  why  should 
he  not  have  betrayed  us  to  the  Welsh,  or  suffered  us,  by 
showing  such  knowledge  as  thou  and  I  may  have  of  their 
gibberish,  to  betray  ourselves  ?" 

'•  Well,  my  lord,"  said  Guarine,  "  I  may  be  silenced 
but  not  satisfied.  All  the  fair  words  he  can  speak — all 
the  fine  tunes  he  can  play — Renault  Vidal  will  be  to  my 
eyes  ever  a  dark  and  suspicious  man,  with  features 
always  ready  to  mould  themselves  into  the  fittest  form  to 
attract  confidence ;  with  a  tongue  framed  to  utter  the 
most  flattering  and  agreeable  words  at  one  time,  and 
at  another  to  play  shrewd  plainness  or  blunt  honesty  ; 
and  an  eye,  which,  when  he  thinks  himself  unobserved, 
contradicts  every  assumed  expression  of  features,  every 
protestation  of  honesty,  and  every  word  of  courtesy  or 
cordiality  to  which  his  tongue  has  given  utterance.  But 
I  speak  not  more  on  the  subject ;  only  I  am  an  old 
mastiff,  of  the  true  breed — I  love  my  master,  but  cannot 
Adure  some  of  those  whom  he  favours ;  and  yonder,  as 
I  judge,  comes  Vidal,  to  give  us  such  an  account  of  our 
situation  as  it  shall  please  him." 

A  horseman  was  indeed  seen  advancing  in  the  path 
towards  the  Kist-vaen,  with  a  hasty  pace ;  and  his  dress, 
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in  which  something  of  the  Eastern  fashion  was  manifest, 
with  the  fantastic  attire  usually  worn  by  men  of  his  pro- 
fession, made  the  Constable  aware  that  the  minstrel,  of 
whom  they  were  speaking,  was  rapidly  approaching 
them. 

Although  Hugo  de  Lacy  rendered  this  attendant  no 
more  than  what  in  justice  he  supposed  his  services  de- 
manded, when  he  vindicated  him  from  the  suspicions 
thrown  out  by  Guarine,  yet  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  he 
had  sometimes  shared  those  suspicions,  and  was  often 
angry  at  himself,  as  a  just  iand  honest  man,  for  censuring, 
on  the  slight  testimony  of  looks,  and  sometimes  casual 
expressions,  a  fidelity  which  seemed  to  be  proved  by 
many  acts  of  zeal  and  int^n^ty. 

When  Vidal  approached  and  dismounted  to  make  his 
obeisance,  his  master  hasted  to  speak  to  him  in  words  of 
favour,  as  if  conscious  he  had  been  partly  sharing 
Guarihe's  unjust  judgment  upon  him,  by  even  listening 
to  it  "Welcome,  my  trusty  Vidal,*'  he  said;  "thou 
hast  been  the  raven  that  fed  us  on  the  mountains  of 
Wales,  be  now  the  dove  that  brings  us  good  tidings  from 
the  Marches. — ^Thou  art  silent.  What  mean  these  down- 
cast looks — that  embarrassed  carriage— that  cap  plucked 
down  o'er  thine  eyes? — -In  God's  name,  man,  speak  ! — 
Fear  not  for  me — I  can  bear  worse  than  tongue  of  man 
may  tell.  Thou  hast  seen  me  in  the  wars  of  Palestine 
when  my  brave  followers  fell,  man  by  man,  around  me, 
and  when  I  was  left  well-nigh  alone — and  did  I  blench 
then? — ^Thoivhast  seen  me  when  the  ship's  keel  lay 
grating  on  the  rock,  and  the  billows  flew  in  foam  over 
her  deck — did  I  blench  then? — No — nor  will  I  now." 

"Boast  not,"  said  the  minstrel,  looking  fixedly  upon 
the  Constable,  as  he  assumed  the  port  and  coun- 
tenance of  one  who  sets  Fortune  and  her  utmost 
malice  at  defiance—"  boast  not,  lest  thy  bands  be  made 
strong." 
333 

Digitized  by  CjOOgle 


THE    BETROTHED. 

There  was  a  pause  of  a  minute,  during  which  the 
group  formed  at  this  instant  a  singular  picture. 

Afraid  to  ask,  yet  ashamed  to  seem  to  fear  the  ill 
tidings  which  impended,  the  Constats  confronted  his 
messenger  with  person  erect,  arms  folded,  and  brow 
expanded  with  resolution ;  while  the  minstrel,  carried 
beyond  his  usual  and  guarded  apathy  by  the  interest 
of  the  moment,  bent  on  his  master  a  keen  fixed 
glance,  as  if  to  observe  whether  his  courage  was  real  or 
assumed. 

Philip  Guarine,  on  the  other  hand,  to  whom  Heaven, 
in  assigning  him  a  rough  exterior,  had  denied  neither 
sense  nor  observation,  kept  his  eye  in  turn  firmly  fixed 
on  Vidal,  as  if  endeavouring  to  determine  what  was  the 
character  of  that  deep  interest  which  gleamed  in  the 
minstrel's  looks  apparently,  and  was  unable  to  ascertain 
whether  it  was  that  of  a  faithful  domestic  sympathetically 
agitated  by  the  bad  news  wiUi  which  he  was  ab6ut  to 
afflict  his  master,  or  that  of  an  executioner  standing  with 
his  knife  suspended  over  his  victim,  deferrii^  his  blow 
until  he  should  discover  where  it  would  be  most  sensibly 
felt.  In  Guarine's  mind,  prejudiced,  perhaps,  by  the 
previous  opinion  he  had  entertained,  the  latter  sentiment 
so  decidedly  predominated,  that  he  longed  to  raise  his 
staif,  and  strike  down  to  the  earth  the  set*vant,  who 
seemed  thus  to  enjoy  the  protracted  sufferings  of  their 
common  master. 

At  length  a  convulsive  movement  crossed  the  brow  of 
the  Constable,  and  Guarine,  when  he  beheld  a  sardonic 
smile  beg^n  to  curl  Vidal's  lip,  could  keep  silence  no 
longer.     ' '  Vidal, "  he  said,  ' '  thou  art  a ' ' 

"A  bearer  of  bad  tidings,"  said  Vidal,  interrupting 
him,  "therefore  subject  to  the  misconstruction  of  every 
fool  who  cannot  distinguish  between  the  author  of  harm, 
and  him  Miio  unwillingly  reports  it. " 

"To  what  purpose  this  delay?"  said  the  Constable, 
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•*  Covie,  Sir  Minstrel,  I  will  spare  you  a  pang—Eveline 
has  forsaken  and  forgotten  me  ?  " 

The  minstred  assented  by  a  low  inclination. 

Hugo  de  Lacy  paced  a  short  turn  before  the  stone 
monument,  endeavoiuing  to  conquer  the  deep  emotion 
which  he  felt.  "  I  forgive  her,"  he  said.  "  Forgive,  did 
I  say — ^Alas  !  I  have  nothing  to  forgive.  She  used  but 
the  right  I  left  in  her  hand— yes — our  date  of  engage- 
ment was  out — ^she  had  heard  of  my  losses — my  defeats 
— the  destruction  of  my  hopes— the  expenditure  of  my 
wealth  ;  and  h!as  taken  the  first  opportimity  wluch  strict 
law  afforded  to  break  off  her  engagement  with  one  bank- 
rupt in  fortune  and  fame.  Many  a  maiden  would  have 
done— perhaps  in  prudence  should  liave  done— this ; — 
but  that  woman's  name  should  not  huvQ  been  Eveline 
Berenger." 

He  leaned  on  his  esquire's  arm,  and  for  an  instant  laid 
his  head  on  his  shoulder  with  a  depth  of  emotion  which 
Guarine  had  never  before  seen  him  betray,  and  which,  in 
a.wkward  kindness,  he  could  only  attempt  to  console  by 
bidding  his  master,  "  be  of  good  courage— he  had  lost 
but  a  woman." 

"This  is  no  selfish  emotion,  Philip,"  said  the  Con- 
stable, resuming  self-command.  "  I  grieve  less  that  she 
has  left  me,  than  that  she  has  misjudged  me— that  she 
bag  treated  me  as  the  pawnbroker  does  his  wretched 
creditor,  who  arrests  the  pleclge  as  the  very  moment 
elapses  within  which  it  might  have  been  relieved.  Did  she 
then  think  that  I  in  my  turn  would  have  been  a  creditor 
so  xigid?— that  I,  who,  since  I  knew  her,  scarce  deemed 
myself  worthy  of  her  when  I  had  wealth  and  fame, 
should  insist  on  her  sharing  my  diminished  and  degraded 
fortunes?  How  little  she  ever  knew  me,  or  how  selfish 
must  she  have  supposed  my  misfortunes  to  have  made 
me  1  But  be  it  ao— she  is  gone,  and  may  she  be  happy. 
The  thought  that  she  disturbed  me,  shall  pass  from  ray 
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tnind  ;  and  I  will  think  she  has  done  that  which  I  my- 
self, as  her  best  friend,  must  in  honour  have  advised." 

So  saying,  his  countenance,  to  the  surprise  of  his 
attendants,  resumed  its  usual  firm  composure. 

•*  I  give  you  joy,"  said  the  esquire,  in  a  whisper  to  the 
minstrel;  "your  evil  news  have  wounded  less  deeply 
than,  doubtless,  you  believed  was  possible." 

"Alas!"  replied  the  minstrd,  "I  have  others  and 
wocse  behind." 

This  answer  was  made  in  an  equivocal  tone  of  voice, 
«>rresponding  to  the  peculiarity  of  his  manner,  and, 
like  that  seeming  emotion,  6f  a  deep  but  very  doubtftd 
character. 

"Eveline  Berenger  is  then  married,"  said  the  Con- 
stable ;  "  and,  let  me  make  a  wild  guess. — she  has  not 
abandoned  the  family,  though  she  has  forsaken  the  iib- 
dividual — she  is  still  a  I^cy  ?  ha? — Dolt  tiiat  thoif  art, 
wilt  thou  not  understand  me  ?  She  is  married  to  Damian 
de  Lacy— to  my  nephew? " 

The  effort  with  which  the  Constable  gave  breath  to 
this  supposition  formed  a  strange  contrast  to  the  con- 
strained smile  to  which  he  compelled  his  features  while 
he  uttered  it.  With  such  a  smile  a  man  about  to  drink 
poison  might  name  a  health,  as  he  put  the  fatal  beverage 
to  his  lips. 

"  No,  my  Lord— not  married,**  answered  the  minstrel, 
with  an  emphasis  on  the  word,  which  Uie  Constable  knew 
how  to  interpret. 

"  No,  no,"  he  replied  quickly,  *'  not  married,  perhaps, 
but  engaged — troth-plighted*  Wherefore  not  ?  The  date 
of  her  old  affiance  was  out,  why  not  enter  into  a  new 
engagement  ?  " 

"  The  Lady  Eveline  and  Sir  Damian  De  Lacy  are  not 
affianced  that  I  know  of,"  answered  his  attendant. 

This  reply  drove  De  Ldcy's  patience  to  extremity, 

"Dog!  dost  thou  trifle  with  me!"  he  exclaimed. 
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*•  Vile  wire-pincher,  thou  torturest  me  !    Speak  the  worst 
at  once,  or  I  will  presently  make  thee  minstrel  to  the 
household  of  Satan." 

Calm  and  collected  did  the  ijiinstrel  reply, — "The 
Lady  Eveline  and  Sir  Damian  arc  neither  married  nor 
affianced,  my  lord.  They  have  loved  and  lived  together 
— -par  amours." 

"  Dog,  and  son  of  a  dog,"  said  De  Lacy,  •*  thou  liest !" 
And,  seizing  the  minstrel  by  the  breast,  the  exasperated 
baron  shook  him  with  his  whole  strength.  But,  great  as 
that  strength  was,  it  was  unable  to  stagger  Vidal,  a 
practised  wrestler,  in  the  firm  posture  which  he  had 
assiuned,  any  more  than  his  master's  wrath  could  disturb 
the  composure  of  the  minstrel's  bearing. 

"  Confess  thou  hast  lied,"  said  the  Constable,  releasing 
him,  after  having  effected  by  his  violence  no  greater 
degree  of  agitation  than  the  exertion  of  human  force 
produces  upon  the  rocking  stones  of  the  Druids,  which 
may  be  shaken,  indeed,  but  not  displaced. 

'  •  Were  a  lie  to  buy  my  own  life,  yea,  the  lives  of  all  ray 
tribe,"  said  the  minstrel,  "  I  would  not  tell  one.  But 
truth  itself  is  ever  termed  falsehood  when  it  coimteracts 
the  train  of  our  passions." 

"Hear  him,  Philip  Guarine,  hear  him  1 "  exclaimed 
the  Constable,  turning  hastily  to  his  squire.  "  He  tells 
me  of  my  disgrace— of  the  dishonour  of  my  house — of 
the  depravity  of  those  whom  I  have  loved  the  best  in  the 
world — he  tells  me  of  it  with  a  calm  look,  an  eye  com- 
posed, an  unfaltering  tongue. — Is  this— can  it  be  natural? 
Is  De  Lacy  sunk  so  low,  that  his  dishonour  shall  be  told 
by  a  common  strolling  minstrel,  as  calmly  as  if  it  were  a 
theme  for  a  vain  ballad?  Perhaps  thou  wilt  make  it 
one,  ha  !  "  as  he  concluded,  darting  a  furious  glance  at 
the  minstrel. 

"Perhaps  I  might,  my  lord,"  replied  the  minstrel, 
"  were  it  not  that  I  must  record  therein  the  disgrace  of 
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Renault  Vidal,  who  served  a  lord  without  either  patience 
to  bear  insults  and  wrongs,  or  spirit  to  revenge  them  on 
the  authors  of  his  shame." 

"  Thou  art  right,  thou  art  rigfht,  good  fellow,"  said  the 
Constable,  hastily ;  "  it  is  vengeance  now  alone  which  is 
left  us— And  yet  upon  whpm  ?  " 

As  he  spoke  he  walked  shortly  and  hastily  to  and  fro  ; 
and,  becoming  suddenly  silent,  stood  still  and  wrung  his 
hands  with  deep  emotion. 

"  I  told  thee,"  said  the  minstrel  to  Guarine,  •'  that  my 
muse  would  find  a  tender  part  at  last  Dost  thou  re- 
member the  bull-fight  we  saw  in  Spain  ? — ^A  thousand 
little  darts  perplexed  and  annoyed  the  noble  animal,  ere 
he  received  the  last  deadly  thrust  from  the  lance  of  the 
Moorish  cavalier." 

"  Man,  or  fiend,  be  which  thou  wilt,"  replied  Guarine, 
**that  can  thus  drink  in  with  pleasure,  and  contemplate 
at  your  ease,  the  misery  of  another,  I  bid  thee  beware  of 
me  !  Utter  thy  cold-blooded  taunts  in  some  other  ear  ; 
for  if  my  tongue  be  blunt,  I  wear  a  sword  that  is  sharp 
enough." 

"  Thou  hast  seen  me  amongst  swords,"  answered  the 
minstrel,  *•  and  knowest  how  little  terror  they  have  for 
such  as  I  am."  Yet  as  he  spoke  he  drew  off  from  the 
esquire.  He  had,  in  fact,  only  addressed  him  in  that 
sort  of  fulness  of  heart,  which  would  have  vented  itself  in 
soliloquy  if  alone,  and  now  poured  itself  out  on  the 
nearest  auditor,  without  the  sp>eaker  being  entirely  con- 
scious of  the  sentiments  which  his  speech  excited. 

Few  minutes  had  elapsed  before  the  Constable  of 
Chester  had  regained  the  calm  external  semblance  with 
which,  until  this  last  dreadful  wound,  he  had  borne  all 
the  inflictions  of  fortune.  He  turned  towards  his  fol- 
lowers, and  addressed  the  minstrel  with  his  usual  calm- 
ness, "  Thou  art  right,  good  fellow,"  he  said,  "  in  what 
tliou  saidst  to  me  but  now,  and  I  forgive  thee  the  taunt 
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which  accompanied  thy  good  counsel.  Speak  out,  in  God's 
name !  and  speak  to  one  prepared  to  endure  the  evil 
which  God  hath  sent  hira.  Certes,  a  good  knight  is  best 
known  in  battle,  and  a  Christian  in  the  time  of  trouble 
and  adversity." 

The  tone  in  which  the  Constable  spoke  seemed  to  pro- 
duce a  corresponding  effect  upon  the  deportment  of  his 
followers.  The  minstrel  dropped  at  once  the  cynical  and 
audacious  tone  in  which  he  had  hitherto  seemed  to  tamper 
with  the  passions  of  his  master  ;  and  in  language  simple 
and  respectful,  and  which  even  approached  to  sympathy, 
informed  him  of  the  evil  news  which  he  had  coUected 
during  his  absence.     It  was  indeed  disastrous. 

The  refusal  of  the  Lady  Eveline  Berenger  to  admit 
Monthermer  and  his  forces  into  her  castle,  had  of  course 
given  circulation  and  credence  to  all  the  calumnies  which 
had  been  circulated  to  her  prejudice,  and  that  of  Damian 
de  Lacy ;  and  there  were  many  who,  for  various  causes, 
were  interested  in  spreading  and  supporting  these 
slanders.  A  large  force  had  been  sent  into  the  country 
to  subdue  the  insurgent  peasants  ;  and  the  knights  and 
nobles  despatched  for  that  purpose,  failed  not  to  avenge 
to  the  uttermost,  upon  the  wretched  plebeians,  the  noble 
blood  which  they  had  spilled  during  their  temporary 
triumph. 

The  followers  of  the  unfortunate  Wenlock  were  infected 
with  the  same  persuasion.  Blamed  by  many  for  a  hasty 
and  cowardly  surrender  of  a  post  which  might  have 
been  defended,  they  endeavoured  to  Vindicate  them- 
selves by  alleging  the  hostile  demonstrations  of  De 
Lacy's  cavalry  as  the  sole  cause  of  their  premature  sub- 
mission. 

These  rumours,  supported  by  such  interested  testimony, 

spread  wide  and  far  through  the  land  ;  and,  joined  to 

the  undeniable  fact  that  Damian  had  sought  refuge  in 

the  strong  castle  of  Garde  Doloureuse,  which  was  now 
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defending  itself  against  the  royal  arms,  animated  the 
nmnerous  enemies  of  the  house  of  De  Lacy,  and  drove 
its  vassals  and  friends  almost  to  despair,  as  men  re- 
duced either  to  disown  their  feudal  allegiance,  or  renounce 
that  still  more  sacred  fealty  which  they  owed  to  their 
sovereign. 

At  this  crisis  they  received  intelligence  that  the  wise 
and  active  monarch  by  whom  the  sceptre  of  England  was 
then  swayed,  was  moving  towards  that  part  of  England, 
at  the  head  of  a  large  body  of  soldiers,  for  the  purpose 
at  once  of  pressing  the  siege  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse, 
and  completing  the  suppression  of  the  insurrection  of 
the  peasantry,  which  Guy  Monthermer  had  nearly 
accomplished. 

In  this  emergency,  and  when  the  friends  and  depen- 
dants of  the  House  of  Lacy  scarcely  knew  which  hand  to 
turn  to,  Randal,  the  Constable's  kinsman,  and,  after 
Damian,  his  heir,  suddenly  appeared  amongst  them, 
with  a  royal  commission  to  raise  and  command  such 
followers  of  the  family  as  might  not  desire  to  be  involved 
in  the  supposed  treason  of  the  Constable's  delegate.  In 
troublesome  times  men's  vices  are  forgotten,  provided 
they  display  activity,  courage,  and  prudence,  the  virtues 
then  most  required  ;  and  the  appearance  of  Randal,  who 
•was  by  no  means  deficient  in  any  of  these  attributes, 
was  received  as  a  good  omen  by  the  followers  of  his 
cousin.  They  quickly  gathered  around  him,  surrendered 
to  the  royal  mandate  such  strongholds  as  they  possessed, 
and,  to  vindicate  themselves  from  any  participation  in 
the  alleged  crimes  of  Damian,  they  distinguished  them- 
selves, under  Randal's  command,  against  such  scattered 
bodies  of  peasantry  as  still  kept  the  field,  or  liu-ked  in 
the  mountains  and  passes  ;  and  conducted  themselves 
with  such  severity  after  success,  as  made  the  troops  even 
of  Monthermer  appear  gentle  and  clement  in  comparison 
with  those  of  De  Lacy.  Finally,  with  the  banner  of  his 
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ancient  house  displayed,  and  five  hundred  good  men 
assembled  under  it,  Randal  appeared  before  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  and  joined  Henry's  camp  there. 

The  castle  was  already  hardly  pressed,  and  the  few- 
defenders,  disabled  by  wounds,  watching,  and  privation, 
had  now  the  additional  discouragement  to  see  displayed 
against  their  walls  the  only  banner  in  England,  under 
which  they  had  hoped  forces  might  be  mustered  for  their 
aid. 

The  high-spirited  entreaties  of  Eveline,  unbent  by 
adversity  and  want,  gradually  lost  effect  on  the  defenders 
of  the  castle ;  and  proposals  for  surrender  were  urged 
and  discussed  by  a  tumultuary  council,  into  which  not 
only  the  inferior  officers,  but  many  of  the  common  men, 
had  thrust  themselves,  as  in  a  period  of  such  general  dis- 
tress as  unlooses  all  the  bonds  of  discipline,  and  leaves 
each  man  at  liberty  to  speak  and  act  for  himself.  To 
their  surprise,  in  the  midst  of  their  discussions,  Damian 
de  Lacy,  arisen  from  the  sick-bed  to  which  he  had  been 
so  long  confined,  appeared  among  them,  pale  and  feeble, 
his  cheek  tinged  with  the  ghastly  look  which  is  left  by 
long  illness — he  leaned  on  his  page,  Amelot.  "Gentle- 
men," he  said,  "and  soldiers — ^yet  why  should  I  call  you 
either? — Gentlemen  are  ever  ready  to  die  in  behalf  of  a 
lady — soldiers  hold  life  in  scorn  compared  to  their 
honour." 

*'  Out  upon  him  !  out  upon  him  !  '*  exclaimed  some  of 
the  soldiers,  interrupting  him  ;  '•  he  would  have  us,  who 
are  innocent,  die  the  death  of  traitors,  and  be  hanged 
in  our  armour  over  the  walls,  rather  than  part  with  his 
leman." 

"Peace,  irreverent  slave!"  said  Damian,  in  a  voice 
like  thunder,  "  or  my  last  blow  shall  be  a  mean  one, 
aimed  against  such  a  caitiff  as  thou  art. — And  you,"  he 
continued,  addressing  the  rest, — "you,  who  are  shrink- 
ing from  the  toils  of  your  profession,  because  if  you 
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persist  in  a  course  of  honour,  death  may  close  them  a 
few  years  sooner  than  it  needs  must — ^you,  who  are 
scared  like  children  at  the  sight  ©f  a  death's-head,  do 
not  suppose  that  Damian  de  Lacy  would  desire  to  shelter 
himself  at  the  expense  of  those  lives  which  you  hold  so 
dear.  Make  your  bargain  with  King  Henry.  Deliver 
me  up  to  his  justice,  or  his  severity  ;  or,  if  you  like  it 
better,  strike  my  head  from  my  body,,  and  hiu-1  it,  as  a 
peace-offering,  from  the  walls  of  the  castle.  To  God,  in 
his  good  time,  will  I  trust  for  the  clearance  of  mine 
honour.  In  a  word,  surrender  me,  dead  or  alive,  or 
open  the  gates  and  permit  me  to  surrender  myself^ 
Only,  as  ye  are  men,  since  I  may  not  say  better  of  ye, 
care  at  least  for  the  safety  c^  your  mistress,  and  make 
such  terms  as  may  secure  her  ^ety,  and  save  yourselves 
from  the  dishonour  of  being  held  cowardly  and  perjured 
caitiffs  in  your  graves." 

"Methinks  the  youth  speaks  well  and  reasonably," 
said  Wilkin  Flammock.  "  Let  us  e'en  make  a  grace  of 
surrendering  his  body  up  to  the  King,  and  assure  thereby 
such  terms  as  we  can  for  ourselves  and  the  lady,  ere  the 
last  morsd  of  Qur  provision  is  consumed." 

"  I  would  hardly  have  proposed  this  measure,"  said, 
or  rather  mumbled.  Father  Aldrovand,  who  had  recently 
lost  four  of  his  front  teeth  by  a  stone  from  a  sling, — 
"  yet,  being  so  generously  offered  by  the  party  princi- 
pally concerned,  I  hold  wiUi  the  learnt  scholiast.  Voknti 
non fit  injuria." 

"  Priest  and  Fleming,"  said  the  old  banner-man,  Ralph 
Genvil,  "  I  see  how  the  wind  stirreth  you ;  but  you  de- 
ceive yourselves  if  you  think  to  make  our  young  master. 
Sir  Damian,  a  scapegoat  for  your  light  lady. — Nay,  never 
frown  nor  fiune.  Sir  Damian  ;  if  you  know  not  your  safest 
course,  we  know  it  for  you. — Followers  of  De  Lacy, 
throw  yourselves  on  your  horses,  and  two  men  on  one, 
if  it  be  necessary— we  will  take  this  stubborn  boy  in  the 
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midst  of  us,  and  the  dainty  squire  Amelot  shall  be  pri- 
soner too,  if  he  trouble  us  with  his  peevish  opposition. 
Then  let  us  make  a  fair  sally  upon  the  siegers.  Those 
who  can  cut  their  way  through  will  shift  well  enough  ; 
those  who  fall,  will  be  provided  for." 

A  shout  from  the  troopers  of  Lacy's  band  approved 
this  proposal.  Whilst  the  followers  of  Berenger  ex- 
postulated in  loud  and  angry  tone,  Eveline,  summoned 
by  the  tumult,  in  vain  endeacvoured  to  appease  it ;  and 
the  anger  and  entreaties  of  Damian  were  equally  lost 
on  his  followers.  •  To  each  and  either  the  answer  was  the 
same. 

"  Have  you  no  care  of  it — Because  you  love  par 
amours^  is  it  reasonable  you  should  throw  away  your 
life  and  ours  ?  "  So  exclaimed  Genvil  to  De  Lacy  ;  and 
in  softer  language,  but  with  equal  obstinacy,  the  fol- 
lowers of  Raymond  Berenger  refused  on  the  present 
occasion  to  listen  to  the  commands  or  prayers  of  his 
daughter. 

Wilkin  Flammock  had  retreated  from  the  tumult, 
when  he  saw  the  turn  which  matters  had  taken.  He 
left  the  castle  by  a  sally-port,  of  which  he  had  been 
entrusted  with  the  key,  and  proceeded  without  observa- 
tion or  opposition  to  the  royal  camp,  where  he  requested 
access  to  the  Sovereign.  This  was  easily  obtained,  and 
Wilkin  speedily  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  King 
Henry.  The  monarch  was  in  his  royal  pavilion,  at- 
tended by  two  of  his  sons,  Richard  and  John,  who 
afterwards  swayed  the  sceptre  of  England  with  very 
different  auspices. 

**  How  now? — ^What  art  thou?"  was  the  royal  ques- 
tion. 

"An  honest  man,  from  the  castle  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse." 

"Thou  may'st  be  honest,"  replied   the   Sovereign, 
"  but  thou  comest  from  a  nest  of  traitors." 
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"  Such  as  they  are,  my  lord,  it  is  my  purpose  to  put 
them  at  your  royal  disposal ;  for  they  have  no  longer 
the  wisdom  to  guide  themselves,  and  lack  alike  prudence 
to  hold  out,  and  grace  to  submit  But  I  would  first 
know  of  your  grace  to  what  terms  you  will  admit  the 
defenders  of  yonder  garrison  ?  " 

"To  such  as  kings  give  to  traitors,"  said  Henry, 
sternly — "  sharp  knives  and  tough  cords." 

"Nay,  my  gracious  lord,  you  must  be  kinder  than 
that  amounts  to,  if  the  castle  is  to  be  rendered  by  my 
means  ;  else  will  your  cords  and  knives  have  only  my 
poor  body  to  work  upon,  and  you  will  be  as  far  as  ever 
from  the  inside  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse." 

The  King  looked  at  him  fixedly.  "Thou  knowest," 
he  said,  "the  law  of  arms.  Here,  provost-marshaJ, 
stands  a  traitor,  and  yonder  stands  a  tree." 

' '  And  here  is  a  throat,"  said  the  stout-hearted  Fleming* 
unbuttoning  the  collar  of  his  doublet. 

"By  mine  honour,"  said  Prince  Richard,  "a  sturdy 
and  faithful  yeoman  1  It  were  better  send  such  fellows 
their  dinner,  and  then  buffet  it  out  with  them  for  the 
castle,  than  to  starve  them  as  the  beggarly  Frenchmen 
famish  their  hounds." 

"Peace,  Richard,"  said  his  father;  "thy  wit  is  over 
green  and  thy  blood  over  hot,  to  make  thee  my  coun- 
sellor here. — And  you,  knave,  speak  you  some  reasonable 
terms,  and  we  will  not  be  over  strict  with  thee." 

"  First,  then,"  said  the  Fleming,  "  I  stipulate  full  and 
free  pardon  for  life,  limb,  body,  and  goods,  to  me, 
Wilkin  Flammock,  and  my  daughter  Rose." 

"A  true  Fleming,"  said  Prince  John  ;  "he  takes  care 
of  himself  in  the  first  instance." 

"  His  request,"  said  the  King,  "is  reasonable.  What 
next  ? " 

"Safety  in  life,  honour,  and  land,  for  the  demoiselle 
Eveline  Berenger.'' 
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"  How,  sir  knave  !  "  said  the  King,  angrily,  '*  is  it  for 
such  as  thou  to  dictate  to  our  judgment  or  ckmency  in 
the  case  of  a  noble  Norman  lady  ?  Confine  thy  mediation 
to  such  as  thyself ;  or  rather  render  us  this  castle  without 
farther  delay  ;  and  be  assured  thy  doing  so  will  be  of 
more  service  to  the  traitors  within,  than  weeks  more 
of  resistance,  which  must  and  shall  be  bootless." 

The  Fleming  stood  silent,  unwilling  to  surrender  with- 
out some  specific  terms,  yet  half  convinced,  from  the 
situation  in  which  he  had  left  the  garrison  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse,  that  his  admitting  the  King's  forces  would 
be,  perhaps,  the  best  he  could  do  for  Lady  Eveline. 

"  I  like  thy  fidelity,  fellow,"  said  the  King,  whose 
acute  eye  perceived  the  struggle  in  the  Fleming's  bosom ; 
"but  carry  not  thy  stubbornness  too  far.  Have  we  not 
said  we  will  be  gracious  to  yonder  offenders,  as  far  as  our 
royal  duty  will  permit  ?  " 

"And,  royal  father,"  said  Prince  John,  interposing, 
"  I  pray  you  let  me  have  the  grace  to  take  first  pos- 
session of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  and  the  wardship  or 
forfeiture  of  the  offending  lady." 

"/  pray  you  also,  my  royal  father,  to  grant  John's 
boon,"  said  his  brother  Richard,  in  a  tone  of  mockery. 
"  Consider,  royal  father,  it  is  the  first  desire  he  hath 
shown  to  approach  the  barriers  of  the  castle,  though  we 
have  attacked  them  forty  times  at  least.  Marry,  cross- 
bow and  mangonel  were  busy  on  the  former  occasions, 
and  it  is  like  they  will  be  silent  now." 

"Peace,  Richard,"  said  the  King;  "yoiu-  words, 
aimed  at  thy  brother's  honour,  pierce  my  heart— John, 
thou  hast  thy  boon  as  concerns  the  castle  ;  for  the 
unhappy  yoimg  lady,  we  will  take  her  in  our  own  charge. 
— Fleming,  how  many  men  wilt  thou  undertake  to 
admit?" 

Ere  Flammock  could  answer,  a  squire  approached 
Prince  Richard,  and  whispered  in  his  ear,  yet  so  as  to 
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be  heard  by  ^  present,  "We  have  discovered  that  some 
internal  disturbance,  or  other  cause  unknown,  has  with- 
drawn many  of  the  warders  from  the  castle  walls,  and 
that  a  sudden  attack  might  " 

"Dost  thou  hear  that,  John?"  exclaimed  Richard. 
*'  Ladders,  man — get  ladders,  and  to  the  wall.  How 
I  should  delight  to  see  thee  on  the  highest  round — thy 
knees  shaking — thy  hands  grasping  convulsively,  like 
those  of  one  in  an  ague  fit — all  air  around  thee,  save  a 
baton  or  two  of  wood — the  moat  below — ^half-a-dozen 
pikes  at  thy  throat " 

"  Peace,  Richard,  for  shame,  if  not  for  charity  !  "  said 
his  father,  in  a  tone  of  anger,  mingled  with  grief.  ' '  And 
thou,  John,  get  ready  for  the  assault." 

"As  soon  as  I  have  put  on  my  armour,  father," 
answered  the  Prince  ;  and  withdrew  slowly,  with  a 
visage  so  blank  as  to  promise  no  speed  in  his  prepara- 
tions. 

His  brother  laughed  as  he  retired,  and  said  to  his 
squire,  "  It  were  no  bad  jest,  Alberick,  to  carry  the 
place  ere  John  can  change  his  silk  doublet  for  a  steel 
one." 

So  saying,  he  hastily  withdrew,  and  his  father  ex- 
claimed in  paternal  distress,  "  Out,  alas !  as  much  too 
hot  as  his  brother  is  too  cold  ;  but  it  is  the  manlier  fault. 
— Gloucester,"  said  he  to  that  celebrated  earl,  "  take 
sufficient  strength,  and  follow  Prince  Richard  to  guard 
and  sustain  him.  If  any  one  can  rule  him,  it  must  be 
a  knight  of  thy  established  fame.  Alas,  alas  !  for  what 
sin  have  I  deserved  the  affliction  of  these  cruel  family 
feuds  I " 

"Be  comforted,  my  lord,"  said  the  chancellor,  who 
was  also  in  attendance. 

"  Speak  not  of  comfort  to  a  father,  whose  sons  are  at 
discord  with  each  other,  and  agree  only  in  their  disobe- 
dience to  him  I " 
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Thus  spoke  Henry  the  Second,  than  whom  no  wiser, 
or,  generally  speaking,  more  fortmiate  monarch  ever  sat 
upon  the  throne  of  England  ;  yet  whose  life  is  a  striking 
illustration,  how  family  dissensions  can  tarnish  the  most 
brilliant  lot  to  whi9h  Heaven  permits  humanity  to  aspire ; 
and  how  little  gratified  ambition,  extended  power,  and 
the  highest  reputation  in  war  and  in  peace,  can  do 
towards  curing  the  wounds  of  domestic  affliction. 

The  sudden  and  fiery  attack  of  Richard,  who  hastened 
to  the  escalade  at  the  head  of  a  score  of  followers,  col- 
lected at  random,  had  the  complete  effect  of  surprise ; 
and  having  surmounted  the  walls  with  their  ladders, 
before  the  contending  parties  within  were  almost  aware 
of  the  assault,  the  assailants  burst  open  the  gates,  and 
admitted  Gloucester,  who  had  hastily  followed  with  a 
strong  body  of  men-at-arms.  The  garrison,  in  their  state 
of  surprise,  confusion,  and  disunion,  offered  but  little 
resistance,  and  would  have  been  put  to  the  sword,  and 
the  place  plundered,  had  not  Henry  himself  entered  it, 
and  by  his  personal  exertions  and  authority,  restrained 
the  excesses  of  the  dissolute  soldiery. 

The  King  conducted  himself,  considering  the  times 
and  the  provocation,  with  laudable  moderation.  He 
contented  himself  with  disarming  and  dismissing  the 
common  soldiers,  giving  them  some  trifle  to  carry  them 
out  of  the  country,  lest  want  should  lead  them  to  form 
themselves  into  bands  of  robbers.  The  officers  were 
more  severely  treated,  being  for  the  greater  part  thrown 
into  dungeons,  to  abide  the  course  of  the  law.  In  par- 
ticular, imprisonment  was  the  lot  of  Damian  de  L^cy, 
against  whom,  believing  the  various  charges  with  which 
he  was  loaded,  Henry  was  so  highly  incensed,  that  he 
purposed  to  make  him  an  example  to  all  false  knights 
and  disloyal  subjects.  To  the  Lady  Eveline  Bercnger 
he  assigned  her  own  apartment  as  a  prison,  in  which  she 
was  honourably  attended  by  Rose  and  Alice,  but  guarded 
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with  the  utmost  strictness.  It  was  generally  reported 
that  her  demesnes  would  be  declared  a  forfeiture  to  the 
crown,  and  bestowed,  at  least  in  part,  upon  Randal  de 
Lacy,  who  had  done  good  service  during  the  siege.  Her 
person,  it  was  thought,  was  destined  to  the  seclusion  of 
some  distant  French  nunnery,  where  she  might  at  leisure 
repent  her  of  her  follies  and  her  rashness. 

Father  Aldrovand  was  delivered  up  to  the  discipline  of 
his  convent,  long  experience  having  very  effectually 
taught  Henry  the  imprudence  of  infringing  on  the  privi- 
leges of  the  church ;  although,  when  the  King  first 
beheld  him  with  a  rusty  corselet  clasped  over  his  frock, 
he  with  difficulty  repressed  the  desire  to  cause  him 
to  be  hanged  over  the  battlements,  to  preach  to  the 
ravens. 

With  Wilkin  Flammock  Henry  held  much  conference, 
particularly  on  the  subject  of  manufactures  and  com- 
merce ;  on  which  the  sound-headed,  though  blunt-spoken 
Fleming,  was  well  qualified  to  instruct  an  intelligent 
monarch.  "Thy  intentions,"  he  said,  "shall  not  be 
forgotten,  good  fellow,  though  they  have  been  antici*^ 
pated  by  the  headlong  valour  of  my  son  Richard,  which 
has  cost  some  poor  caitiffs  their  lives — Richard  loves  not 
to  sheathe  a  bloodless  weapon.  But  thou  and  thy  country- 
men shall  return  to  thy  mills  yonder,  with  a  full  pardon 
for  past  offences,  so  that  you  meddle  no  more  with  such 
treasonable  matters." 

"And  our  privileges  and  duties,  my  liege?"  said 
Flammock.  "Your  Majesty  knows  well  we  are  vassals 
to  the  lord  of  this  castle,  and  must  follow  him  in  battle." 

"  It  shall  no  longer  be  so,"  said  Henry  ;  "  I  will  form 
a  community  of  Flemings  here,  and  thou,  Flammock, 
shalt  be  Mayor,  that  thou  may'st  not  plead  feudal 
obedience  for  a  relapse  into  treason." 

"Treason,  my  liege! "said  Flammock,  longing,  yet 
scarce  venturing,  to  interpose  a  word  in  behalf  of  Lady' 
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Eveline,  for  whom,  despite  the  constitutional  coolness  of 
his  temperament,  he  really  felt  much  interest — "  I  would 
that  your  Grace  but  justly  knew  how  many  threads  went 
to  that  woof," 

"Peace,  sirrah! — ^meddle  with  your  loom,"  said 
Henry  ;  "  and  if  we  deign  to  speak  to  thee  concerning 
the  mechanical  arts  which  thou  dost  profess,  take  it  for 
no  warrant  to  intrude  farther  on  our  privacy." 

The  Fleming  retired,  rebuked,  and  in  silence  ;  and  the 
fate  of  the  imhappy  prisoners  remained  in  the  King's 
bosom.  He  himself  took  up  his  lodging  in  the  castle  of 
the  Garde  Doloureuse,  as  a  convenient  station  for  send- 
ing abroad  parties  to  suppress  and  extinguish  all  the 
embers  of  rebellion  ;  and  so  active  was  Randal  de  Lacy 
on  these  occasions,  that  he  appeared  daily  to  rise  iji  the 
King's  grace,  and  was  gratified  with  considerable  grants 
out  of  the  domains  of  Berenger  and  Lacy,  which  the 
King  seemed  already  to  treat  as  forfeited  property. 
Most  men  considered  this  growing  favour  of  Randal  as  a 
perilous  omen,  both  for  the  life  of  young  De  Lacy,  and 
for  the  fate  of  the  unfortimate  Eveline. 


CHAP.   XXX. 

A  XMTW,  a  vow — /  have  a  vow  in  Heaven, 

Shall  I  briri^  perjury  upon  my  soul  t 

No,  not  for  yemce^—MKRCHAUT  of  Venice. 

I  HE  conclusion  of  the  last  chapter  contains  the 
tidings  with  which  the  minstrel  greeted  his  un- 
happy master,  Hugo  de  Lacy  ;  not  indeed  with 
the  same  detail  of  circumstances  with  which  we  have 
been  able  to  invest  the  narrative,  but  so  as  to  infer  the 
general  and  appalling  facts,  that  his  betrothed  bride  and 
beloved  and  trusted  kinsman  had  leagued  together  for 
his  dishonour — ^had  raised  the  banner  of  rebellion  against 
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their  lawful  sovereign,  and,  failing  in  their  audacious 
attempt,  had  brought  the  life  of  one  of  them,  at  least, 
into  the  most  imminent  danger,  and  the  fw^unes  of  the 
House  of  Lacy,  unless  5ome  instant  remedy  could  be 
found,  to  the  very  verge  of  ruin. 

Vidal  marked  the  countenance  of  his  master  as  he 
spoke  with  the  same  keen  observation  which  the  chirur- 
geon  gives  to  the  progress  of  his  dissecting-knife.  There 
was  grief  on  the  Constable's  features — deep  grief — ^but 
without  the  expression  of  abasement  or  prostration  which 
usually  accompanies  it ;  anger  and  shame  were  there — 
but  they  were  both  of  a  noble  character,  seemingly 
excited  by  his  bride  and  nephew's  transgressing  the  laws 
of  allegiance,  honour,  and  virtue,  rather  than  by  the  dis- 
grace and  damage  which  he  himself  sustained  througb 
their  crime. 

The  minstrel  was  so  much  astonished  at  this  change 
of  deportment,  from  the  sensitive  acuteness  of  agony 
which  attended  the  beginning  of  his  narrative,  that  he 
stepped  back  two  paces,  and  gazing  on  the  Constable 
with  wonder,  mixed  with  admiration,  exclaimed,  "We 
have  heard  of  mart3rrs  in  Palestine,  but  this  exceeds 
them ! " 

"Wonder  not  so  much,  good  friend,"  said  the  Con- 
stable, patiently;  "it  is  the  first  blow  of  the  lance  or 
mace  which  pierces  or  stuns — ^those  which  follow  are  little 
felt."* 

"Think,  my  lord,"  said  Vidal,  "all  is  lost — love, 
dominion,  Wgh  office,  and  bright  fame — so  late  a  <*rte^ 
among  nobles,  now  a  poor  palmer  !  " 

"Wouldst  thou  make  sport  with  my  misery?"  said 
Hugo,  sternly ;  "but  even  that  comes,  of  course,  behind 
my  back,  and  why  should  it  not  be  endured  when  said 
to  my  face? — Know,  then,  minstrel,  and  put  it  in  song  if 
you  list,  that  Hugo  de  Lacy,  having  lost  all  he  carried 
to  Palestine,  and  all  which  he  left  at  home,  is  still  l<Md 
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of  his  own  mind  ;  and  adversity  can  no  more  shake  him, 
than  the  breeze  which  strips  the  oak  of  its  leaves  can 
tear  up  the  trunk  by  the  roots." 

"  Now,  by  the  tomb  of  my  father,"  said  the  minstrel, 
rapturously,  "this  man's  nobleness  is  too  much  for  my 
resolve ! "  and  stepping  hastily  to  the  Constable,  he 
kneeled  on  one  knee,  and  caught  his  hand  more  freely 
than  the  state  maintained  by  men  of  De  Lacy's  rank 
usually  permitted. 

"  Here,"  said  Vidal,  "on  this  hand — this  noble  hand 
— I  renounce  " 

But  ere  he  could  utter  another  word,  Hugo  de  Lacy, 
who,  perhaps,  felt  the  freedom  of  the  action  as  an  in- 
trusion on  his  fallen  condition,  pulled  back  his  hand, 
and  bid  the  minstrel,  with  a  stem  frown,  arise,  and 
remember  that  misfortune  made  not  De  Lacy  a  fit 
personage  for  a  mummery. 

Renault  Vidal  rose  rebuked.  "  I  had  forgot,"  he  said, 
' '  the  distance  between  an  Armorican  violer  and  a  high 
Norman  baron.  I  thought  that  the  same  depth  of  sorrow, 
the  same  burst  of  joy,  levelled,  for  a  moment  at  least, 
those  artificial  barriers  by  which  men  are  divided.  But 
it  is  well  as  it  is.  Live  within  the  limits  of  your  rank,  as 
heretofore  within  your  donjon  tower  and  your  fosses,  my 
lord,  undistiu-bed  by  the  sympathy  of  any  mean  man  like 
me.     I,  too,  have  my  duties  to  discharge." 

"And  now  to  the  Garde  Doloureuse,"  said  the  baron, 
turning  to  Philip  Guarine — "God  knoweth  how  well  it 
deserveth  the  name  ! — there  to  learn,  with  our  own  eyes 
and  ears,  the  truth  of  these  woful  tidings.  Dismount, 
minstrel,  and  give  me  thy  palfrey — I  would,  Guarine, 
that  I  had  one  for  thee — as  for  Vidal,  his  attendance  is 
less  necessary.  I  will  face  my  foes,  or  my  misfortunes, 
like  a  man — that  be  assured  of,  violer  ;  and  look  not  so 
sullen,  knave — I  will  not  forget  old  adherents." 

"One  of  them,  at  least,  will  not  forget  you,  my  lord/* 
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replied  the  minstrel,  with  his  usual  dubious  tone  of  look 
and  emphasis. 

But  just  as  the  Constable  was  about  to  prick  forwards, 
two  persons  appeared  on  the  path,  mounted  on  one  horse, 
who,  hidden  by  some  dwarf-wood,  had  come  very  near 
them  without  being  perceived.  They  were  male  and 
female ;  and  the  man,  who  rode  foremost,  was  such  a 
picture  of  famine,  as  the  eyes  of  the  pilgrims  had  scarce 
witnessed  in  all  the  wasted  lands  through  which  they  had 
travelled.  His  features,  naturally  sharp  and  thin,  had 
disappeared  almost  entirely  among  the  uncombed  grey 
beard  and  hairs  with  which  they  were  overshadowed ; 
and  it  was  but  the  glimpse  of  a  long  nose,  that  seemed 
as  sharp  as  the  edge  of  a  knife,  and  the  twinkling  glimpse 
of  his  grey  eyes,  which  gave  any  intimation  of  his  hnea- 
ments.  His  leg,  in  the  wide  old  boot  which  enclosed  it, 
looked  like  the  handle  of  a  mop  left  by  chance  in  a  pail 
— his  arms  were  about  the  thidmess  of  riding-rods — and 
such  parts  of  his  person  as  were  not  concealed  by  the 
tatters  of  a  huntsman's  cassock,  seemed  rather  the  appen- 
dages of  a  mummy  than  a  live  man. 

The  female  who  sat  behind  this  spectre  exhibited  also 
some  symptoms  of  extenuation  ;  but  being  a  brave  jolly 
dame  naturally,  famine  had  not  been  able  to  render  her 
a  spectacle  so  rueful  as  the  anatomy  behind  which  she 
rode.  Dame  GiUian's  cheek  (for  it  was  the  reader's  old 
acquaintance)  had  indeed  lost  the  rosy  hue  of  good  cheer, 
and  the  smoothness  of  complexion  which  art  and  easy 
living  had  formerly  substituted  for  the  more  delicate 
bloom  of  youth ;  her  eyes  were  sunken,  and  had  lost 
much  of  their  bold  and  roguish  lustre  ;  but  she  was  still 
in  some  measure  herself,  and  the  remnants  of  former 
finery,  together  with  the  tight-drawn  scarlet  hose,  though 
sorely  faded,  showed  still  a  remnant  of  coquettish  pre- 
tension. 

So  soon  as  she  came  within  sight  of  the  pilgrims,  she 
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began  to  punch  Raoul  with  the  end  of  her  riding-rocL 
*'  Try  thy  new  trade,  man,  since  thou  art  unfit  for 
any  other — to  the  good  men — to  them — crave  their 
charity." 

"  Beg  from  beggars?  "  muttered  Raoul ;  "  that  were 
hawking  at  sparrows,  dame." 

*'  It  will  bring  our  hand  in  use,  though,"  said  GiUian; 
and  commenced,  in  a  whining  tone,  ' '  God  love  you, 
holy  men,  who  have  had  the  grace  to  go  to  the  Holy 
Land,  and,  what  is  more,  have  had  the  grace  to  come 
back  again  ;  I  pray,  bestow  some  of  your  alms  upon  my 
poor  old  husband,  who  is  a  miserable  object,  as  you  see, 
and  upon  one  who  has  the  bad  luck  to  be  his  wife — 
Heaven  help  me  !  " 

"Peace,  woman,  and  hear  what  I  have  to  say,"  said 
the  Constable,  laying  his  hand  upon  the  bridle  of  the 
horse  —  "I  have  present  occasion  for  that  horse, 
and  " 

"  By  the  hunting-horn  of  Saint  Hubert,  but  thou  get- 
test  him  not  without  blows ! "  answered  the  old  hunts- 
man. "A  fine  world  it  is,  when  palmers  turn  horse- 
stealers." 

"  Peace,  fellow  ! "  said  the  Constable,  sternly — "  I  say 
I  have  occasion  presently  for  the  service  of  thy  horse. 
Here  be  two  gold  bezants  for  a  day's  use  of  the  brute  ; 
it  is  well  worth  the  fee-simple  of  him,  were  he  never 
returned." 

*•  But  the  palfrey  is  an  old  acquaintance,  master,"  said 
Raoul ;  "  and  if  perchance  " 

"Out  upon  i/ and  perchance  both,"  said  the  dame, 
giving  her  husband  so  determined  a  thrust  as  well-nigh 
pushed  him  out  of  the  saddle.  "  Off  the  horse  !  and 
thank  God  and  this  worthy  man  for  the  help  he  has  sent 
us  in  our  extremity.  What  signifies  the  palfrey,  when  we 
have  not  enough  to  get  food  either  for  the  brute  or  our- 
selves? not  though  we  would  eat  grass  and  com  with 
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him,  like  King  Somebody,  whom  the  good  father  used  to 
read  us  to  sleep  about." 

"A  truce  with  your  prating,  dame,"  said  Raoul,  offer- 
ing his  assistance  to  help  her  from  the  croupe  ;  but  she 
preferred  that  of  Guarine,  who,  though  advanced  in  years, 
retained  the  advantage  of  his  stout  soldierly  figure. 

"  I  humbly  thank  your  goodness,"  said  she,  as  (having 
first  kissed  her)  the  squire  set  her  on  the  ground. 
•'And,  pray,  sir,  are  ye  come  from  the  Holy  Land? — 
Heard  ye  any  tidings  there  of  him  that  was  Constable  of 
Chester  ?  " 

De  Lacy,  who  was  engaged  in  removing  the  pillion 
from  behind  the  saddle,  stopped  short  in  his  task,  and 
said,  "  Ha,  dame !  what  would  you  with  him?" 

"  A  great  deal,  good  palmer,  an  I  could  light  on  him  ; 
for  his  lands  and  offices  are  all  to  be  given,  it's  like, 
to  that  false  thief,  his  kinsman." 

"What! — to  Damian,  his  nephew?"  exclaimed  the 
Constable,  in  a  harsh  and  hasty  tone. 

"  Lord,  how  you  startle  me,  sir !  "  said  Gillian  ;  then 
continued,  turning  to  Philip  Guarine,  "  Yotu"  friend  is  a 
hasty  man,  belike." 

"  It  is  the  fault  of  the  sun  he  has  lived  under  so  long,*' 
said  the  squire  ;  "but  look  you  answer  his  questions 
truly,  and  he  will  make  it  the  better  for  you." 

Gillian  instantly  took  the  hint.  "  Was  it  Damian  de 
Lacy  you  asked  after?— Alas  !  poor  young  gentleman  ! 
no  offices  or  lands  for  him — more  likely  to  have  a 
gallows-cast,  poor  lad — and  all  for  naught,  as  I  am  a 
true  dame.  Damian  ! — no,  no,  it  is  not  Damian,  nor 
damson  neither— but  Randal  Lacy,  that  must  rule  the 
roast,  and  have  aU  the  old  man's  hmds,  and  livings,  and 
lordships." 

"What?"  said  the  Constable,  "before  they  know 
whether  the  old  man  is  dead  or  no? — ^methinks  that  were 
against  law  and  reason  both." 
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"  Ay,  but  Randal  Lacy  has  brought  about  less  likely 
matters.  Look  you,  he  hath  sworn  to  the  King  that 
they  have  true  tidings  of  the  Constable's  death — ay,  and 
let  him  alone  to  make  them  soothfast  enough,  if  the  Con- 
Stable  were  once  within  his  danger." 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  the  Constable.  "  But  you  are  forging 
tales  on  a  noble  gentleman.  Come,  come,  dame,  you  say 
this  because  you  like  not  Randal  Lacy." 

'*  Like  him  not ! — and  what  reason  have  I  to  like  him 
I  trow ? "  answered  Gillian.  "Is  it  because  he  seduced 
my  simplicity  to  let  him  into  the  castle  of  the  Garde 
Doloureuse — ay,  oftener  than  once  or  twice  either, — 
when  he  was  disguised  as  a  pedlar,  and  told  him  all  the 
secrets  of  the  family,  and  how  the  boy  Damian,  and  the 
girl  Eveline,  were  dying  of  love  with  each  other,  but  had 
not  courage  to  say  a  word  of  it,  for  fear  of  the  Constable, 
though  he  were  a  thousand  miles  off? — ^You  seem  con- 
cerned, worthy  sir — may  I  offer  your  reverend  worship  a 
trifling  siip  from  my  bottle,  which  is  sovereign  for  tremor 
cordis,  and  fits  of  the  spleen  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  ejaculated  De  Lacy — "I  was  but  grieved 
with  the  shooting  of  an  old  wound.  But,  dame,  I  war- 
rant me  this  Damian  and  Eveline,  as  you  call  them, 
became  better,  closer  friends,  in  time?" 

"They! — not  they  indeed,  poor  simpletons!"  an- 
swered the  dame;  "they  wanted  some  wise  counsellor 
to  go  between  and  advise  them.  For,  look  you,  sir,  if 
old  Hugo  be  dead,  as  is  most  like,  it  were  more  natural 
that  his  bride  and  his  nephew  should  inherit  his  lands, 
than  this  same  Randal,  who  is  but  a  distant  kinsman, 
and  a  forsworn  caitiff  to  boot. — Would  you  think  it, 
reverend  pilgrim,  after  the  mountains  of  gold  he  pro- 
mised me  ?— when  the  castle  was  taken,  and  he  saw  I 
could  serve  him  no  more,  he  called  me  old  beldame,  and 
spoke  of  the  beadle  and  the  cucking-stool. — Yes,  reverend 
sir,  old  beldame  and  cucking-stool  were  his  best  words, 
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"When  he  knew  I  had  no  one  to  take  my  part,  save  old 
Raoul,  who  cannot  take  his  own.  '  But  if  grim  old  Hugh 
fering  back  his  weather-beaten  carcase  from  Palestine, 
and  have  but  half  the  devil  in  him  which  he  had  when  he 
was  fool  enough  to  go  away,  Saint  Mary,  but  I  will  do  his 
kinsman's  office  to  him  I " 

There  was  a  pause  when  she  had  done  speaking. 

"  Thou  say'st,"  at  length  exclaimed  the  Constable, 
"that  Damian  de  Lacy  and  EveHne  love  each  other, 
yet  are  unconscious  of  guilt,  or  falsehood,  or  ingrati- 
tude to  me — I  would  say,  to  their  relative  in  Pales- 
tine?" 

"  Love,  sir  ! — ^in  troth  and  so  it  is— they  do  love  each 
other,"  said  Gillian  ;  "  but  it  is  like  angels — or  like  lambs 
—or  like  fools,  if  you  will ;  for  they  would  never  so  much 
as  have  spoken  together,  but  for  a  prank  of  that  same 
Randal  Lacy's." 

"How!"  demanded  the  Constable— "a  prank  of 
Randal's  ?— What  motive  had  he  that  these  two  should 
meet  ?  " 

"  Nay,  their  meeting  was  none  of  his  seeking  ;  but  he 
had  formed  a  plan  to  carry  ofif  the  Lady  Eveline  himself, 
for  he  was  a  wild  rover,  this  same  Randal ;  and  so  he 
came  disguised  as  a  merchant  of  falcons,  and  trained  out 
my  old  stupid  Raoul,  and  the  Lady  EveUne,  and  all  of  us, 
as  if  to  have  an  hour's  mirth  in  hawking  at  the  heron.  But 
he  had  a  band  of  Welsh  kites  in  readiness  to  pounce 
upon  us  :  and  but  for  the  sudden  making  in  of  Damian 
to  our  rescue,  it  is  undescribable  to  think  what  might 
have  come  of  us ;  and  Damian,  being  hurt  in  the  on- 
slaught, was  carried  to  the  Garde  Doloureuse  in  mere 
necessity  ;  and  but  to  save  his  life,  it  is  my  belief  my  lady 
would  never  have  asked  him  to  cross  the  drawbridge, 
even  if  he  had  oflfered." 

"Woman,"  said  the  Constable,  "think  what  thou 
say'st !  If  thou  hast  done  evil  in  these  matters  heretofore. 
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as  I  suspect  from  thine  own  story,  think  not  to  piit  it 
right  by  a  train  of  new  falsehoods,  merely  from  spite  at 
missing  thy  reward." 

"  Palmer,"  said  old  Raoul,  with  his  broken-toned  voice, 
cracked  by  many  a  hollo,  "  I  am  wont  to  leave  the 
btisiness  of  tale-bearing  to  my  wife  Gillian,  who  will 
tongue-pad  it  with  any  shrew  in  Christendom.  But  thou 
speak'st  like  one  having  some  interest  in  these  matters, 
and  therefore  I  will  tell  thee  plainly,  that  although  this 
woman  has  published  her  own  shame  in  avowing  her 
correspondence  with  that  same  Randal  Lacy,  yet  what 
she  has  said  is  true  as  the  Gospel ;  and,  were  it  my  last 
word,  I  would  say  that  Damian  and  the  Lady  Eveline 
are  innocent  of  all  treason  and  all  dishonesty,  as  is  the 
babe  unborn. — But  what  avails  what  the  like  of  us  say, 
who  are  even  driven  to  the  very  begging  for  mere  sup- 
port, after  having  lived  at  a  good  house,  and  in  a  good 
lord's  service — blessing  be  with  him  ! " 

'•  But  hark  you,"  continued  the  Constable,  "  are  there 
left  no  ancient  servants  of  the  house,  that  could  speak 
out  as  well  as  you  ?  " 

••  Humph  !  "  answered  the  huntsman — "  men  are  not 
willing  to  babble  when  Randal  Lacy  is  cracking  his  thong 
above  their  heads.  Many  are  slain,  or  starved  to  death 
— some  disposed  of— some  spirited  away.  But  there  are 
the  weaver  Flammock  and  his  daughter  Rose,  who  know 
as  much  of  the  matter  as  we  do." 

"  What  !— Wilkin  Flammock,  the  stout  Nether 
lander?"  said  the  Constable;  "he  and  his  blunt- but 
true  daughter  Rose?— I  will  venture  my  life  on  their 
faith.  Where  dwell  they? — What  has  been  their  lot 
amidst  these  changes  ?  " 

"  And  in  God's  name  who  are  you  that  ask  these 
questions  ?  "  said  Dame  Gillian.  "  Husband,  husband — 
we  have  been  too  free  ;  there  is  something  in  that  look 
and  that  tone  which  I  should  remember." 
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"Yes,  look  at  me  more  fixedly,"  said  the  Constable, 
throwing  back  the  hood  which  had  hitherto  in  some 
degree  obscured  his  features. 

"On  your  knees — on  your  knees,  Raoul ! "  exclaimed 
Gillian,  dropping  on  her  own  at  the  same  time,  "  it  is  the 
Constable  himself,  and  he  has  heard  me  call  him  old 
Hugh  I " 

"  It  is  all  that  is  left  of  him  who  was  the  Constable,  at 
least,"  replied  De  Lacy  ;  "and  old  Hugh  willingly  for- 
gives your  freedom,  in  consideration  of  your  good  news. 
Where  are  Flammock  and  his  daughter  ?  " 

"  Rose  is  with  the  Lady  Eveline,"  said  Dame  Gillian  ; 
"her  ladyship,  belike,  chose  her  for  bower-woman  in 
place  of  me,  although  Rose  was  never  fit  to  attire  so 
much  as  a  Dutch  doll." 

"The  faithful  girl!"  said  the  ConsUible.  "And 
where  is  Flammock?  " 

"Oh,  for  him,  he  has  pardon  and  favour. from  the 
King,"  said  Raoul ;  "and  is  at  his  own  house,  with  his 
rabble  of  weavers,  close  beside  the  Battle-bridge,  as  they 
now  call  the  place  where  your  lordship  quelled  the 
Welsh." 

"  Thither  will  I  then,"  said  the  Constable ;  "  and  will 
then  see  what  welcome  King  Henry  of  Anjou  has  for  an 
old  servant.    You  two  must  accompany  me." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Gillian,  with  hesitation,  "  you  know 
poor  folk  are  httle  thanked  for  interference  with  great 
men's  affairs.  I  trust  your  lordship  will  be  able  to  protect 
us  if  we  speak  the  truth  ;  and  that  you  will  not  look  back 
with  displeasure  on  what  I  did,  acting  for  the  best" 

"Peace,  dame,  with  awanion  to  ye!"  said  RaouL 
"  Will  you  think  of  your  own  old  sinful  carcass,  when  you 
should  be  saving  your  sweet  young  mistress  from  shame 
and  oppression?  And  for  thy  ill-tongue,  and  worse 
practices,  his  lordship  knows  they  are  bred  in  the  bone  of 
thee." 
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"  Peace,  good  fellow  ! "  said  the  Constable  ;  •*  we  will 
not  look  back  on  thy  wife's  errors,  and  your  fidelity  shall 
be  rewarded. — For  thou,  my  faithful  followers,"  he  said, 
turning  towards  Guarine  and  Vidal,  "when  De  Lacy 
shall  receive  his  rights,  of  which  he  doubts  nothing,  his 
first  wish  shall  be  to  reward  your  fidelity." 

"  Mine,  such  as  it  is,  has  been  and  shall  be  its  own 
reward,"  said  Vidal.  "  I  will  not  accept  favours  from 
him  in  prosperity,  who,  in  adversity,  refused  me  his 
hand — our  account  stands  yet  open." 

"Go  to,  thou  art  a  fool;  but  thy  profession  hath  a 
privilege  to  be  humorous,"  said  the  Constable,  whos^ 
weatherbeaten  and  homely  features  looked  even  hand- 
some, when  animated  by  gratitude  to  Heaven  aod 
benevolence  towards  mankind.  "We  will  meet,"  he 
said,  "at  Battle-bridge,  an  hour  before  vespers — I  shall 
have  much  achieved  before  that  time." 

"  The  space  is  short,"  said  his  esquire. 

"I  have  won  a  battle  in  yet  shorter,"  replied  the 
Constable. 

"In  which,"  said  the  minstrel,  "many  a  man  has 
died  that  thought  himself  well  assured  of  life  and  vic- 
tory." 

"  Even  so  shall  my  dangerous  cousin  Randal  find  his 
schemes  of  ambition  blighted,"  answered  the  Constable  ; 
and  rode  forwards,  accompanied  by  Raoul  and  his  wife, 
who  had  remounted  their  palfrey,  while  the  minstrel 
and  squire  followed  a-foot,  and,  of  course,  much  more 
slowly. 
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CHAP.    XXXI. 

Oh,  fear  not^fear  not,  good  Lord  JoJm, 

TJuxt  I  would  you  betray  y 
Or  sue  requital  for  a  debt, 

IVhich  nature  cannot  pay. 
Bear  witness,  all  ye  sacred  powers — 

Ye  lights  tJiat  'gin  to  shine— 
This  night  shall  prove  the  sacred  tie 

That  binds  your  faith  and  vtine. 

Ancient  Scottish  Ballad. 

I  EFT  behind  by  their  master,  the  two  dependants 
of  Hugh  de  Lacy  inarched  on  in  sullen  silence, 
I  like  men  who  dislike  and  distrust  each  other, 
though  bound  to  one  common  service,  and  partners, 
therc«>re,  in  the  same  hopes  and  fears.  The  dislike, 
indeed,  was  chiefly  upon  Guarine's  side ;  for  nothing 
could  be  more  indifferent  to  Renault  Vidal  than  was  his 
companion,  farther  than  as  he  was  conscious  that 
Philip  loved  him  not,  and  was  not  unlikely,  so  far  as  lay 
in  his  power,  to  thwart  some  plans  which  he  had  nearly 
at  heart.  He  took  little  notice  of  his  companion,  but 
hummed  over  to  himself,  as  for  the  exercise  of  hfs 
memory,  romances  and  songs,  many  of  which  were  com- 
posed in  languages  which  Guarine,  who  had  only  an  ear 
for  his  native  Norman,  did  not  understand. 

They  had  proceeded  together  in  this  sullen  manner 
for  nearly  two  hours,  when  they  were  met  by  a  groom  on 
horseback,  leading  a  saddled  palfrey.  "  Pilgrims,"  said 
the  man,  after  looking  at  them  with  some  attention, 
"which  of  you  is  called  Philip  Guarine?" 

"I,  for  fault  of  a  better,"  said  ^he  esquire,  "reply  to 
that  name." 

"  Thy  lord,  in  that  case,  commends  him  to  you,"  said 
the  groom  ;  "and  a^ds  you  this  token  by  which  you 
shall  know  that  I  am  his  true  messenger." 
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He  showed  the  esquire  a  rosary,  which  Philip  instantly 
recognised  as  that  used  by  the  Constable. 

•'I  acknowledge  the  token,"  he  said;  "speak  my 
master's  pleasure." 

"He  bids  me  say,"  replied  the  ridef,  "that  his  visit 
thrives  as  well  as  is  possible,  and  that  this  very  evening, 
by  time  that  the  sun  sets,  he  will  be  possessed  of  his  own. 
He  desires,  therefore,  you  will  mount  this  palfrey,  and 
come  with  me  to  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  as  your  presence 
will  be  wanted  there." 

"  It  is  well,  and  I  obey  him,"  said  the  esquire,  much 
pleased  with  the  import  of  the  message,  and  not  dissatis- 
fied at  being  separated  from  his  travelling  companion. 

"And  what  charge  for  me?"  said  the  minstrel,  ad- 
dressing the  messenger. 

"  If  you,  as  I  guess,  are  the  minstrel,  Renault  Vidal, 
you  are  to  abide  your  master  at  the  Battle-bridge,  accord- 
hig  to  the  charge  formerly  given." 

"  I  will  meet  him  as  in  duty  bound,"  was  Vidal's 
answer ;  and  scarce  was  it  uttered  ere  the  two  horsemen, 
turning  thteir  backs  on  him,  rode  briskly  forward,  and 
were  speedily  out  of  sight. 

It  was  now  fotn:  hours  past  noon,  and  the  sun  was 
dechning,  yet  there  was  more  than  three  hours'  space  to 
the  time  of  rendezvous,  and  the  distance  from  the  place 
did  not  now  exceed  four  miles.  Vidal,  therefore,  either 
for  the  sake  of  rest  or  reflection,  withdrew  fi-om  the  path 
into  a  thicket  on  the  left  hand,  from  which  gushed  the 
waters  of  a  streamlet,  fed  by  a  small  fountain  that  bubbled 
•up  amongst  the  trees.  Here  the  traveller  sat  himself 
down,  and  with  an  air  which  seemed  unconscious  of 
what  he  was  doing,  bent  his  eye  on  the  little  sparkh'ng 
font  for  more  than  half-an-hour,  without  change  of 
XKJSture  ;  so  that  he  might,  in  Pagan  times,  have  repre- 
sented the  statue  of  a  water-god  bending  over  his  urn, 
and  attentive  only  to  the  supplies  which  it  was  pourir 
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forth.  At  length,  however,  he  seemed  to  recall  hkneelf 
from  this  state  of  deep  abstraction,  drew  himself  up,  and 
took  some  coarse  food  from  his  pilgrim's  scrip,  as  if 
suddenly  reminded  that  life  is  not  supported  without 
means.  But  he  had  probably  something  at  his  heart 
which  affected  his  throat  or  appetite.  After  a  vain  at- 
tempt to  swallow  a  morsel,  he  threw  it  from  him  in  dis- 
gust, and  applied  him  to  a  small  flask,  in  which  he  had 
some  wine  or  other  liquor.  But  seemingly  this  also 
turned  distasteful,  for  he  threw  from  him  both  scrip  and 
bottle,  and,  bending  down  to  the  spring,  drank  deeply  of 
the  pure  element,  bathed  in  it  his  hands  and  face,  and 
arising  from  the  fountain  apparently  refreshed,  moved 
slowly  on  his  way,  singing  as  he  went,  but  in  a  low  and 
saddened  tone,  wild  fragments  of  ancient  poetry,  in  a 
tongue  equally  ancient. 

Journeying  on  in  this  melancholy  manner,  he  at  length 
came  in  sight  of  the  Batde-bridge ;  near  to  which  arose, 
in  proud  and  gloomy  strength,  the  celebrated  castle  of 
the  Garde  Doloureuse.  "  Here,  then,"  he  said — "  here, 
then,  I  am  to  await  the  proud  De  Lacy.  Be  it  so,  in 
God's  name ! — ^he  shall  know  me  better  ere  we  part " 

So  saying,  he  strode,  with  long  and  resolved  steps, 
across  the  bridge,  and  ascending  a  mound  which  arose 
on  the  opposite  side  at  some  distance,  he  gazed  for  a 
time  upon  the  scene  beneath — the  beautiful  river,  rich 
with  the  reflected  tints  of  the  western  sky — the  trees, 
which  were  already  brightened  to  the  eye,  and  saddened 
to  the  fancy,  with  the  hue  of  autumn— and  the  dark- 
some walls  and  towers  of  the  feudal  castle,  from  which, 
at  times,  flashed  a  glimpse  of  splendoiu*,  as  some  send- 
nd's  arms  caught  and  gave  back  a  transient  ray  of  the 
setting  sun. 

The  countenance  of  the  minstrel,  which  had  hitherto 
been  dark  and  troubled,  seemed  softened  by  the  quiet  of 
the  scene.  He  threw  loose  his  pilgrim's  dress,  yet  suf- 
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fering  part  of  its  dark  folds  to  hang  around  him  mantle- 
wise  ;  under  which  appeared  his  minstrel's  tabard.  He 
took  from  his  side  a  roU,  and  striking,  from  time  to 
time,  a  Welsh  descant,  sung  at  others  a  lay,  of  which  we 
can  offer  only  a  few  fragments,  literally  translated  from 
the  ancient  language  in  which  they  were  chanted,  pre- 
mising that  they  are  in  that  excursive  sjrmbolical  style  of 
poetry,  which  Taliessin,  Llewarch  Hen,  and  other  bards, 
had  derived  perhaps  from  the  time  of  the  Druids. 

I  asked  of  my  harp,  "  Who  hath  injured  thy  €h<M:ds  ?  " 

And  she  replied,  "  The  crooked  finger,  which  I  mocked  in  my 

tune." 
A  blade  of  silver  may  he  hended — z.  blade  of  steel  abideth — 
Kindness  fadeth  away,  but  vengeance  endureth. 

The  sweet  taste  of  mead  passeth  from  the  lips. 

But  they  are  long  corrodeal  by  the  juice  of  wormwood ; 

The  lamb  is  brought  to  the  shambles,  but  the  wolf  rangeththe 

mountain ; 
Kindness  fadeth  away,  but  vengeance  endureth. 

I  asked  the  red-hot  iron,  when  it  glimmered  on  the  anvil, 
**  Wherefore  glowest  thou  longer  than  the  firebrand  ?  " — 
"  I  was  bom  in  the  dark  mine,  and  the  brand  in  the  pleasant 

greenwood." 
Kindness  fadeth  away,  but  vengeance  endureth. 

I  asked  the  green  oak  of  the  assembly,  wherefwe  its  boughs 
were  dry  and  seared  like  the  horns  of  the  stag  ? 

And  it  showed  me  that  a  small  worm  had  gnawed  its  roots. 

The  boy,  who  remembered  the  scourge,  undid  the  udcket  of 
the  castle  at  midnight. 

Kindness  fadeth  away,  but  vengeance  endureth. 

Lightning  destroyeth  temples,  though  their  spires  pierce  the 

clouds; 
Storms  destroy  armadas,  though  their  sails  intercept  the  gale. 
He  that  is  in  his  glory  falleth,  and  that  by  a  contemptible 

enemy. 
Kindness  fadeth  away,  but  vengeance  endureth. 
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More  of  the  same  wild  images  were  thro\ra  out,  each 
bearing  some  analogy,  however  fanciful  and  remote,  to 
the  theme,  which  occurred  like  a  chorus  at  the  close  of 
each  stanza ;  so  that  the  poetry  resembled  a  piece  of 
music,  which,  after  repeated  excursions  through  fanciful 
variations,  returns  ever  and  anon  to  the  simple  melody 
which  is  the  subject  of  ornament. 

As  the  minstrel  sung,  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  bridge 
and  its  vicinity ;  but  when,  near  the  close  of  his  chant, 
he  raised  up  his  eyes  towards  the  dvstant  towers  of  the 
Garde  Doloureuse,  he  saw  that  the  gates  were  opened, 
and  that  there  was  a  mustering  of  guards  and  attendants 
without  the  barriers,  as  if  some  expedition  were  about  to 
set  forth,  or  some  person  of  importance  to  appear  on  the 
scene.  At  the  same  time,  glancing  his  eyes  around,  he 
discovered  that  the  landscape,  so  solitary  when  he  first 
took  his  seat  on  the  grey  stone  from  which  he  overlooked 
it,  was  now  becoming  fUled  with  figures. 

During  his  reverie,  several  persons,  solitary,  and  in 
groups,  men,  women,  and  children,  had  begun  to 
assemble  themsdves  on  both  sides  of  the  river,  and  were 
loitering  there,  as  if  expecting  some  spectacle.  There 
was  also  much  bustling  at  the  Flemings'  mills,  which, 
though  at  some  distance,  were  also  completely  imder  his 
eye.  A  procession  seemed  to  be  arranging  itself  there, 
which  soon  began  to  move  forward,  with  pipe  and  tabor, 
and  various  other  instruments  of  music,  and  soon  ap- 
proached, in  regular  order,  the  place  where  Vidal  was 
seated. 

It  appeared  the  business  in  hand  was  of  a  pacific  cha- 
racter ;  for  the  grey-bearded  old  men  of  the  little  settle- 
ment, in  their  decent  russet  gowns,  came  first  after  the 
rustic  band  of  music,  walking  in  ranks  of  three  and 
three,  supported  by  their  staves,  and  regulating  the 
motion  of  the  whole  procession  by  their  sober  and  staid 
pace.    After  these  fathers  of  the  settlement  came  Wilkin 
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Flammock,  mounted  on  his  mighty  war-horse,  and  in 
complete  armour,  save  his  head,  like  a  vassal  prepared 
to  do  military  service  for  his  lord.  After  him  followed, 
and  in  battle  rank,  the  flower  of  the  little  colony,  con- 
sisting of  thirty  men,  well  armed  and  appointed,  whose 
steady  march,  as  well  as  their  clean  and  glittering 
armour,  showed  steadiness  and  discipline,  although  they 
lacked  alike  the  fiery  glance  of  the  French  soldiery,  or 
the  look  of  dogged  defiance  which  characterised  the 
English,  or  the  wild  ecstatic  impetuosity  of  eye  which 
then  distinguished  the  Welsh.  The  mothers  and  the 
maidens  of  the  colony  came  next ;  then  followed  the 
children,  with  faces  as  chubby,  and  features  as  serious, 
and  steps  as  grave  as  their  parents  ;  and  last,  as  a  rear- 
guard, came  the  youths  from  fourteen  to  twenty,  armed 
with  tight  lances,  bows,  and  similar  weapons  becoming 
their  age. 

This  procession  wheeled  around  the  base  of  the  mound 
or  embankment  on  which  the  minstrel  was  seated 
crossed  the  bridge  with  the  same  slow  and  r^^ular  pace, 
and  formed  themselves  into  a  double  line,  facing  inwards, 
as  if  to  receive  some  person  of  consequence,  or  witness 
some  ceremonial.  Flanunock  remained  at  the  extremity 
of  the  avenue  thus  formed  by  his  countrymen,  and 
quietly,  yet  earnestly,  engaged  in  making  arrangements 
and  preparations. 

In  the  meanwhile,  stragglers  of  different  countries 
began  to  draw  together,  apparently  brought  there  by 
mere  curiosity,  and  formed  a  motley  assemblage  at  the 
fiarther  end  of  the  bridge,  which  was  that  nearest  to  the 
castle.  Two  English  peasants  passed  very  near  the 
stone  on  which  Vidal  sat. — "  Wilt  thou  sing  us  a  song, 
minstrel,"  said  one  of  them,  "  and  here  is  a  tester  for 
thee  ?  "  throwing  into  his  hat  a  small  silver  coin. 

•'I  am  under  a  vow,"  answered  the  minstrel,  "and 
may  not  practise  the  gay  science  at  present." 
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"  Or  you  are  too  proud  to  play  to  English  churls/* 
said  the  elder  peasant,  "for  thy  tongue  smacks  of  the 
Norman." 

"  Keep  the  coin,  nevertheless,"  said  the  younger  man. 
'•  Let  the  palmer  have  what  the  minstrel  refuses  to 
earn." 

"  I  pray  you  reserve  your  bounty,  kind  friend,"  said 
Vidal,  "  I  need  it  not ; — and  tell  me,  of  your  kindness, 
instead,  what  matters  are  going  forward  here." 

"Why,  know  you  not  that  we  have  got  our  Constable 
de  Lacy  again,  and  that  he  is  to  grant  solemn  investiture 
to  the  Flemish  weavers  of  all  these  fine  things  Harry  of 
Anjou  has  given? — Had  EMward  the  Confessor  been 
alive,  to  give  the  Netherland  knaves  their  guerdon,  it 
would  have  been  a  cast  of  the  gallows-tree.  But  come, 
neighbour,  we  shall  lose  the  show." 

So  sajring,  they  pressed  down  the  hill. 

Vidal  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  gates  of  the  distant  castle  ; 
and  the  distant  waving  of  banners,  and  mustering  of  men 
on  horseback,  though  imperfectly  seen  at  such  a  dis- 
tance, apprised  him  that  one  of  note  was  about  to  set 
forth  at  the  head  of  a  considerable  train  of  military  atten- 
dants. Distant  flourishes  of  trumpets,  which  came  faintly 
yet  distinctly  on  his  ear,  seemed  to  attest  the  same.  Pre- 
sently he  perceived,  by  the  dust  which  began  to  arise  in 
columns  betwixt  the  castle  and  the  bridge,  as  well  as  by 
the  nearer  sound  of  the  clarions,  that  the  troop  was  ad- 
vancing towards  him  in  procession. 

Vidal,  on  his  own  part,  seemed  as  if  irresolute  whether 
to  retain  his  present  position,  where  he  commanded  a  full 
but  remote  view  of  the  whole  scene,  or  to  obtain  a  nearer 
but  more  partial  one,  by  involving  himself  in  the  crowd 
which  now  closed  around  on  either  hand  of  the  bridge, 
unless  where  the  avenue  was  kept  open  by  the  armed 
and  arra)red  Flemings. 

A  monk  next  hurried  past  Vidal,  and  on  his  inquiring 
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as  formerly  the  cause  of  the  assembly,  answered,  in  a 
muttering  tone,  from  beneath  his  hood,  that  it  was  the 
Constable  de  Lacy,  who,  as  the  first  act  of  his  authority, 
was  then  and  there  to  deliver  to  the  Flemings  a  royal 
charter  of  their  immunities. 

"He  is  in  haste  to  exercise  his  authority,  methinks," 
said  the  minstrel. 

"  He  that  has  just  gotten  a  sword  is  impatient  to  draw 
it,"  replied  the  monk,  who  added  more  which  the  min- 
strel understood  imperfectly ;  for  Father  Aldrovand  had 
not  recovered  the  injtuy  which  he  had  received  during 
the  siege. 

Vidal,  however,  understood  him  to  say,  that  he  was 
to  meet  the  Constable  there,  to  beg  his  favourable  inter- 
cession. 

"I  also  will  meet  him,"  said  Renault  Vidal,  rising 
suddenly  from  the  stone  which  he  occupied. 

'*  Follow  me,  then,"  mumbled  the  priest ;  "  the  Flem- 
ings know  me,  and  will  let  me  forward." 

But  Father  Aldrovand  being  in  disgrace,  his  influence 
was  not  so  potent  as  he  had  flattered  himself ;  and  both 
he  and  the  minstrel  were  jostled  to  and  fro  in  the  crowd, 
and  separated  from  each  other. 

Vidal,  however,  was  recognised  by  the  English  pea- 
sants who  had  before  spoken  to  him.  '*  Canst  thou  do 
any  jugglers'  feats,  minstrel  ?  "  said  one.  '  •  Thou  may'st 
earn  a  fair  largess,  for  our  Norman  masters  Xov^jongUrie." 

"  I  know  but  one,"  said  Vidal,  "  and  I  will  show  it,  if 
you  will  yield  me  some  room." 

They  crowded  a  little  off  from  him,  and  gave  him  time 
to  throw  aside  his  bonnet,  bare  his  legs  and  knees,  by 
stripping  off  the  leathern  buskins  which  swathed  them, 
and  retaining  only  his  sandals.  He  then  tied  a  parti- 
coloured handkerchief  around  his  swarthy  and  sunburnt 
hair,  and  casting  off  his  upper  doublet,  showed  his 
brawny  and  nervous  arms  naked  to  the  shoulder. 
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But  while  he  amused  those  immediately  about  bini 
with  these  preparations,  a  commotion  and  rush  among 
the  crowd,  together  with  the  close  sound  of  trumpets, 
answered  by  all  the  Flemish  instruments  of  music,  as 
well  as  the  shouts  in  Norman  and  EngUsh,  of  "Long 
live  the  gallant  Constable  ! — Our  Lady  for  the  bold  De 
Lacy!"  announced  that  the  Constable  was  close  at 
hand. 

Vidal  made  incredible  exertions  to  approach  the  leader 
of  the  procession,  whose  morion,  distinguished  by  its 
lofty  plumes,  and  right  hand  holding  his  truncheon,  or 
leading-staff,  was  all  he  could  see,  on  account  of  the 
crowd  of  officers  and  armed  men  around  him.  At  length 
his  exertions  prevailed,  and  he  came  within  three  yards 
of  the  Constable,  who  was  then  in  a  small  circle  which 
had  been  with  difficulty  kept  clear  for  the  p^rpose  of  the 
ceremonial  of  the  day.  His  back  was  towards  the  min- 
strel, and  he  was  in  the  act  of  bending  from  his  horse  to 
deliver  the  royal  charter  to  Wilkin  Flammock,  who  had 
knelt  on  one  knee  to  receive  it  the  more  reverentially. 
His  discharge  of  this  duty  occasioned  the  Constable  to 
stoop  so  low  that  his  plume  seemed  in  the  act  of  mixing 
with  the  flowing  mane  of  his  noble  charger. 

At  this  moment,  Vidal  threw  himself,  with  singular 
agility,  over  the  heads  of  the  Flemings  who  guarded  the 
circle ;  and,  ere  an  eye  could  twinkle,  his  right  knee  was 
on  the  croupe  of  the  Constable's  horse — the  grasp  of  his 
left  hand  on  the  collar  of  De  Lacy's  buff-coat ;  then, 
clinging  to  his  prey  like  a  tiger  after  its  leap,  he  drew, 
in  the  same  instant  of  time,  a  short,  sharp  dagger — and 
buried  it  in  the  back  of  the  neck,  just  where  the  spine, 
which  was  severed  by  the  stroke,  serves  to  convey  to  the 
trunk  of  the  human  body  the  mysterious  influences  of  the 
brain.  The  blow  was  struck  with  the  utraost  accuracy 
of  aim  and  strength  of  arm.  The  unhappy  horseman 
dropped  from  his  saddle,  without  groan  or  struggle,  like 
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a  btill  in  the  amphitheatre,  under  the  steel  of  the  tauridor ; 
and  in  the  same  saddle  sat  his  murderer,  brandishing  the 
bloody  poniard,  and  urging  the  horse  to  speed. 

There  was  indeed  a  possibility  of  his  having  achieved 
his  escape,  so  much  were  those  around  paradysed  for  the 
moment  by  the  suddenness  and  audacity  of  the  enter- 
prise ;  but  Flammock's  presence  of  mind  did  not  forsake 
him-4ie  seized  the  horse  by  the  bridle,  and,  aided  by 
those  who  wanted  but  an  example,  made  the  rider  pri^ 
soner,  boimd  his  arms,  and  called  aloud  that  he  must 
be  carried  before  King  Henry.  This  proposal,  uttered 
in  Flammock's  strong  and  decided  tone  of  voice,  silenced 
a  thousand  wild  cries  of  murder  and  treason,  which  had 
arisen  while  the  different  and  hostile  natives,  of  whidi  the 
crowd  was  composed,  threw  upon  each  other  reciprocally 
the  charge  of  treachery. 

All  the  streams,  however,  now  assembled  in  one 
channel,  and  poured  with  unanhnous  assent  towards  the 
Garde  Doloureuse,  excepting  a  few  of  the  murdered 
nobleman's  train,  who  remained  to  transport  their  mas- 
ter's body,  in  decent  solemnity  of  mourning,  from  the  spot 
which  he  had  sought  with  so  much  pomp  and  triumph. 

When  Flammock  reached  the  Garde  Doloureuse,  he 
was  readily  admitted  with  his  prisoner,  and  with  such 
witnesses  as  he  had  selected  to  prove  the  execution  of 
the  crime.  To  his  request  of  an  audience,  he  was  an- 
swered, that  the  King  had  commanded  that  none  should 
be  admitted  to  him  for  some  time ;  yet  so  singular  were 
the  tidings  of  the  Constable's  slaughter,  that  the  captain 
^  of  the  guard  ventured  to  interrupt  Henry's  privacy,  in 
order  to  communicate  that  event;  and  returned  with 
orders  that  Flammock  and  his  prisoner  should  be  in- 
stantly admitted  to  the  royal  apartment.  Here  they 
found  Henry,  attended  by  sevMal  persons,  who  stood 
respectfully  behind  the  royal  seat,  in  a  darkened  part  of 
the  room. 
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When  Flammock  entered,  his  large  bulk  and  massive 
limbs  were  stmngely  contrasted  with  cheeks  pale  with 
horror  at  what  he  had  just  witnessed,  and  with  awe  at 
finding  himself  in  the  royal  presence-chamber.  Beside 
him  stood  his  prisoner,  imdaunted  by  the  situation  iii 
which  he  was  placed.  The  blood  of  his  victim,  which 
had  spirted  from  the  wound,  was  visible  on  his  bate  Hmbs 
and  his  scanty  garments ;  but  particularly  upon  his  brow, 
and  the  handkerchief  with  which  it  was  bound. 

Henry  gazed  on  him  with  a  stem  look,  which  the  other 
not  only  endured  without  dismay,  but  seemed  to  return 
with  a  frown  of  defiance. 

"  Does  no  one  know  this  caitiff?  "  said  Henry,  looking 
around  him. 

There  was  no  iounediate  answer,  until  Philip  Guaiine, 
stepping  from  the  group  which  stood  behind  the  royal 
chair,  said,  though  with  hesitation,  "So  please  you,  my 
liege,  but  for  the  strange  guise  in  which  he  is  now  ar- 
rayed,  I  should  say  there  was  a  household  minstrel  of 
my  master,  by  name  Renault  Vidal." 

"Thou  art  deceived,  Norman,"  replied  the  minstrel; 
"my  menial  place  and  base  lineage  were  but  assumed-^ 
I  am  Cadwallon  the  Briton — Cadwallon  of  the  Nine 
Lays — Cadwallon,  the  chief  bard  of  Gwenwyn  of  Powys- 
land-^and  his  avenger  !  " 

As  he  uttered  the  last  word,  his  looks  encountered 
those  of  a  palmer,  who  had  gradually  advanced  from  the 
recess  in  which  the  attendants  were  stationed,  and  now 
confronted  him. 

The  Welshman's  eyes  looked  so  eagerly  ghastly  as  if 
flying  from  their  sockets,  while  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone 
of  surprise,  mingled  with  horror,  "Do  the  dead  come 
before  monarchs? — Or,  if  thou  art  alive,  whom  have  I 
slain? — I  dreamed  not,  surely,  of  that  bound,  and  of 
that  home  blow? — ^yet  my  victim  stands  b^efore  me  I 
Have  I  not  slain  the  Constable  of  Chester?  " 
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"Thou  hast  indeed  slain  the  Constable,"  answered  the 
King;  "  but  know,  Welshman,  it  was  Jiandal  de  Lacy, 
on  whom  that  charge  was  this  morning  conferred,  by- 
cur  belief  of  the  loyal  and  faithftil  Hugh  de  Lacy's 
having  been  lost  upon  his  return  from  the  Holy  Land, 
as  the  vessel  iti  which  he  had  taken  passage  was  re- 
ported to  have  suffered  shipwreck.  Thou  hast  cut  short 
Randal's  brief  elevation  but  by  a  few  hours  ;  for  it>- 
moitrow's  sun  would  have  again  seen  him  without  land 
or  lordship." 

The  prisoner  dropped  his  head  on  his  bosom  in  evident 
despair.  "I  thought,"  he  murmured,  "that  he  had 
changed  his  slough  and  come  forth  so  glorious  all  too 
soon.  May  the  eyes  drop  out  that  were  cheated  with 
those  baubles,  a  plumed  cap  and  a  lacquered  baton  ! " 

"I  will  take  care,  Welshman,  thine  eyes  cheat  thee 
not  again,"  said  the  King  sternly;  "before  the  night 
is  an  hour  older,,  they  shall  be  closed  on  all  that  is 
■earthly/' 

"May  I  request  of  your  nobleness,"  said  the  Con- 
stable, "that  you  will  permit  me  to  ask  the  unhappy 
man  a  few  questions  ?  " 

"When  I  have  demanded  of  him  myself,"  said  the 
King,  "  why  he  has  dipped  his  hands  in  the  blood  of  a 
noble  Norman.". 

"  Because  he  at  whom  I  aimed  my  blow,"  said  the 
Briton,  his  eye  glancing  fiercely  from  the  King  to  De 
Lacy,  and  back,  "had  spilled  the  blood  of  the  de- 
scendant of  a  thousand  Idngs ;  to  which  his  own  gore, 
or  thine,  proud  Count  of  Anjou,  is  but  as  the  puddle  of 
the  highway  to  the  silver  fountain." 

Henry's  eye  menaced  the  audacious  speaker ;  but  the 
King  reined  in  his  ^vrath  when  he  beheld  the  imploring 
look  of  his  servant. — "  What  wouldst  thou  ask  of  him?" 
he  said  ;  "  be  brief,  for  his  time  is  short." 

"  So  please  you,  my  liege,  I  would  but  demand  where* 
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fore  he-  .has  for  years  forborne  to  tal^  the  life  be  aimed 
at,  when  it  was  in  his-  power-^nay,  when  it  must  have 
been  lost  but  for  his  seenungly  faithful  service  ?  " 

"  Norman,"  said  Cadwallon,  "  I  will  answer  thee. 
When  I  first  took  upon  me  thy  service,  it  was  well  my 
purpose  to  have  slain  thee  that  night  There  stands  the 
man,"  pointing  to  Philip  Guarine,  "to  whose  vigilance 
thou  owed'st  thy  safety." 

"  Indeed,"  said  De  Lacy,  "  I  do  remember  some  indi- 
cations of  such  a  purpose ;  but  why  didst  thou  for^[o  it 
when  followii^  opportunities  put  it  in  thy  power  ^  " 

"When  the  ^yer  of  my  sovereign  became  Qod's 
soldier,"  answered  Cadwallon,  "  and  served  his  cause  in 
Palestine,  he  was  safe  from  my  earthly  vengeance." 

"A  wonderful  forbearance  on  the  part  of  a  Welsh 
assassin  1 "  said  the  King  scornfully. 

"Ay,"  answered  Cadwallon;  "and  which  certain 
Christian  princes  have  scarce  attained  to,  who  have 
never  neglected  the  chance  of  pillage  or  conquest  affofded 
by  the  absence  of  a  rival  in  the  Holy  Crusade." 

"  Now,  by  the  Holy  Rood  "—said  Henry,  on  the  point 
of  bursting  out,  for  the  insult  affected  him  pecuhady ; 
but  suddenly  stopping,  he  said,  with  an  air  of  contempt, 
"  To  the  gailows  with  the  knave  I " 

"But  one  other  question,"  said  De  Lacy,  "Renault, 
or  by  whatever  name  thou  art  called.  Ever  since  my  re- 
turn thou  hast  rendered  me  service  inconsistent  with  thy 
stem  resolution  upon  my  life— thou  didst  aid  me  in  my 
shipwreck — and  didst  gxiide  "me  safdy  through  Wales, 
where  my  name  wotild  have  ensured  my  death  ;  and  all 
this  after  the  crusade  was  accomplished?  " 

"  I  could  explain  thy  doubt,"  said  the  bard,  "  but  that 
it  might  be  thought  I  was  pleading  for  my  life." 

"Hesitate  not  for  that,"  said  the  King  ;  "for  were 
our  Holy  Father  to  intercede  for  thee,  his  prayer  were  in 
vain." 
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"Well  then,"  said  the  bard,  ''kaow  the  truth— I 
was  too  proud  to  permit  either  wave  or  Welshman 
to  share  in  my  revenge.  Know  also,  what  is  perhaps 
Cadwallon's  weakness — use  and  habit  had  divided  my 
feelings  towards  De  Lacy,  between  aversion  and  admira- 
tion. I  still  contemplated  my  revenge,  but  as  something 
which  I  might  never  complete,  and  which  seemed  rather 
an  image  in  the  clouds,  than  an  object  to  which  I  must 
one  day  draw  near.  And  when  I  beheld  thee,"  he  said, 
turning  to  De  Lacy,  "this  vety  day  so  determined, 
so  sternly  resolved,  to  bear  thy  impending  fate  like  a 
man — that  you  seemed  to  me  to  resemble  the  last  tower 
of  a  ruined  palace,  still  holding  its  head  to  heaven,  when 
its  walls  of  splendour,  and  its  bowers  of  delight,  lay  in 
desolation  around — may  I  perish,  I  said  to  myself  in 
secret,  ere  I  perfect  its  ruin  !  Yes,  De  Lacy,  then,  even 
tbeo. — ^but  some  hours  since — hadst  thou  accepted  my 
proffered  hand,  I  had  served  thee  as  never  follower  served 
master.  You  rejected  it  with  scorn — and  yet,  notwith- 
standing that  insult,  it  required  that  I  should  have  seen 
you,  as  I  thought,  trampling  over  the  field  in  which  you 
slew  my  master,  in  the  full  pride  of  Norman  insolence, 
to  animate  my  resolution  to  strike  the  blow,  which,  meant 
for  you,  has  slain  at  least  one  of  your  usurping  race. 
— I  will  answer  no  more  questions — ^lead  on  to  axe  or 
gallows — ^it  is  indifferent  to  Cadwallon — my  soul  will  soon 
be  with  my  free  and  noble  ancestry,  and  with  my  beloved 
and  royal  patron." 

*•  My  liege  and  prince,"  said  De  Lacy,  bending  his 
knee  to  Henry,  "can  you  hear  this,  and  refuse  your 
ancient  servant  one  request  ? — Spare  this  man  ! — Ex- 
tinguish not  such  a  light,  because  it  is  devious  and 
wild." 

'*  Rise,  rise,  De  Lacy  ;  and  shame  theeof  thy  petition/* 
said  the  King.  "Thy  kinsman's  blood — the  blood  of  a 
noble  Norman,  is  on  the  Welshman's  hands  and  brow. 
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As  I  am  crowned  King,  he  shall  die  ere  it  is  wiped  off. — 
Here !  have  him  to  present  execution  ! " 

Cadwallon  was  instantly  withdrawn  iinder  a  guard. 
The  Constable  seemed,  by  action  rather  than  words,  to 
continue  his  intercession. 

"Thou  art  mad,  De  Lacy — thou  art  mad,  mine  old 
and  true  friend,  to  urge  me  thus,"  said  the  King,  com- 
pelling De  Lacy  to  rise.  *'  See'st  thou  not  that  my  care 
in  this  matter  is  for  thee  ? — ^This  Randal,  by  largesses  and 
promises,  hath  made  many  friends,  who  will  not,  perhaps, 
easily  again  be  brought  to  your  allegiance,  returning  as 
thou  dost,  diminished  in  power  and  weahh.  Had  he  lived, 
we  might  have  had  hard  work  to  deprive  him  entirely  of 
the  jjower  which  he  had  acquired.  We  thank  the  Welsh 
assassin  who  hath  rid  us  of  him  ;  but  his  adherents  would 
cry  foul  play  were  the  murderer  spared.  When  blood  is 
paid  for  blood,  all  will  be  forgotten,  and  their  loyalty  will 
once  more  flow  in  its  proper  channel  to  thee,  their  lawful 
lord." 

Hugo  de  Lacy  arose  from  his  knees,  and  endeavoured 
respectfully  to  combat  the  politic  reasons  of  his  wily 
sovereign,  which  he  plainly  saw  were  resorted  to  less  for 
his  sake  than  with  the  prudent  purpose  of  effecting  the 
change  of  feudal  authority,  with  the  least  possible  trouble 
to  the  country  or  Sovereign. 

Henry  listened  to  De  Lacy's  arguments  patiently,  and 
combated  them  with  temper,  until  the  death-drum  be- 
gan to  beat,  and  the  castle  bell  to  toll.  He  then  led 
De  Lacy  to  the  window  ;  on  which,  for  it  was  now  dark, 
a  strong  ruddy  light  began  to  gleam  from  without.  A 
body  of  men-at-arms,  each  holding  in  his  hand  a  blazing 
torch,  were  returning  along  the  terrace  from  the  execution 
of  the  wild,  but  high-soul'd  Briton,  with  cries  of  "Long 
Eve  King  Henry !  and  so  perish  all  enemies  of  the  gentle 
Norman  men  1 " 
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CONCLUSION. 

A  sun  kath  set — «it  star  hath  risen^ 

O  Geraldine  I  since  arms  of  thine 

Have  been  the  lovely  lady' s  prison. 

Coleridge. 

IOPULAR  fame  had  erred  in  assigning  to  Eveline 
Berenger,  after  the  capture  of  her  castle,  any 
confinement  more  severe  than  that  of  her  aunt 
the  Lady  Abbess  of  the  Cistertians'  convent  afforded.  Yet 
that  was  severe  enough ;  for  maiden  aunts,  whether 
abbesses  or  no,  are  not  tolerant  of  the  species  of  errors 
of  which  Eveline  was  accused  ;  and  the  innocent  damosel 
was  brought  in  many  ways  to  eat  her  bread  in  shame  of 
countenance  and  bitterness  of  heart.  Every  day  of  her 
confinement  was  rendered  less  and  less  endurable  by 
taunts,  in  the  various  forms  of  sympathy,  consolation,  and 
exhortation  ;  but  which,  stripped  of  their  assumed  forms, 
were  undisguised  anger  and  insult.  The  company  of 
Rose  was  aU  which  Eveline  had  to  sustain  her  under 
these  inflictions,  and  that  was  at  length  withdrawn  on 
the  very  morning  when  so  many  important  events  took 
place  at  the  Garde  Doloureuse. 

The  unfortunate  young  lady  inquired  i^  vain  of  a 
grim-faced  nun,  who  appeared  in  Rose's  place  to  assist 
her  to  dress,  why  her  companion  and  friend  was  de- 
barred attendance.  The  nun  observed  on  that  score  an 
obstinate  silence,  but  threw  out  many  hintv  on  the 
importance  attached  to  the  vain  ornaments  of  a  frail 
child  of  clay,  and  on  the  hardship  that  even  a  spouse 
of  Heaven  was  compelled  to  divert  her  thoughts  from 
her  higher  duties,  and  condescend  to  fasten  clasps  and 
adjust  veils. 

The  Lady  Abbess,  however,  told  her  niece  after  matins, 
that  her  attendant  had  not  been  withdrawn  from  her  for  a 
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space  only,  but  was  likely  to  be  shut  up  in  a  house  of  the 
severest  profession,   for  having  afiforded    her    mistress 
assistance  in  receiving  Damian  de  Lacy  into  her  sleeping 
apartment  at  the  castle  of  Baldringham. 

A  soldier  of  De  Lacy's  band,  who  had  hitherto  kept 
what  he  had  observed  a  secret,  being  off  his  post  that 
night,  had  now  in  Damian's  disgrace  found  he  might 
benefit  himself  by  telling  the  story.  This  new  blow,  so 
imexpected,  so  afflictivfe — this  new  charge,  which  it  was 
so  difl&cult  to  explain,  and  so  impossible  utterly  to  deny, 
seemed  to  Eveline  to  seal  Damian's  fate  and  her  own  ; 
while  the  thought  that  she  had  involved  in  ruin  her 
single-hearted  and  high-soul'd  attendant,  was  all  that  had 
been  wanting  to  produce  a  state  which  approached  to  the 
apathy  of  despair.  ' '  Think  of  me  what  you  will, "  she  said 
to  her  aunt,  "  I  will  no  longer  defend  myself— say  what 
you  will,  I  will  no  longer  reply — carry  me  where  you  will, 
I  will  no  longer  resist — God  will,  in  his  good  time,  clear 
my  fame — ^may  he  forgive  my  persecutors  ! " 

After  this,  and  during  several  hours  of  that  imhappy 
day,  the  Lady  Eveline,  pale,  cold,  silent,  glided  from 
chapel  to  refectory,  from  refectory  to  chapel  again,  at 
the  sUghtest  beck  of  the  abbess  or  her  official  sisters, 
and  seemed  to  regard  the  various  privations,  penances, 
admonitions,  and  reproaches,  of  which  she,  in  the 
course  of  that  day,  was  subjected  to  an  extraordi* 
nary  share,  no  more  than  a  marble  statue  minds  the 
inclemency  of  the  external  air,  or  the  rain-drops  which 
fall  upon  it,  though  they  must  in  time  waste  and  con- 
sume it. 

The  Abbess,  who  loved  her  niece,  although  her  affec- 
tion showed  itself  often  in  a  vexatious  manner,  became 
at  length  alarmed — coimtermanded  her  orders  for  re- 
moving Eveline  to  an  inferior  cell — attended  herself  to 
see  her  laid  in  bed  (in  which,  as  in  everything  else,  the 
young  lady  seemed  entirely  passive),  and,  with  something 
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like  reviving  tenderness,  kissed  and  blessed  htfr  on  leaving 
the  apartment.  Slight  as  the  mark  of  kindness  was,  it 
was  unexpected,  and,  like  the  rod  of  Moses,  opened  the 
hidden  fountains  of  waters.  Eveline  wept,  a  resource 
which  had  been  that'  day  denied  to  her — she  prayed-  - 
and,  finally,  sobbed  herself  to  sleep,  like  an  infant,  with 
a  mind  somewhat  tranquillised  by  having  given  way  to 
this  tide  of  natural  emotion. 

She  awoke  more  than  once  in  the  night  to  recall 
mingle^  and  gloomy  dreams  of  cells  and  of  castles,  of 
funerals  and  of  bridals,  of  coronets  and  of  racks  and 
gibbets  ;  but  towards  morning  she  fell  into  sleep  more 
sound  than  she  had  hitherto  enjoyed,  and  her  visions 
partook  of  its  soothing  character.  The  Lady  of  the 
Garde  Doloureuse  seemed  to  smile  on  her  amid  her 
dreams,  and  to  promise  her  votaress  protection.  The 
shade  of  her  father  was  there  also ;  and  with  the  bold- 
ness of  a  dreamer,  she  saw  the  paternal  resemblance 
with  awe,  but  without  fear;  his  lips  moved,  and  she' 
heard  words — their  import  she  did  not  fully  comprehend, 
save  that  they  spoke  of  hope,  consolation,  and  approach- 
ing happiness.  There  also  gUded  in,  with  bright  blue 
eyes  fixed  upon  hers,  dressed  in  a  tunic  of  saifron- 
coloured  silk,  with  a  mantle  of  cerulean  blue  of  antique 
fashion,  the  form  of  a  female,  resplendent  in  that  deh- 
cate  species  of  beauty  which  attends  the  fairest  com- 
plexion. It  was,  she  thought,  the  Britoness  Vanda  ; 
but  her  countenance  was  no  longer  resentful — her  long 
ydlow  hair  flew  not  loose  on  her  shoulders,  but  was 
mysteriously  braided  with  oak  and  mistletoe  ;  above  aU, 
her  right  hand  was  gracefully  disposed  of  imder  her 
mantle ;  and  it  was  an  unmutilated,  imspotted,  and 
beautifully  formed  hand  which  crossed  the  brow  of 
Evehne.  Yet,  imder  these  assurances  of  favour,  a  thrill 
of  fear  passed  over  her  as  the  vision  seemed  to  repeat  or 
ebant, 
377 

Digitized  by  Google 


TWE    BETROTHED. 

Widow'd  tidfe  and  wedded  maid. 
Betrothed,  betrayer,  and  betray'd. 
All  is  done  that  has  been  said  ; 
Vanda's  wrong  has  been  y-wroken — 
Take  her  pardon  by  this  token. 

She  bent  down,  as  if  to  kiss  Eveline,  who  started  at 
that  instant,  and  then  awoke.  Her  hand  was  indeed 
gently  pressed,  by  one  as  pure  and  white  as  her  own. 
The  Hue  ejres  and  fair  hair  of  a  lovely  female  face,  with 
half-veiled  bosom  and  dishevelled  locks,  flitted  through 
her  vision,  and  indeed  its  lips  approached  to  those  of  the 
lovely  sleeper  at  the  moment  of  her  awakening  j  but  it 
was  Rose  in  whose  arms  her  mistress  found  herself 
pressed,  and  who  moistened  her  face  with  tears,  as  in 
a  passion  of  affection  she  covered  it  with  kisses. 

"What  means  this,  Rose?"  said  Eveline;  "thank 
God,  you  are  restored  to  m^ ! — But  what  mean  these 
^  bursts  of  weeping  ?  " 

"Let  me  weep — ^let  me  weep,"  said  Rose  ;  " it  is  long 
since  I  have  wept  for  joy,  arid  long,  I  trust,  it  will  be  ere 
I  again  weep  for  sorrow.  News  are  come  on  the  spur 
from  the  GaJxie  DoIoureuse-^Amelot  has  brought  them 
— he  is  at  liberty— so  is  his  master,  and  in  high  favour 
with  Henry.  Hear  yet  more,  but  let  me  not  tell  it  too 
hastily — ^You  grow  pale." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Evehne ;  "go  on — go  on — I  think  I 
understand  you — I  think  I  do." 

"  The  villain  Randal  de  Lacy,  the  master^mover  of  all 
our  sorrows,  win  plague  you  no  more  ;  he  wias  slain  by 
an  honest  Welshman,  and  grieved  am  I  that  they  have 
hanged  the  poor  man  for  his  good  service.  Above  all, 
the  stout  old  Constable  is  himself  returned  from  Pales* 
tine,  as  worthy,  and  somewhat  wiser,  than  he  was  ;  for 
it  is  thought  he  will  renounce  his  contract  with  your 
lad5rship." 

"  Silly  girl,"  said  Evdine,  crimsoning  as  high  as  she 
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had  been  before  pale,  "jest  not  amidst  such  a  tale.^- 
But  can  this  be  reality? — Is  Randal  indeed  slain ?-<-and 
the  Constable  returned  ?  " 

These  were  hasty  and  hurried  questions,  answered  as 
hastily  and  confusedly,  and  broken  with  ejaculations  of 
surprise  and  thanks  to  Heaven,  and  to  Our  Lady,  until 
the  ecstasy  of  delight  sobered  down  into  a  sort  of  tranquil 
wonder. 

Meanwhile  Damian  Lacy  also  had  his  explanations  to 
receive,  and  the  mode  in  which  they  were  conveyed  had 
something  remarkable.  Damian  had  for  some  time  been 
the  inhabitant  of  what  our  age  would  have  termed  a 
dungeon,  but  which,  in  the  ancient  days,  they  called 
a  prison.  We  are  perhaps  censurable  in  making  the 
dwelling  and  the  food  of  acknowledged  and  convicted 
guilt  more  comfortable  and  palatable  than  what  the 
parties  could  have  gained  by  any  exertions  when  at 
large,  and  supporting  themselves  by  honest  labour ;  but 
this  is  a  venisd  error  compared  to  that  of  our  ancestors, 
who,  considering  a  charge  and  a  conviction  as  synony- 
mous, treated  the  accused  bdbre  sentence  in  a  manner 
which  would  have  been  of  itself  a  severe  punishment 
after  he  was  found  guiky.  Damian,  therefore,  notwith- 
standing his  high  binh  and  distinguished  rank,  was 
confined  after  the  manner  of  the  most  atrocious  mminal, 
was  heavily  fettered,  fed  on  the  coarsest  food,  and  expe- 
rienced only  this  alleviation,  that  he  was  permitted  to 
indulge  his  misery  in  a  solitary  and  separate  cell,  the 
wretched  furniture  of  which  was  a  mean  bedstead,  and 
a  broken  table  and  chair.  A  coffin — and  his  own  arms 
and  initials  were  painted  upon  it — stood  in  one  comer, 
to  remind  him  of  his  approaching  fate ;  and  a  crucifix 
was  placed  in  another,  to  intimate  to  him  that  there  was 
a  world  beyond  that  which  must  soon  close  upon  him. 
No  noise  could  penetrate  into  the  iron  silence  cf  his 
prison — no  rumotu',  either  touching  his  own  £ate  or  that 
379  n        I 

Digitized  by  CjOOgle 


THE  BrmoTHieD. 

of  his  friends.  Charged  with  being  taken  in  open 
arms  against  the  King,  he  was  subject  to  military  law, 
and  to  be  put  to  death  even  without  the  formality  of  a 
hearing ;  and  he  foresaw  no  milder  conclusion  to  his 
imprisonment. 

This  melancholy  dw^hig  had  been  the  abode  of 
Damian  for  nearly  a  month,  when,  strange  as  it  may 
seem,  his  health,  which  had  suffered  much  from  his 
wounds,  began  gradually  to  improve,  either  benefited 
by  the  abstemious  diet  to  which  he  was  reduced,  or 
that  certainty,  however  melancholy,  is  an  evil  better 
endured  by  many  constitutions  than  the  feverish  con- 
trast betwixt  passion  and  duty.  But  the  term  of  his 
imprisonment  seemed  drawing  speedily  to  a  close ;  his 
jailer,  a  sullen  Saxon  of  the  lowest  order,  in  more  words 
than  he  had  yet  used  to  him,  warned  him  to  look  to  a 
speedy  change  of  dwelling  ;  and  the  tone  in  which  he 
spoke  convinced  the  prisoner  there  was  no  time  to  be 
lost.  He  demanded  a  confessor,  and  the  jailer,  though 
he  withdrew  without  reply,  seem^  to  intimate  by  his 
manner  that  the  boon  would  be  granted. 

Next  morning,  at  an  unusually  eariy  hour,  the  chains 
and  bolts  of  the  cell  were  heard  to  clash  and  groan,  and 
Damian  was  startled  from  a  broken  sleep,  which  he  had 
not  enjoyed  for  above  two  hours.  His  eyes  were  bent  on 
the  slowly  opening  door,  as  if  he  had  expected  the  heads- 
man  and  his  assistants  ;  but  the  jailer  ushered  in  a  stout 
man  in  a  pilgrim's  habit 

"  Is  it  a  priest  whom  you  bring  me,  warden  ?  "  said  the 
unhappy  prisoner. 

••  He  can  best  answer  the  question  himself,"  said  Ac 
surly  official,  and  presently  withdrew. 

The  pilgrim  remained  standing  on  the  floor,  with  his 

back  to  the  small  window,  or  rather  loophole,  by  which 

the  cell  was  imperfectly  lighted,  and  gazed  intently  upon 

Damian,  who  was  seated  on  the  side  of  his  bed  :  his  pale 
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cheek  and.  dishevelled  hair  bearing  a  melancholy  cor- 
respondence to  his  heavy  irons.  He  returned  the  pil- 
grim's ^aze,  but  the  imperfect  light  only  showed  him 
that  his  visitor  was  a  stout  Old  man,  who  wore  the 
scallop-shell  on  his  bonnet,  as  a  token  that  he  had 
passed  the  sea,  and  carried  a  pahn-branch  m  his  hand,  to 
show  he  had  visited  the  Holy  Land. 

' '  Benedidte,  reverend  liaither, "  said  the  unhappy  young 
.man ;  "are  you  a  priest  come  to  iniburden  my  con- 
science?" 

"  I  am  not  a  priest,"  refdied  the  Palmer,  "but  one 
who  brings  you  news  of  discomfort" 

"  You  bring  them  to  one  to  whom  comfort  has  been 
long  a  stranger,  and  to  a  place  which  perchance  never 
knew  it,"  replied  Damian. 

"  I  may  be  the  bolder  in  my  communication/'  said  the 
Palmer  ;  ' '  those  in  sorrow  will  better  hear  ill  news  than 
those  whom  they  surprise  in  the  possession  of  content 
and  happiness." 

"  Yet  even  the  situation  oC  the  M^etched,"  said  Damian, 
"can  be  rendered  more  wretched  by  suspense.  I  pray 
you,  jreverend  sir,  to  spes^  the  worst  at  once*^If  you 
come  to  announce,  the  doom  of  this  poor  frame,  may  God 
be  gracious  to  the  spirit  which  must  be  violently  dis- 
missed from  it ! " 

"  I  have  no  such  charge,"  said  the  Palmer.  "  I  come 
irom  the  Holy  Land,  and  have  the  more  grief  in  finding 
you  thus,  beoiuse  my  message  to  you  was  one  addressed 
to  a  free  man  and  a  wealthy  one." 

"For  my  freedom,"  said  Damian,  "let  these  fetters 
speak,  and  this  apartment  for  my  wealth. — But  speak 
out  thy  news— should  my .  uneie— for  I  fear  thy  tale 
regards  him — ^want  either  my  arm  or  my  fortune,  this 
dungeon  and  my  degradation  have  further  pangs  than 
I  had  yet  supposed,  as  they  render  me  unable  to  aid 
him." 
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"Your  unde,  young  man,"  said  the  Palmer,  "is 
prisoner,  I  should  rather  say  slave,  to  the  great  Soldan, 
taken  in  a  battle  in  which  he  did  his  duty,  though  unable 
to  avert  the  defeat  of  the  Christians,  with  which  it  was 
-concluded.  He  was  made  prisoner  while  covering:  the 
retreat,  but  aot  until  he  had  slain  with  his  own  hand, 
for  his  misfortune  as  it  has  proved,  Hassan  All,  a 
fevounte  ofthe  SoMan.  The  cruel  pagan  has  caused 
the  worthy  knight  to  be  loaded  with  irons  heavier  th|m 
those  you  wear,  and  the  dungeon  to  which  he  is  confined 
would  mkke  this  seem  a  palace.  The  infidel's  first  reso- 
lution was  to  put  the  valiant  Constable  to  the  most 
^eadfiil  death  which  his  tormentors  could  devise.  But 
fame  told  him  that  Hugo  de  Lacy  was  a  man  of  great 
power  and  wealth ;  and  he  has  demanded  a  ransom  of 
ten  thousand  bezants  of  gold.  Your  uncle  replied  that 
the  payment  would  totally  impoveri^  him,  and  oUig^ 
liim  to  dispose  of  his  whole  estates  ;  even  then  he 
pleaded,  time  must  be  allowed  him  to  convert  them 
into  money.  The  Soldan  replied,  that  it  imported  little 
to  him  whether  a  hound  like  the  Constable  were  fat  or 
lean,  and  that  he  therefore  insisted  upon  the  full  amount 
<»f  the  ransom.  But  he  so  far  relaxed  as  to  make  it  pay- 
able in  three  portions,  on  condition  that,  along  with  the 
first  portion  of  the  price,  the  nearest  of  kin  and  heir  <Jf 
De  Lacy  must  be  placed  in  his  hands  as  a  hostage  for 
what  remained  due.  On  these  conditions  he  consented 
your  uncle  should  be  put  at  liberty  so  soon  as  you  arrive 
in  Palestine  with  the  gold." 

"  Now  may  I  indeed  call  myself  unhappy,"  said 
Damian,  "that  I  cannot  show  my  love  and  duty  to  my 
noble  imcle,  who  hath  ever  been  a  fother  to  me  in  my 
orphan  state." 

'*  It  will  be  a  heavy  disappointment,  doubtless,  to  the 
Constalde,"  said  th^  Palmer*  "because  he  was  eager  to 
return  to  this  happy  country,  to  fulfil  a  contract  of  mar* 
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fjage  which  he  had  formed  with  a  lady  of  great  beauty 
and  fortune." 

Damian  shrunk  together  in  such  sort  that  his  fetters 
clashed,  but  he  made  no  answer. 

"Ware  he  not  your  uncle,"  continued  the  Pilgrim, 
"  and  well  known  as  a  wise  man,  I  should  think  he  is  not 
quite  prudent  in  this  matter.  Whatever  he  was  before 
he  left  England,  two  summers  spent  in  the  wars  of  Pales- 
tine, and  another  amid  the  tortmres'  and  restraints  of  a 
heathen  prison,  have  made  him  a  sorry  bridegroom." 

"  Peace,  Pilgrim,"  said  De  Lacy,  with  a  commanding 
tone.  "  It  is  not  thy  part  to  censure  such  a  noble  knight 
as  my  uncle,  nor  is  it  meet  that  I  sho^dd  listen  to  your 
strictures." 

"  I  crave  your  pardcm,  young  man,,"  said  the  Palmer.' 
'*  I  spoke  not  without  some  view  to  your  interest,  whkh, 
zaethinks,  does  not  so  well  consort  with  thine  tmcle 
having  an  heir  of  his  body." 

"  Peace,  base  man  I "  said  Damian.  "  By  Heaven,  I 
think  worse  of  my  cell  than  I  did  before,  since  its  doors 
opened  to  such  a  counsellor,  and  of  my  chains,  since  they 
restrain  me  from  chastising  him. — Depart,  I  pray  thee." 

*'  Not  till  I  have  your  answer  for  your  uncle,"  answered 
the  Palmer,  "My  age  sooms  the  anger  of  thy  youth,  as 
the  rock  despises  the  foam  of  the  rivulet  dashed  against 
it." 

'•  Then  say  to  my  uncle,"  answered  Damian,  "  I  am  a 
prisoner,  or  I  would  have  come  to  him— -I  am  a  confis- 
cated *  beggar,'  or  I  would  have  sent  him  my  all," 

"Such  virtuous  purposes  are  easily  and  boldly  an- 
nounced," said  the  Palmer,  "when  he  who  speaks  theni 
knows  that  he  cannot  be  called  upon  to  make  good  the 
boast  of  his  tongue.  But  could  I  tell  thee  of  thy  re- 
storation to  freedom  and  wealth,  I  trow  thou  wouldst 
consider  twice  ere  thy  act  confirmed  the  sacrifice  thou 
liast  in  thy  present  state  promised  so  glibly." 
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*'  Leave  me,  I  prithee,  old  man,"  said  Damian  ;  •*  thy 
thought  cannot  comprehend  the  tenor  of  mine — go,  and 
add  not  to  my  distress  insults  which  I  have  not  the 
means  to  avenge. " 

"  But  what  if  I  had  it  in  my  power  to  place  thee  in  the 
situation  of  a  free  and  wealthy  man,  would  it  please  thee 
then  to  be  reminded  of  thy  present  boast  ?  for  if  not,  thou 
may'st  rely  on  my  discretion  never  to  mention  the  diflFer- 
ence  of  sentiment  between  Damian  bound  and  Damian 
at  liberty." 

"  How  meanest  thou  ?— H>r  hast  thou  any  meaning, 
save  to  torment  me  ?  "  said  the  youth. 

'•  Not  so,"  repiied  the  old  Palmer,  plucking  from  hfe 
bosom  a  parchment  scroll  to  which  a  heavy  seal  was 
'  attached.— '"  Know  that  thy  cousin  Randal  hath  been 
strangely  slain,  and  his  treacheries  towards  the  Constable 
and  thee  as  straagdy  discovered. '  The  King,  in  requital 
of  thy  sufferings,  hath  sent  thee  this  full  pardbn,  attd  wi- 
dowed thee  with  a  third  part  of  those  ample  estates 
which  by  his  death  revert  to  the  crown." 

"And  hath  the  King  also  restored  my  freedom  and 
my  right  of  blood?  "  exclaimed  Damian. 

"^''rom  this  moment,  forthwith,"  said  the  Pahnfer— 
"  look  upon  the  parchment— ^jehold  the  ro)ral  hand  and 
seal." 

"  I  must  have  better  proof. — Here,"  he  exclaimed, 
loudly  clashing  his  irons  at  the  same  time,  "here,  thou 
Dogget — ^warder,  son  of  a  Saxon  wolf-hound  !  " 

The  Palmer,  striking  on  the  door,  seconded  the  pre* 
vious  exertion*  for  summoning  the  jailer,  who  entered 
jw«ordingly. 

"Warder,"  said  Damian  de  Lacy,  in  a  stem  tone, 
"am  I  yet  thy  prisoner,  or  no?  " 

The  sullen  jsdler  consulted  the  Palmer  by  a  look,  and 
then  answered  to  Damian  that  he  was  a  fr^ee  man. 

"Then,  death  of  thy  heart,  slave,"  ssud  Damian,  inn* 
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patiently »  "why  hang  these  fetters  on  the  free  Kmbs  of  a 
Norman  noble  ?  each  moment  they  confine  him  are  worth 
a  Kfetime  of  bondage  to  such  a  serf  as  thou !  " 

"They  are  soon  rid  of,  Su:  Damian,"  said  the  man  ; 
"and  I  pray  you  to  talce  some  patience,  when  you  re- 
member that  ten  minutes  since  you  had  little  right  to 
'  think  these  bracdets  would  have  been  removed  for  any 
other  purpose  than  your  progress  to  the  scaffold." 

"  Peace,  ban-dog,"  said  Damian,  "and  be  speedy  ; — 
and  thou,  who  hast  brought  me  these  good  tidings,  I 
forgive  thy  former  bearing — thou  thoughtest,  doubtless, 
that  it  was  prudent  to  extort  from  me  professions  during 
my  bondage  which  might  in  honour  decide  my  conduct 
when  at  large.  The  suspicion  inferred  in  it  somewhat 
offensive,  but  thy  motive  was  to  insure  my  uncle's 
liberty." 

' '  And  is  it  really  your  purpose,"  said  the  Palmer,  "  to 
employ  your  newly-^gained  freedom  in  a  voyage  to  Syria, 
and  to  exchange  your  English  prison  for  the  dungeon  of 
theSoldan?" 

"  If  thou  thyself  wilt  act  as  my  guide,"  answered  the 
undaunted  youth,  "you  shall  not  say  I  dally  by  the 
way." 

"  And  the  ransom,"  said  the  Palmer,  "  how  is  that  to 
be  provided?" 

"  How,  but  from  the  estates,  which,  nominally  restored 
to  me,  remain  in  truth  and  justice  my  uncle's,  and  must 
be  applied  to  his  use  in  the  first  instance?  If  I  mistake 
not  greatly,  there  is  not  a  Jew  or  Lombard  who  would 
not  advance  the  necessary  sums  on  their  security. — 
Therefore,  dog,"  he  continued,  addressing  the  jailer, 
"  hasten  thy  unclenching  and  undoing  of  rivets,  and  be 
not  dainty  of  giving  me  a  httle  pain,  so  thou  break  no 
limb,  for  I  cannot  afford  to  be  stayed  on  my  journey." 

The  Palmer  looked  on  a  little  while,  as  if  surprised  at 
D^^nian's  determination,  then  exclaimed,  "I  can  keep 
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the  old  man's  secret  no  longer — such  bigh-sotiled  genero- 
sity must  not  be  sacrificed. — Hark  thee,  brave  Sir 
Damian,  I  have  a  mighty  secret  still  to  impart,  and  as 
this  Saxon  churl  understands  no  French,  this  is  no  unfit 
opportunity  to  communicate  it  Know  that  thine  nude 
is  a  changed  man  in  mind,  as  he  is  debilitated  and 
broken  down  in  body.  Peevishness  and  jealousy  have 
possessed  themselves  of  a  heart  which  was  once  strong 
and  generous  ;  his  life  is  now  on  the  dregs,  and,  I  grieve 
to  speak  it,  these  dregs  are  foul  and  bitter." 

"Is  l3iis  thy  mighty  secret?"  said  Damian.  "That 
men  grow  old,  I  know ;  and  if  with  infirmity  of  body 
comes  infirmity  of  temper  and  mind,  their  case  the  more 
strongly  claims  the  dutiful  observance  of  those  who  are 
bound  to  them  in  blood  or  affection." 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  Pilgrim,  "  but  the  Constable's  mind 
has  been  poisoned  against  thee  by  rumours  which  have 
reached  his  ear  from  England,  that  there  have  been 
thoughts  of  affection  betwixt  thee  and  bis  betrothed  bride 
Eveline  Berenger. — Ha !  have  I  touched  you  now?" 

"  Not  a  whit,"  said  Damian,  putting  on  the  strongest 
resolution  with  which  his  virtue  oould  supply  him— **it 
was  but  this  fellow  who  struck  my  shin-bone  somewhat 
sharply  with  his  hammer.  Proceed.  My  uncle  heard 
such  a  report,  and  believed  it  ?  " 

"  He  did,"  said  the  Palmer — **  I  can  well  aver  it,  since 
he  concealed  no  thought  fi-om  me.  But  he  prayed  me 
carefully  to  hide  his  suspicions  from  you,  'otherwise,* 
said  he,  '  the  young  wolf-cub  will  never  thrust  himsel 
into  the  trap  for  the  deliverance  of  the  old  he-wolf. — 
Were  he  once  in  my  prison-house,'  your  unde  continued 
to  speak  of  you,  '  he  should  rot  and  die  ere  I  sent  one 
penny  of  ransom  to  set  at  liberty  the  lover  of  my  be- 
trothed bride.*  •' 

"Could  this  be  my  unde's  sincere  purpose?"  said 
Damian,  all  aghast.    "  Could  he  plan  so  much  treachery 
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fowatds  me  as  to  leave  me  in  the  captivity  iiito  which  I 
threw  myself  tor  his  redemption  ? — Tush  !  it  cannot  be." 
**  Flatter  not  yourself  with  such  a  vain  opinion,"  said 
the  Palmer — "if  you  go  to  Syria,  you  go  to  eternal 
captivity,  while  your  uncle  returns  to  possession  of  wealth 
little  diminished— and  of  Ewline  Berenger." 

•*  Ha !  '•  ejaculated  Damian  ;  and  looking  down  for  an 
instant,  demanded  of  the  Palmer,  in  a  subdued  voice. 
What  he  \vould  have  him  to  do  in  such  an  extremity. 

"The  case  is-plain,  according  to  my  poor  judgment,** 
replied  the  Palmer.  "  No  one  is  bound  to  faith  with 
those  who  mean  to  observe  none  with  him.  Anticipate 
this  treachery  of  your  uncle,  and  let  his  now  Short  and 
infh-m  existence  moulder  ^out  in  the  pestiferous  cell  to 
which  he  would  condemn  your  youthful  strength.  ITie 
royal  grant  has  assigned  you  lands  enough  for  yMir 
honourable  support ;  and  wherefore  not  unite  with  them 
those  of  the  Garde  Doloureuse,? — Eveline  Berenger,  if  I  do 
not  greatly  mistake,  will  scarcely  say  nay.  Ay,  more-^I 
vouch  it  on  my  soul  that  she  will  say  yes,  for  I  have  sure  in*- 
formation  of  her  mind  ;  and  for  her  precontract,  a  werd 
from  Henry  to  his  Holiness,  now  that  they  are  in  the 
heyday  of  their  reconciliation,  will  obliterate  the  name 
Hugh  from  the  parchment,  and  insert  Damian  in  its 
stead." 

"  Now,  by  my  faith,"  said  Damian,  arising  and  placing 
his  foot  upon  the  stool,  that  the  warder  might  more  easily 
strike  off  the  last  ring  by  which  he  was  encumbered, — 
"  I  have  heard  of  such  things  as  this — I  have  heard  of 
beings  who,  with  seeming  gravity  of  word  and  aspect — 
with  subtle  counsels,  artfully  applied  to  the  frailties  of 
human  nature — ^have  haunted  the  cells  of  despairing  men, 
and  made  them  many  a  fair  promise,  if  they  would  but 
exchange  for  their  by-ways  the  paths  of  salvation.  Such 
are  the  fiend's  dearest  agents,  and  in  such  a  guise  hath 
the  fiend  himself  been  kno\vn  to  appear.     In  the  name 
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of  God,  old  man,  if  human  thou  art,  begone ! — I  like 
not  thy  words  €>r  thy  presence — I  spit  at  thy  counsels. 
And  mark  me,"  he  added,  with  a  menacing  gesture, 
"look  to  thine  own  safety — I  shall  presently  be  at 
liberty  I " 

"  Boy,"  replied  the  Palmer,  folding  his  arms  con- 
temptuously in  his  cloak,  ^ '  I  scorn  thy  menaces-^I  leave 
thee  not  till  we  know  each  other  better ! " 

"I  too,"  said  Damian,  "would  fain  know  whether 
thou  be'st  man  or  fiend  ;  and  now  for  the  trial ! "  As  he 
spoke,  the  last  shackle  fell  from  his  leg,  and  clashed  on 
the  pavement,  and  at  the  same  moment  he  sprung  on  the 
Palmer,  caught  him  by  the  waist,  and  exclaimed,  as  he 
made  three  distinct  and  desperate  attempts  to  lift  him  up, 
and  dash  him  headlong  to  the  earth,  "  This  for  ni«il'(;n- 
ing  a  nobleman — ^this  for  doubting  the  honour  of  a  knight 
•  —and  this  (with  a  yet  more  violent  exertion)  for  beljring 
a  lady  ! " 

Each  effort  of  Damian  seemed  equal  to  have  rooted  up 
a  tree  ;  yet  though  they  staggered  the  old  man,  they 
overthrew  him  not ;  and  while  Damian  panted  with  his 
last  exertion,  he  replied,  "And  take  thou  this,  for  so 
roughly  entreating  thy  father's  brother." 

As  he  spoke,  Damian  de  Lacy,  the  best  youthful 
wrestler  in  Cheshire,  received  no  soft  fall  on  the  floor  of 
the  dungeon.  He  arose  slowly  and  astounded  ;  but  the 
Palmer  had  now  thrown  back  both  hood  and  dalmatique, 
and  the  features,  though  bearing  marks  of  age  and  cli- 
mate, were  those  of  his  uncle  the  Constable,  who  calmly 
observed,  "  I  think,  Damian,  thou  art  become  stronger, 
or  I  weaker,  since  my  breast  was  last  pressed  against 
yours  in  our  country's  celebrated  sport.  Thou  hadst 
nigh  had  me  down  in  that  last  turn,  but  that  I  knew  the 
old  De  Lacy's  back-trip  as  well  as  thou. — But  wherefore 
kneel,  man?"  He  raised  him  with  much  kindness, 
kissed  his  cheek,  and  proceeded:  "Think  not,  my 
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dearest  nephew,  that  I  meant  in  my  late  disguise  to  try 
your  faith,  which  I  myself  never  doubted.  But  evil 
tongues  had  been  busy,  and  it  was  this  which  made 
me  resolve  on  an  experiment,  the  result  of  which  has 
been,  as  I  expected,  most  honourable  for  you.  And 
haow  (for  these  walls  have  sometimes  ears,  even  accord- 
ing to  the  letter),  there  are  ears  and  eyes  not  far  distant 
which  haVe  heard  aiid  seen  the  whole.  •  Marry,  I  wish 
though,  thy  last  hug  had  not  been  so  severe  a  one.  My 
ribs  still  feel  the  impression  of  thy  knuckles." 

"Dearest  and  honoured  imcle,"  said  Damian — **ex* 
Case**-. — 

"There  is  nothing  to  excuse,"  replied  his  uncle,  inter* 
irupthig  him.  "  Have  we  not  wrestled  a  turn  before  riow? 
But  tlMjre  remains  yet  one  trial  for  thee  to  go  through— * 
Get  thee  out  of  this  hole  speedily— don  thy  best  array  to 
accompany  me  to  the  church  at  noon ;  for^  Damian,  thou 
must  be  present  at  the  marriage  of  the  Lady  Eveline 
Berenger." 

This  proposal  at  once  struck  to  the  earth  the  unhappy 
young  man;  "For  mercy's  sake,"  he  exclaimed,  "  hold 
me  eiccused  in  this,  my  gracious  uncle  ! — I  ha^e  been  of 
late  severely  -wounded,  and  am  very  weak." 

"As  my  bones  can  testify,"  said  his  tmclei  "Why* 
man,  thou  hast  the  strength  of  a  Norway  bear." 

* •  Passion, "  answered  Damian,  ' '  might  give  mestrength 
for  a  moment;  but.  dearest  uncle,  ask  anjrthing  of  me 
rather  than  this.  Methinks,  if  I  have  been  fatUty;  some 
other  punishment  might  suffice." 

"I  tell  thee,"  said  the  Constable,  "thy  presence  is 
necessary— indispensably  necessary.  Strange  reports 
have  been  abroad,  which  thy  absence  on  this  occasion 
would  ga  far  to  confirm.  Eveline's  character  and  mine 
own  are  concerned  in  this." 

"If  so,"  said  Damian,  "if  it  be  indeed  so,  no  task 
win  be  toohsffd  for  me.    But  I  trust,  when  the  ceremony 
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is  over,  you  will  not  refuse  me  your  consent  to  take  the 
cross,  unless  you  should  prefer  my  joimog.the  troops 
destined,  as  I  heard,  for  the  conquest  of  Ireland." 

' '  Ay,  ay,"  said  the  ConstaWe  ;  "if  Eveline  grant  you 
permission,  I  will  not  withhold  mine." 

"Uncle,"  said  Damian,  somewhat  sternly,  "you do 
not  know  the  feelings  which  you  jest  with." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Constable,  "  I  compel  nothing- ;  for 
if  thou  goest  to  the  church,  and  likest  not  the  match, 
thou  mayest  put  a  stop  to  it  if  thou  wilt^-tbe  sacranient 
cannot  proceed  without  the  bridegroom's  consent" 

"  I  understand  you  not,  uncle,"  said  Damian ;  "you 
have  already  consented." 

"Yes,  Damian,"  he  said,  "I  have — to  withdraw  my 
claim,  and  to  relinquish  it  in  thy  favour;  for  if  Eveline 
Berenger  is  wedded  to-day,  thou  art  her  bridegroom  I 
The  Church  has  given  her  sanction — the  Kinc;  his 
approbation — the  lady  says  not  nay^and  the  question 
only  now  remains,  whether  the  bridegroom  will  say 
yes." 

The  nature  of  the  answer  may  be  easily  conceived ; 
nor  is  it  necessary  to  dwell  upon  the  splendour  of  the 
ceremonial,  Which,  to  atone  for  bi9  iMe  umnerited 
scvterity,  Hieiury  honoured  with  Jbis  own  presence. 
Amelot  dm), Rose  were  shortly  afterwards  ujSted,  old 
Flanmooek  having  been  previously  created  a  gentleman 
of  coat  armour^  that  the  gentle  Norman  blood  nught. 
without  utter  derogation,  mingle  with  the  meaner;  s^eam 
which  tinged  the  cheek  with  crimson,  and  meandered  in 
azure  over  the  lovely  neck  and  bosom  of  the  fair  Fleming.  . 
There  was  nothing  in  the  manner  of  the  Constable 
towards  his  nephew  and  his  bride,  which  could  infer  a 
regret  of  the  generous  scif-denial  which  he  had  exercised 
in  favour  of  their  youthful  passion.  But  he  soon  after, 
accepted  a  high  command  in  the  troops  destined  ■  to 
invade  Ireland ;  and  his  name  is  found  among  th^ 
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highest  in  the  roll  of  the  chivalrous  Normans  who  first 
united  that  fair  island  to  the  English  crown. 

Eveline,  restored  to  her  own  fair  castle  and  domains, 
failed  not  to  provide  for  her  Confessor,  as  well  as  for 
her  old  soldiers,  servants,  and  retainers,  forgetting  their 
errors,  and  remembering  their  fidelity.  The  Confessor 
was  restored  to  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt,  more  congenial 
to  his  habits  than  the  meagre  fare  of  his  convent.  Even 
Gillian  had  the  means  of  subsistence,  since  to  punish 
her  would  have  been  to  distress  the  faithful  Raoul.  They 
quarrelled  for  the  future  part  of  their  lives  in  plenty,  just 
as  they  had  formerly  quarrelled  in  poverty;  for  wrangling 
curs  will  fight  over  a  banquet  as  fiercely  as  over  a  bare 
bone.  Kaoul  died  first,  and  Gillian,  having  lost  her 
whetstone,  found  that  as  her  youthful  looks  decayed  her 
wit  turned  somewhat  blunt.  She  therefore  prudently 
commenced  devotee,  and  spent  hours  in  long  panegyrics 
on  her  departed  husband. 

The  only  serious  cause  of  vexation  which  I  can  trace 
the  Lady  Eveline  having  been  tried  with,  arose  from  a 
visit  of  her  Saxon  relative,  made  with  much  form,  but, 
unfortunately,  at  the  very  time  which  the  Lady  Abbess 
had  selected  for  that  same  purpose.  The  discord  which 
arose  between  these  honoured  personages  was  of  a  double 
character,  for  they  were  Norman  and  Saxon,  and,  more- 
over, differed  in  opinion  concerning  the  time  of  holding 
Easter.  This,  however,  was  but  a  slight  gale  to  disturb 
the  general  serenity  of  Eveline  ;  for  with  her  unhoped-for 
union  with  Damian  ended  the  trials  and  sorrows  of  ThB 
Betrothed. 


END  OF  THE  BETROTHED. 
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Chronicles  of  the  Canongate. 


CHAP.  I, 
Mr.  Oroftangry's  account  of  himself. 

I  IC  ITUR  AD  ASTRA— "This  is  the  path  to 
Heaven."    Such  is  the  ancient  motto  attached 

[  to  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  Canongate,  and 
which  is  inscribed,  with  greater  or  less  propriety,  upon 
all  the  public  buildings,  from  the  church  to  the  pillory, 
in  the  ancient  quarter  of  Edinburgh,  which  bears,  or 
rather  once  bore,  the  same  relation  to  the  Good  Town 
that  Westminster  does  to  London,  being  still  possessed 
of  the  palace  of  the  sovereign,  as  it  formerly  was  dig- 
mfied  by  the  residence  of  the  principal  nobility  and 
geutry^  I  may  therefore,  with  some  propriety,  put  the 
same  motto  at  the  head  of  the  literary  undertaking  by 
which  X  hope  to  illustrate  the  hitherto  undistinguished 
name  of  Chrystal  Croftangry. 

The  public  may  desire  to  know  something  of  an  author 
who  pitches  at  such  height  his  ambitious  expectations. 
The  gijntle  reader,  therefore — for  I  am  much  of  Captain 
Bobadil's  humour,  and  could  to, no  other  extend  myself 
so  far — the  genth  reader,  then,  will  be  pleased  to  under- 
stand, that  I  am  a, Scottish  gentleman  of  the  old  school, 
with  a  fortune,  temper,  and  person,  rather  the  worse  for 
wear.  I  have  known  the  world  for  these  forty  years, 
having  written  myself  man  nearly  since  that  period — and 
I  do  not  think  it  is  much  mended.  But  this  is  an  opinion 
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which  I  keep  to  myself  when  I  am  among  younger  folk, " 
for  I  recollect,  in  my  youth,  quizzing  the  Sexagenarians 
who  carried  back  their  ideas  of  a  perfect  state  of 
society  to  the  days  of  laced  coats  and  triple  ruffles,  and 
spme  of  them  to  tke  blood  and  blows  of  the  Forty-fi^  : 
^refore  I  am  .cautious  in  exercising  the  xigStt  of 
censorship,  which  is  supposed  to  be  acquired  by  men 
arrived  at,  or  approaching,  the  mysterious  period  of 
life,  when  the  numbers  of  seven  and  nine  multiplied 
into  each  other,  form  what  sages  have  tex;(ned  the  Grand 
Climacteric* 

Of  the  earlier  part  of  my  life  it  is  only  necessary  to 
say,  that  I  swept  the  boards  of  the  Parliament  Home 
with  the  skirts  of  my  gown  for  the  usual  number  of 
years  during  which  young  lairds  were  in  my  time  ex- 
pected to  keep  term — got  no  fees — laughed,  and  made 
others  laugh— drank  claret  at  Bayle's,  Fortune's,  and 
Walker's, — and  ate  oysters  in  the  Covenant  Close. 

Becoming  my  own  master,  I  flung  my  gown  at  the 
bar-keeper,  and  commenced  gay  man  on  my  own  account 
In  Edinburgh,  I  ran  into  all  the  expensive  society  which 
the  place  then  afforded.  When  I  went  to  my  house  in 
the  shire  of  Lanark,  I  emulated  to  the  utmost  tile  ex- 
penses of  men  of  large  fortune,  and  had  my  hunters, 
my  first-rate  pointers,  my  game-cocks,  and  feeders.  I 
can  more  easily  forgive  myself  for  these  follies,  than  for 
others  of  a  still  more  blameable  kind,  so  indifferently 
cloaked  over,  that  my  poor  mother  thought  herself 
obliged  to  leave  my  habitation,  and  betake  hers6lf  to  d, 
small  inconvenient  jointure-house,  which  she  occupied 
till  her  death.  I  think,  however,  I  was  not  exclusively 
to  blame  in  this  separation,  and  I  believe  my  mother 
afterwards  condemned  herself  for  being  too  hasty. 
Thank  God,  the  adversity  which  destroyed  the  means  of 
continuing  my  dissipation  restored  me  to  the  affections 
of  my  surviving  parent 
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■My  course  of  life  could  not  last.  I  ran  too  fast  to 
run  long ;  and  when  I  would  have  checked  my  career.  I 
was  perhaps  too  near  the  brink  of  the  precipice.  Some 
mjsbaps  I  prepared  by  my  own  folly,  others  came  upon 
me  unawares.  I  put  my  estate  out  to  nurse  to  a  fat 
man  of  business,  who  smothered  the  babe  he  should 
have  brought  back^^to  me  in  health  and  strength,  and,  in 
dispute  with  this  honest  gentleman,  I  found,  hke  a  skilful 
general,  that  my  position  would  be  most  judiciously 
assumed,  by  taking  it  up  near  the  Abbey  of  Holyrood.* 
It  was  then  I  first  became  acquainted  with  the  quarter, 
which  my  little  work  will,  I  hope,  render  immortal,  and 
grew  familiar  with  those  magnificent  wilds,  through 
which  the  Kings  of  Scotland  once  chased  ^.he  dark- 
brown  deer,  but  which  were  chiefly  recommended  to  me 
in  those  days,  by  their  being  inaccessible  to  those  meta- 
physical persons,  whom  the  law  of  the  neighbouring 
country  terms  John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe.  In  short, 
the  precincts  of  the  palace  are  now  best  known  as  being 
a  place  of  refuge  at  any  time  from  all  pursuit  for  civil 
debt.  * 

Diie  was  the  strife  betwixt  my  quondam  doer  and 
myself ;  during  which  my  motions  were  circumscribed, 
like  those  of  some  conjured  demon,  within  a  circle,  which, 
"beginning  at  the  northern  gate  of  the  King's  Park, 
thence  running  northways,  is  bounded  on  the  left  by  the 
King's  garden  wall,  and  the  gutter,  or  kennel,  in  a  line 
wherewith  it  crosses  the  High  Street  to  the  Watergate, 
and  passing  through  the  sewer,  is  bounded  by  the  walls 
of  the  Tennis  Court  and  Physic  Garden,  etc.  It  tlien 
follows  the  wall  of  the  churchyard,  joins  the  north-west 
wall  of  St.  Ann's  Yards,  and  going  east  to  the  clack 
mill-house,  turns  southward  to  the  turnstile  in  the  King's 
Park  wall,  and  includes  the  whole  King's  Park  within 
the  Sanctuary," 

These  limits,  which  I  abridge  from  the  accurate  Mait* 
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land,  once  mariced  the  Girth  or  Asylum  belonging:  to  the 
Abbey  of  Holyrood.  and  which,  being  still  an  appendage 
to  the  royal  palace,  has  retained  the  privilege  of  an 
asylum  for  civil  debt.  One  would  think  the  space  sttfli- 
cienUy  extensive  for  a  man  to  stretch  his  limbs  in,  as, 
besides  a  reasonable  proportion  of  levidl  ground  (oo»- 
sideringthat  the  scene  Mes  in  Scotland),  it  includes  within 
its  precincts  the  mountain  of  Arthui^'s  Seat,  and  th^ 
rooks  and  pasture  land  oaHed  Salisbury  Crags.  But  yet 
it  is  inexpressible  how,  after  a  certain  thne  had  elapsed, 
I  used  to  long  for  Sunday>  which  permitted  me  to  eMend 
my  walk  without  limitation.  Dhring  the  other  six  days 
of  the  week  I  felt  a  sickness  of  heart,  which,  but  for  the 
speedy  approach  of  die  hebdomadal  day  of  liberty,  I 
could  hardly  have  endured.  I  experienced  the  im- 
I)atienoe  of  a  mastiff,  who  tugs  in  vain  to  extend  the 
limits  which  his  chain  permits. 

Day  after  day  I  walked  by  the  side  of  the  kennel  which 
divides  the  Sanctuary  from  the  unprivileged  part  of  the 
Canongate  ;  and  though  the  montb  was  July,  and  the 
scene  the  old  town  of  Edinburgh,  I  preferred  it  to  the 
fresh  air  and  verdant  turf  which  I  might  have  enjoyed  in 
the  King's  Park,  or  to  the  cool  and  solemn  gloom  of  the 
portico  which  surrounds  the  palace.  To  an  indifferent 
person  either  side  of  the  gutter  would  have  seemed  mudh 
the  same — the  houses  equally  mean,  tlie  children  as 
ragged  and  dirty,  the  carmen  as  brutal,  the  whole  form- 
ing the  same  picture  of  low  life  in  a  deserted  and  im- 
poverished quarter  of  a  large  city.  But  to  me  the  gutter 
or  kennel  was  what  the  brook  Kedron  was  to  Shimei ; 
death  was  denounced  against  him  should  he  cross  it, 
doubtless  because  it  was  known  to  his  wisdom  who  pro- 
nounced the  doom,  that  from  the  time  the  crossing  the 
stream  was  debarred,  the  devoted  man's  desire  to  trans- 
gress the  precept  would  become  irresistible,  and  he 
would  be  sure  to  drawdown  on  his  head  the  penalty 
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wfaidi  he  had  already  justly  incurred  by  cursing  thtf^ 
anointed  of  God.  For  my  part,  all  Elysium  seemed 
openhig  on  the  other  side  of  the  kennel,  and  I  envied  the 
little  bkiokguards,  who,  stopping  the  current  with  then: 
little  damdikes  of  mud,  had  a  right  to  stand  on  either 
side  of  the  nasty  puddle  which  best  pleased  them.  I 
was  so  childish  as  even  to  make  an  occasional  excursion 
across,  were  it  only  for  a  few  yards,  and  felt  the  triumph 
of  a  school-boy,  who,  trespassing  in  an  orchard,  hurries 
back  again  with  a  fluttering  sensation  of  joy  and  terror, 
betwixt  the  pleasm-e  of  having  executed  his  purpose,  and 
the  fear  of  being  taken  or  discovered. 

I  have  sometimes  asked  myself,  what  I  should  have 
done  in  case  of  actual  imprisonment,  since  I  could  not 
bear  vrithout  impatience  a  restriction  which  is  compara- 
tively a  mere  trifle  ;  but  I  really  could  never  answer  the 
question  to  my  oVvn  satisfaction.  I  have  all  my  life  hated 
those  treachehMis  expedients  called  mexzo-iermini,  and 
it  is  possible  with  this  disposition  I  might  have  endured 
more  patieirfl^r  aw  absolute  privation  of  liberty  than  the 
more  modified  restrictions  to  which  my  residence  in 
the  Sanctuary  itt  this  period  subjected  me.  If,  how- 
ever, the  feelings  I  then  experienced  were  to  increase 
in  intensity  according  to  the  difference  between  a  jail 
and  my  actual  condition,  I  must  have  hanged  myself, 
or  pined  to  death  ;  there  could  have  been  no  other 
alternative. 

Amongst  many  companions  who  forgot  and  neglected 
me  of  coiu^e,  when  my  difficulties  seemed  to  be  inex- 
tricable, I  had  one  true  friend ;  and  that  friend  was  a 
barrister,  who  knew  the  laws  of  his  country  well,  and 
tracing  them  up  to  the  spirit  of  equity  and  justice  in 
which  they  originate,  had  repeatedly  prevented,  by  his 
benevolent  and  manly  exertions,  the  triumphs  of  selfish 
cunning  over  simplicity  and  folly.  He  undertook  my 
cause,  with  the  assistance  of  a  solicitor  of  a  character 
399  ^        , 

Digitized  by  CjOOgle 


CHIK>NICLC$  OF    THE   OMOHQAT€. 

similar  to  his  own.  My  quondam  doer  had  ensconced 
himself  chin-deep  among  legal  trenches,  hornworks  and 
Qpvered  ways  ;  but  my  two  protectors  shelled  him  out  of 
lus  defences,  and  I  was  at  length  a  free  man,  at  liberty  to 
go  Of  stay  wheresoever  my  mind  listed, 

I  left  my  lodgings  as  hastily  as  if  it  had  been  a  pest- 
house  ;  I  did  not  even  stop  to  receive  some  change  that 
was  due  to  me  on  settling  with  my  landlady,  and  I  saw 
the  poor  woman  stand  at  her  door  loc^ng  after  my  pre- 
cipitate flight,  and  shaking  her  head  as  she  wrapped  the 
silver  which  she  was  counting  for  me  in  a  separate  piece 
of  paper,  apart  from  the  store  in  her  o\vn  moleskin 
purse.  An  honest  Highland  woman  was  Janet  MacEvoy, 
and  deserved  a  greater  remuneration,  had  I  possessed 
the  power  of  bestowing  it.  But  my  eagerness  of  ddight 
was  too  extreme  to  pause  for  explanation  with  Janet 
On  I  pushed  through  the  groups  of  children,  of  whose 
sports  I  had  been  so  often  a  lazy  lounging  spectator.  I 
sprung  over  the  gutter  as  if  it  had  been  the  fatal  Styx« 
and  I  a  ghost,  which,  eluding  Pluto's  authority,  was 
making  its  escape  from  Limbo  Lake.  My  friend  had 
difficulty  to  restrain  me  from  running  like  a  madman  up 
the  street ;  and  in  spite,  of  his  kindness  and  hosi»tality, 
which  soothed  me  for  a  day  or  two,  I  was  not  qiute 
happy  until  I  found  myself  aboard  of  a  Leith  smack, 
and,  standing  down  the  Firth  with  a  fair  wind,  might 
snap  my  fingers  at  the  retreating  outline  of  Arthur's 
Seat,  to  the  vicinity  of  which  I  had  been  so  long  con- 
fined. 

It  is  not  my  purpose  to  trace  my  future  progress 
through  life.  I  had  extricated  myself,  or  rather  had 
been  freed  by  my  friends,  from  tlie  brambles  and  thickets 
of  the  law,  but,  as  befell  the  sheep  in  the  fable,  a  great 
part  of  my  fleece  was  left  behind  me.  Something  re- 
mained, however  ;  I  was  in  the  season  for  exertion,  and, 
as  my  good  mother  used  to  say,  there  was  always  life 
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for  living  folk.  Stem  necessity  gave  my  manhood  that 
prudence  which  my  youth  was  a  stranger  to.  I  faced 
danger,  I  endured  fatigue,  I  sought  foreign  climates, 
and  proved  that  I  belonged  to  the  nation  which  is  pro- 
verbially patient  of  labour  and  prodigal  of  life.  Inde- 
pendence, like  liberty  to  Virgil's  shepherd,  came  late, 
but  came  at  last,  with  no  great  affluence  in  its  train,  but 
bringing  enough  to  support  a  decent  appearance  for  the 
rest  of  my  life,  and  to  induce  cousins  to  be  civil,  and 
gossips  to  say,  "  I  wonder  who  old  Croft  will  make  his 
heir?  he  must  have  picked  up  something,  and  I  should 
not  be  surprised  if  it  prove  more  than  folk  think  of." 

My  first  impulse  when  I  returned  home  was  to  rush  to 
the  house  of  my  benefactor,  the  only  man  who  had  in 
my  distress  interested  himself  in  my  behalf.  He  was  a 
snuff-taker,  and  it  had  been  the  pride  of  my  heart  to 
save  the  ipsa  corpora  of  the  first  score  of  guineas  I  could 
hoard,  and  to  have  them  converted  into  as  tasteful  a 
snuff-box  as  Rimdell  and  Bridge  could  devise.  This  I 
had  thrust  for  security  into  the  breast  of  my  waistcoat, 
while,  impatient  to  transfer  it  to  the  person  for  whom  it 
was  destined,  I  hastened  to  his  house  in  Brown's  Square. 
Wh«i  the  front  of  the  house  became  visible,  a  feeling  of 
alarm  checked  me.  I  had  been  long  absent  from  Scot- 
land, my  friend  was  some  years  older  than  I ;  he  might 
have  been  called  to  the  congregation  of  the  just.  I 
paused,  and  gazed  on  the  house,  as  if  I  had  hoped  to 
form  some  conjecture  from  the  outward  appearance  con- 
cerning the  state  of  the  family  within.  I  know  not  how 
it  was,  but  the  lower  windows  being  all  closed,  and  no 
one  stirring,  my  sinister  forebodings  were  rather  strength- 
ened. I  regretted  now  that  I  had  not  made  inquiry 
before  I  left  the  inn  where  I  alighted  from  the  nwul- 
coach.  But  it  was  too  late ;  so  I  hurried  on,  eagi*/  to 
know  the  best  or  the  worst  which  I  could  learn. 

The  brass  plate  bearing  my  friend's  name  and  deSfgoa- 
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tion  was  still  on  the  door,  and  when  it  was  opened,  the 
old  domestic  appeared  a  good  deal  older,  I  thought, 
than  he  ought  naturally  to  have  looked,  considering  the 
period  of  my  absence.  "  Is  Mr.  Summerville  at  home?" 
said  I,  pressing  forward. 

"Yes.  sir,"  said  John,  placing  himself  in  opposition  to 
my  entrance,  "  he  is  at  home,  but " 

"But  he  is  not  in,"  said  I.  "I  remember  your  phrase 
of  old,  John.  Come,  I  will  step  into  his  room,  and  leave 
aline  for  him." 

John  was  obviously  embarrassed  by  my  familiarity.  I 
was  some  one,  he  saw,  whom  he  ought  to  recollect,  at 
the  same  time  it  was  evident  he  remembered  nothing 
about  me. 

"Ay,  sir,  my  master  is  in,  and  in  his  own  room, 
but" 

I  would  not  hear  him  out,  but  passed  before  him 
towards  the  well-known  apartment.  A  young  lady  came 
out  of  the  room  a  little  disturbed,  as  it  seemed,  and  said, 
* •  John,  what  is  the  matter  ?  " 

"A  gentleman.  Miss  Nelly,  that  insists  on  seeing  my 
master." 

"A  very  old  and  deeply  indebted  friend,"  said  I, 
"that  ventures  to  press  myself  on  my  much-respected 
benefactor  on  my  return  from  abroad." 

"  Alas,  sir,"  replied  she,  "  my  uncle  would  be  happy 
to  see  you,  but " 

At  this  moment,  something  was  heard  within  the 
apartment  like  the  falling  of  a  pkUe,  or  glass,  and  im- 
mediately after  my  friend's  voice  called  angrily  and 
eagerly  for  his  niece.  She  entered  the  room  hastily,  and 
so  did  I.  But  it  was  to  see  a  spectacle,  compared  with 
which  that  of  my  benefactor  stretched  on  his  bier  would 
have  been  a  happy  one. 

'  The  easy  chair  filled  with  cushions,  the  extended  limbs 
swathed  in  flannel,  the  wide  wrapping-gown  and  night- 
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cap,  showed  illness ;  but  the  dimmed  eye,  once  so 
replete  with  living  fire,  the  blabber  lip,  whose  dilation 
and  compression  used  to  give  such  character  to  his 
animated  countenance, — the  stammering  tongue,  that 
once  poured  forth  such  floods  of  masculine  eloquence, 
and  had  often  swayed  the  opinion  of  the  sages  whom 
he  addressed, — all  these  sad  symptoms  evinced  that  my 
friend  was  in  the  melancholy  condition  of  those  in  whom 
the  principle  of  animal  life  has  unfortunately  survived 
that  of  mental  intelligence.  He  gazed  a  moment  at  me, 
but  then  seemed  insensible  of  my  presence,  and  went  on 
— he,  once  the  most  courteous  and  well-bred  1 — to  babble 
unintelligible  but  violent  reproaches  against  his  niece  and 
servant,  because  he  himself  had  dropped  a  teacup  in 
attempting  to  place  it  on  a  table  at  his  elbow.  His  eyes 
caught  a  momentary  fire  from  his  irritation  ;  but  he 
struggled  in  vain  for  words  to  express  himself  adequately, 
as  looking  firom  his  servant  to  his  njece,  and  then  to  the 
table,  he  laboured  to  explain  that  they  had  placed  it 
(though  it  touched  his  chair)  at  too  great  a  distance 
from  him. 

The  young  person,  who  had  naturally  a  resigned 
'  Madonna-like  expression  of  countenance,  listened  to  his 
impatient  chiding  with  the  most  humble  submission, 
checked  the  servant,  whose  less  delicate  feelings  would 
have  entered  on  his  justification,  and  gradually,  by  the 
sweet  and  soft  tone  of  her  voice,  soothed  to  rest  the 
spirit  of  causeless  irritation. 

She  then  cast  a  look  towards  me,  which  expressed, 
'*  You  see  all  that  remains  of  him  whom  you  call  friend." 
It  seemed  also  to  say,  ' '  Your  longer  presence  here  can 
only  be  distressing  to  us  all." 

"  Forgive  me,  young  lady,"  I  said,  as  well  as  tears 
would  permit ;  "  I  am  a  person  deeply  obliged  to  your 
uncle.     My  name  is  Croftangry." 

"  Lord  !  and  that  I  should  not  hae  minded  ye,  Maister 
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Croftangry,"  said  the  servant.  ••  Ay,  I  mind  my  master 
had  muckle  fash  about  your  job.  I  hae  heard  him 
order  in  fresh  candles  as  midnight  chappit,  and  till't 
again.  Indeed,  ye  had  aye  his  gude  word,  Mr.  Croft- 
angry, for  a'  that  folks  said  about  you." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  John,"  said  the  lady,  somewhat 
angrily  ;  and  then  continued,  addressing  herself  to  me, 
"I  am  sure,  sir,  you  must  be  sorry  to  see  my  uncle  in 
this  state.  I  know  you  are  his  friend.  I  have  heard 
him  mention  your  name,  and  wonder  he  never  heard 
from  you."  A  new  cut  this,  and  it  went  to  my  heart. 
But  she  continued,  "I  really  do  not  know  if  it  is  right 
that  any  should — If  my  uncle  should  know  you,  which  I 
scarce  think  possible,  he  would  be  much  affected,  and 
the  doctor  says  that  any  agitation— But  here  comes 
Dr. to  give  his  own  opinion." 

Dr. entered.    I  had  left  him  a  middle-aged  man  ; 

he  was  now.  an  elderly  one  ;  but  still  the  same  benevo- 
lent Samaritan,  who  went  about  doing  good,  and  thought 
the  blessings  of  the  poor  as  good  a  recompense  of  his 
professional  skill  as  the  gold  of  the  rich. 

He  looked  at  me  with  surprise,  but  the  young  lady 
said  a  word  of  introduction,  and  I,  who  was  known  to 
the  doctor  formerly,  hastened  to  complete  it.  He  re- 
collected me  perfectly,  and  intimated  that  he  was  well 
acquainted  with  the  reasons  I  had  for  being  deeply 
interested  in  the  fate  of  his  patient.  He  gave  me  a 
very  raislancholy  account  of  my  poor  friend,  drawing 
me  for  that  purpose  a  little  apart  from  the  lady.  "  The 
light  of  life,"  he  said,  "  was  trembling  in  the  sodcet ;  he 
scarcely  expected  it  would  ever  leap  up  even  into  a 
momentary  flash,  but  more  was  impossible."  He  then 
stepped  towards  his  patient,  and  put  some  questions, 
to  which  the  poor  invalid,  though  he  seemed  to  recog- 
nise  the  friendly  and  familiar  voice,  answered  only  in  a 
faltering  and  uncertain  manner. 
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The  young  lady,  in  her  turn,  had  drawn  back  when 
the  doctpr  approached  his  patient.  "You  see  how  it  is 
■with  him,"  said  the  doctor,  addressing  me;  "I  have 
heard  our  poor  friend  in  one  of  the  most  eloquent  of 
his.  pleadings,  give  a  description  of  this  yery  disease, 
which  he  compared  to  the  tortures  inflicted  by  Mezen-  . 
tjus,  when  he  chained  the  dead  to  the  living.  The  soul, 
he  said,  is  imprisoned  in  its  dungeon  of  flesh,  and 
though  retaining  its  natural  and  unalienable  properties, 
can  no  more  exert  them  than  the  paptive  enclosed  within 
a  prison-house  can  act  as  a  free  agent.  Alas  !  to  see 
him^  who  could  so  well  describe  what  this  malady  was  in 
othprs,  a  prey  himself  to  its  infirmities  !  I  shall  never 
forget  the  solemn  tone  of  expression  with  which  he 
smnmed  up  the  incapacities  of  the  paralytic, — the 
deafened  ear,  the  Rimmed  eye,  the  crippled  limbs,— in 
the  noble  words  pf  Juvenal — 

'  *  omni 

Membrorum  damno  major,  dementia,  quae  nee 
Nomina  servorum,  nee  vultum  agnoscit  amiei.' 

As  the  physician  repeated  these  lines,  a  flash  of  intelli- 
gence seemed  to  revive  in  the  invahd's  eye — sunk  again 
— again  struggled,  and  he  spoke  more  intelligibly  than 
before,  and  in  the  tone  of  one  eager  to  say  something 
which  he  felt  would  escape  him  unless  said  instantly. 
"A  question  of  deathbed,  a  question  of  deathbed,  doctor 
— a  reduction  ex  capite  lecti — Withering  against  Wilibus 
— about  the  morbus  sonticus.  I  pleaded  the  cause  for 
the  pursuer — I,  and — and — ^Why,  I  shall  forget  my  own 
name — I,  and — he  that  was  the  wittiest  and  the  best- 
humoured  man  hving  " 

The  description  enabled  the  doctor  to  fill  up  the  blank, 
and  the  patient  joyfully  repeated  the  name  suggested. 
"Ay,   ay,"   he  said,   "just  he — Harry — poor  Harry" 

The  light  in  his  eye  died  away,  and  he  sunk  back 

in  his  easy  chair. 
40s 

Digitized  by  Google 


CHRONICLES    OF    THE    CANONGATE. 

"You  have  now  seen  more  of  our  poor  friend,  Mr. 
Croftangry,"  said  the  phjrsician,  "  than  I  dared  venture 
to  promise  you,  and  now  I  must  take  my  professional 
authority  on  me,  and  ask  you  to  retire.  Miss  Sommer- 
ville  will,  I  am  sure,  let  you  know  if  a  moment  should 
by  any  chance  occur  when  her  uncle  can  see  you." 

What  could  I  do  ?  I  gave  my  card  to  the  young  lady, 
and,  taking  my  offering  from  my  bosom — "  If  my  poor 
friend,"  I  said,  with  accents  as  broken  almost  as  his 
own,  "  should  ask  where  this  came  from,  name  me  ;  and 
say  from  the  most  obliged  and  most  grateful  man  alive. 
Say,  the  gold  of  which  it  is  composed  was  saved  by 
grains  at  a  time,  and  was  hoarded  with  as  much  avarice 
as  ever  was  a  miser's  : — to  bring  it  here  I  have  come  a 
thousand  miles,  and  now,  alas,  I  find  him  thus  ! " 

I  laid  the  box  on  the  table,  and  was  retiring  with 
a  lingering  step.  The  eye  of  the  invalid  was  caught  by 
it,  as  that  of  a  child  by  a  glittering  toy,  and  with  infan- 
tine impatience  he  faltered  out  inquiries  of  his  niece. 
With  gentle  mildness  she  repeated  again  and  again  who 
I  was,  and  why  I  came,  etc.  I  was  about  to  turn,  and 
hasten  from  a  scene  so  painful,  when  the  physician  laid 
his  hand  on  my  sleeve — **Stop,"  he  said,  "there  is  a 
change." 

There  was  indeed,  and  a  marked  one.  A  faint  glow 
spread  over  his  pallid  featiures — they  seemed  to  gain 
the  look  of  intelligence  which  belongs  to  vitality — his 
eye  once  more  kindled — his  lip  coloured — and  drawing 
himself  up  out  of  the  listless  posture  he  had  hitherto 
maintained,  he  rose  without  assistance.  The  doctor  and 
the  servant  ran  to  give  him  their  support.  He  waved 
them  aside,  and  they  were  contented  to  place  themselves 
in  such  a  position  behind  as  might  ensure  against  acci- 
dent, should  his  newly  acquired  strength  decay  as 
suddenly  as  it  had  revived. 

"  Mv  dear  Croftangry,"  he  said,  in  the  tone  of  kind- 
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ness  of  other  days,  ''I  am  glad  to  see  you  returned — 
You  find  me  but  poorly — but  my  little  niece  here  and 

Dr. are  very  kind — God  bless  you,  my  dear  friend  ! 

we    shall   not   meet   again   till  we  meet    in  a  better 
world." 

I  pressed  his  extended  hand  to  my  lips — I  pressed  it 
to  my  bosom — I  would  fain  have  flung  myself  on  my 
knees ;  but  the  doctor,  leaving  the  patient  to  the  young 
lady  and  the  servant,  who  wheeled  forward  his  chair, 
and  wert  replacing  him  in  it,  hurried  me  out  of  the 
room.  "My  dear  sir,**  he  said,  "you  ought  to  be 
satisfied  ;  you  hiave  seen  our  poor  invalid  more  like  his 
former  self  than  he  has  been  for  months,  or  than  he 
may  be  perhaps  again  until  all  is  over.  The  whole 
Faculty  could  not  have  assured  such  an  interval— I 
must  see  whether  anything  can  be  derived  from  it  to 
improve  the  general  health — Pray,  begone."  The  last 
argumient  hurried  me  from  the  spot,  agitated  by  a  crowd 
of  feelings,  all  of  them  painful. 

When  I  had  overcome  the  shock  of  this  great  dis- 
appointment, I  renewed  gradually  my  acquaintance  with 
one  or  two  okf  dbttipanions,  who,  though  of  infinitely 
less  interest  to  my  feelings  than  my  unfortunate  friend, 
served  to  relieve  the  pressure  of  actual  solitude,  and 
who  were  not  perhaps  the  less  open  to  my  advances, 
that  I  was  a  bachdor  somewhat  stricken  in  years,  newly 
arrived  from  foreign  parts,  and  certainly  independent,  if 
not  wealthy. 

I  was  considered  as  a  tolerable  subject  of  speculation 
by  some,  and  I  could  not  be  burdtensome  to  any  ;  I  was 
therefore,  according  to  the  ordinary  rule  of  Edinburgh 
hospitality,  a  welcome  guest  in  several  respectable 
families  ;  but  I  fodnd  no  one  who  could  replace  the  loss 
I  had  sustained  in  my  best  friend  and  benefactor.  I 
wanted  something  more  than  mere  companionship  could 
give  me;  and  where  was  I  to  look  for  it?— among  the 
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scattered  remnants  of  thpse  that  had  been  my  gay  friends 
of  yore  ? — ^alas  I 

Many  a  lad  I  loved  was  dead, 

And  many  a  lass  grown  eld. 

Besides  all  community  of  ties  between  us  had  ceased  to 
exist,  and  such  of  former  iriends  as  were  still  in  the 
world,  held  their  life  in  a  different  tenor  from  what  I 
did. 

Some  had  become  misers,  and  were  as  eager  in  saving 
sixpence  as  ever  they  had  been  in  spending  a  guinea. 
Some  had  turned  agriculturists--their  talk  was  of  oocen, 
and  they  were  only  fit  companions  for  graziers.  Some 
stuck  to  cards,  and  though  no  longer  deep  gamblers, 
rather  played  small  game  than  sat  out.  This  I  particu- 
larly despised.  The  strong  impulse  of  gaming,  alas  !  I 
had  felt  in  my  time — ^it  is  as  intense  as  it  is  criminal ; 
but  it  produces  excitation  and  interest,  and  I  can  con- 
ceive how  it  should  become  a  passion  with  strong  and 
powerful  minds.  But  to  dribble  away  life  in  exchanging 
bits  of  painted  pasteboard  round  a  green  table»  for  the 
piddling  concern  of  a  few  shillings,  can  only  be  excused 
in  folly  or  superannuation.  It  is  like  riding  on  a  rocking- 
horse,  where  your  utmost  exertion  never  carries  you  a 
foot  forward ;  it  is  a  kind  of  mental  treadmill,  where 
you  are  perpetually  climbing,  but  can  never  rise  an  inch. 
From  these  hints,  my  readers  will  perceive  I  am  in- 
capacitated for  one  of  the  pleasures  of  old  age,  which, 
though  not  mentioned  by  Cicero,  is  not  the  least  frequent 
resource  in  the  present  day, — the  dub-room,  and  the 
snug  hand  at  whist. 

To  return  to  my  old  companions  :  Some  frequented 
public  assembhes,  like  the  ghost  of  Beau  Nash,  or  any 
other  beau  of  half-a-century  back,  thrust  aside  by  titter- 
ing youth,  and  pitied  by  those  of  their  own  age.  In 
fine,  some  went  into  devotion,  03  the  French  term  it. 
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and  others»  I  fear,  went  to  the  devil ;  a  few  found 
resources  in  science  and  letters  ;  one  or  two  turned 
philosophers  in  a  small  way,  peeped  into  microscopes, 
and  became  familiar  with  the  fashionable  experiments 
of  the  day.  Some  took  to  reading,  and  I  was  one  of 
them. 

Some  grains  of  repulsion  towards  the  society  around 
me — some  painful  recollections  of  early  faults  and  follies 
— ^some  touch  of  displeasitfe  with  living  mankind,  in- 
(dined  me  rather  to  a  study  of  antiquities,  and  parti- 
cularly those  of  my  own  coimtry.  The  reader,  if  I 
can  prevail  on  myself  to  continue  the  present  work» 
will  iM-<rf>ably  be  able  to  'judge,  in  the  course  of  it, 
whether  I  have  made  any  useful  progress  in  the  study 
of  the  olden  times. 

I  owed  this  timi  of  study,  in  part,  to  the  conversa- 
tion of  my  kind  man  of  business,  Mr.  Fairscribe,  whom 
I  mentioned  as  having  seconded  the  efforts  of  my  in- 
valuable friend,  in  bringing  the  cause  on  which  my 
liberty  and  the  remnant  of  my  property  depended,  to 
a  favourable  decision.  He  had  given  me  a  most  kind 
reception  on  my  return.  He  was  too  much  engaged 
in  his  profession  for  me  to  intrude  on  him  often,  and 
perhaps  his  mind  was  too  much  trammelled  with  its 
details  to  permit  his  being  willingly  withdrawn  from 
them.  In  short,  he  was  not  a  person  of  my  poor  friend 
SommerVille's  expanded  spirit,  and  rather  a  lawyer  of 
the  ordinary  class  of  formahsts  ;  but  a  most  able  and 
excellent  man.  When  my  estate  was  sold,  he  retained 
some  of  the  older  title-deeds,  arguing,  from  his  own 
feelings,  that  they  would  be  of  more  consequence  to 
the  heir  of  the  old  family  than  to  the  new  purchaser. 
And  when  I  returned  to  Edinburgh,  and  found  him 
still  in  the  exercise  of  the  profession  to  which  he  was 
an  honour,  he  sent  to  my  lodgings  the  old  family  bible, 
which  lay  always  on  my  father's  table,  two  or  three 
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other  mouldy  volumes,  and  a  couple  of  sheep-^dn  bags, 
full  of  parchmaits  and  papers  whose  appearance  was  by- 
no  means  inviting. 

,The  next  time  I  shared  Mr.  Fairscribe's  hospitable 
dinner,  I  failed  not  to  return  him  due  thanks  for  his 
kindness,  which  acknowledgment,  indeed,  I  proportioned 
rather  to  the  idea  which  I  knew  he  entertained  of  the 
value  of  such  things,  than  to  the  interest  with  which  I 
myself  regarded  them.  But  the  conversation  turtting 
on  my  family,  who  were  old  proprietors  in  the  Upper 
Ward  of  Clydesdale,  gradually  excited  some  interest  in 
my  mind ;  and  when  I  retired  to  my  soHtary  paarlour, 
the  first  thing  I  did  was  to  lo6k  for  a  pedigree,  or  a  sort 
of  history  of  the  family,  or  House  of  Croftangry,  once 
of  that  Ilk,  latterly  of  Glentanner.  The  discoveries 
which  I  made  shall  enrich  the  next  chapter. 


CHAP.  II. 

In  which  Mr.  Croftangry  continues  his  Story. 

What's  property,  dear  Swift  ?    /  see  it  alter 
From  you  to  me,  from  me  to  Peter  Walter. — Pops. 

iROFTANGRY—  Croftandrew--Cro(ftanri<^e— 
Croftandgr^ — for  sa  mony  wise  hath  the  name 
been  spellit — ^is  weel  known  to  be  ane  house  of 
grit  antiquity  ;  and  it  is  said  that  King  Milcolumb.  or 
Malcolm,  being  the  first  of  our  Scottish  princes  quha 
removit  across  the  Firth  of  Forth,  did  refeide  and  occupy 
ane  palace  at  Edinburgh,  and  bad  there  ane  valziant 
man,  who  did  him  man-service,  by  keeping  the  croft,  or 
com  land,  which  was  tilled  for  the  convenience  of  the 
King's  household,  and  was  thence  calUt  Croft-an-ri, 
that  is  to  say,  the  King  his  croft  ;  quhilk  place,  though 
now  coverit  with  laggings,  is  to  this  day  called  Croft- 
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angry,  and  lyeth  near  to  the  royal  palace.  And  whereas 
that  some  of  those  who  bear  this  auld  and  honourable 
name  may  take  scorn  that  it  ariseth  from  the  tilling  of 
the  ground,  quhilk  men  account  a  slavish  occupation, 
yet  we  ought  to  honour  the  pleugh  and  spaide,  seeing  we 
all  derive  our  being  from  our  father  Adam,  whose  lot  it 
became  to  cultivate  the  earth,  in  respect  of  his  fall  and 
transgression. 

'  *  Also  we  have  witness,  as  weel  in  holy  writt  as  in 
profane  history,  of  the  honour  in  quhilk  husbandrie  was 
held  of  old,  and  how  prophets  have  been  taken  from  the 
pleugh,  and  great  captains  raised  up  to  defend  their  ain 
countries,  sic  as  Cincinnatus,  and  the  like,  who  fought 
not  the  common  enemy  with  the  less  valiancy  that  their 
arms  had  been  exercised  in  balding  the  stilts  of  the 
pleugh,  and  their  bellicose  skill  in  driving  of  yauds  and 
owsen. 

"Likewise  there  are  sindry  honourable  families, 
quhilk  are  now  of  our  native  Scottish  nobility,  and 
have  clombe  higher  up  the  brae  of  preferment  than 
what  this  house  of  Croftangry  hath  done,  quhilk  shahie 
not  to  carry  in  their  warlike  shield  and  insignia  of 
dignity,  the  tools  and  implements  the  quhilk  their  first 
forefathers  exercised  in  labouring  the  croft-rig,  or,  as 
the  poet  Virgilius  calleth  it  eloquently,  in  subduing  the 
soil.  And  no  doubt  this  ancient  house  of  Croftangry, 
while  it  continued  to  be  called  of  that  Ilk,  produced 
many  worshipful*  and  famous  patriots,  of  quhom  I  now 
praetermit  the  names  ;  it  being  my  purpose,  if  God  shall 
spare  me  life  for  sic  and  pious  officium,  or  duty,,  to 
resume  the  first  part  of  my  narrative  touching  the  house 
of  Croftangry,  when  I  can  set  down  at  length  the  evi- 
dents,  and  historical  witness  anent  the  facts  which  I 
shall  allege,  seeing  that  words,  when  they  are  unsup- 
ported by  proofs,  are  like  seed  sown  on  the  naked  rocks, 
or  like  an  house  tjiggit  on  the  flitting  and  faithless  sands." 
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Here  I  stopped  to  draw  breath  ;  for  the  style  of  my 
grandsure,  the  inditcr  of  this  goodly  nqatter,  was  rather 
lengthy,  as  our  American  friends  say.  Indeed,  I  re- 
serve the  rest  of  the  piece  until  I  can  obtain  admission 
to  the  Bannatyne  Club,  when  I  propose  to  throw  off  an 
edition,  limited  according  to  the  rules  of  that  erudite 
Society,  with  a  facsimile  of  the  manuscript,  emblazonry 
of  the  family  arms,  surrounded  by  their  quartering,  and 
and  a  handsome  disclamation  of  family  pride,  with  Hcbc 
nos  novimus  esse  nihil,  or  Vix  ea  nostra  voco. 

In  the  meantime,  to  speak  truth,  I  cannot  but  suspect, 
that  though  my  worthy  ancestor  puffed  vigorously  to 
swell  up  the  dignity  of  his  family,  we  had  never,  in  fact, 
risen  above  the  rank  of  middling  proprietors.  The 
estate  of  Glentanner  came  to  us  by  the  intermarriage  of 
my  ancestor  with  Tib  Sommeril,  tprmed  by  the  Southrons, 
Sommerville,  a  daughter  of  that  noble  house,  but  I  fear 
on  what  my  great  grandsire  calls  ' '  the  wrong  side  of  the 
blanket."  Her  husband,  Gilbert,  was  killed  fighting,  as 
the  Inquisitio  post  mortem  has  it,  *^  sub  vexillo  regis 
apud prcelium  juxta  Branxton.hlE.  Floddenfield." 

We  had  our  share  in  other  national  misfortunes — were 
forfeited,  like  Sir  John  Colville  of  the  Dale,  fpr  follow- 
ing our  betters  to  the  field  of  Langside  ;  and,  in  the 
contentious  times  of  the  last  Stuarts,  we  were  severely 
fined  for  harbouring  and  resetting  intercommuned 
ministers  ;  and  narrowly  escaped  giving  a  martyr  to  the 
Calendar  of  the  Covenant,  in  the  person  of  the  father  of 
our  family  historian.  He  "took  the  sheaf  firom  the 
mare,"  however,  as  the  MS.  expresses  it,  and  agreed  to 
accept  of  the  terms  of  pardon  offered  by  government, 
and  sign  the  bond,  in  evidence  he  would  give  no  farther 
ground  of  offence.  My  grandsire  glosses  over  his  father's 
backsliding  as  smoothly  as  he  can,  and  comforts  him- 
self with  ascribing  his  want  of  resolution  to  his  un- 
willingness to  wreck  the  ancient  name  and  family,  and 
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to  penilit  his  lands  and  lineage  to  fall  under  a  doom  of 
forfeiture. 

"And  indeed,'-  said  the  venerable  compiler,  "as, 
praised  be  God,  we  seldom  meet  in  Scotland  with  these 
belly-gods  and  voluptuaries,  whilk  are  unnatural  enough 
to  devour  their  patrimony  bequeathed  to  them  by  their 
forbears  in  chambering  and  wantonness,  so  that  they 
come,  with  the  prodigal  son,  to  the  husks  and  the  swine- 
trough  ;  and  as  I  have  the  less  to  dreid  the  existence  of 
such  unnatural  Neroes  in  mine  own  family  to  devour  the 
substance  of  their  own  house  like  brute  beasts  out  of 
mere  gluttonie  and  Epicurishnesse,  so  I  need  only  warn 
mine  descendants  against  over  hastily  meddling  with  the 
mutations  in  state  and  in  religion,  which  have  been  near- 
hand  to  the  bringing  this  poor  house  of  Croftangry  to 
perdition,  as  we  have  shown  more  than  once.  And 
albeit  I  would  not  that  my  successors  sat  still  altogether 
when  called  on  by  their  duty  to  Kirk  and  King  ;  yet  I 
would  have  them  wait  till  stronger  and  wealthier  men 
than  themselves  were  up,  so  that  either  they  may  have 
the  better  chance  of  getting  through  the  day  ;  or,  fail- 
ing of  that,  the  conquering  party  having  some  fatter 
quarry  to  live  upon,  may,  like  gorged  ha,wks,  spare  the 
smaller  game. " 

There  vi-as  somethmg  in  this  conclusion  which  at  first 
reading  piqued  me  extremely,  and  I  was  so  unnatural  as 
to  curse  the  whole  concern,  as  poor,  bald,  pitiful  trash, 
in  which  a  silly  old  man  was  saying  a  great  deal  about 
nothing  at  all.  Nay,  my  first  impression  was  to  thrust 
it  into  the  fire,  the  rather  that  it  reminded  me,  in  no  very 
flattering  manner,  of  the  loss  of  the  family  property,  to 
which  the  compiler  of  the  history  was  so  much  attached, 
in  the  very  manner  which  he  most  severely  reprobated. 
It  even  seemed  to  my  aggrieved  feelings,  that  his  un- 
prescient  gaze  on  futurity,  in  which  he  could  not  antici- 
pate the  folly  of  one  of  his  descendants,  who  should 
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throw  away  the  whole  inheritance  in  a  few  years  of  idle 
expense  and  folly,  was  meant  as  a  personal  incivility 
to  myself,  though  written  fifty  or  sixty  years  before  I  was 
bom. 

A  little  reflection  made  me  ashamed  of  this  feeling  of 
impatience,  and  as  I  looked  at  the  even,  concise,  yet 
tremulous  hand  in  which  the  manuscript  was  written,  I 
could  not  help  thinking,  according  to  an  opinion  I  have 
heard  seriously  maintained,  that  something  of  a  man's 
character  may  be  conjectured  from  his  handwriting. 
That  neat,  but  crowded  and  constrained  small  hand, 
argued  a  man  of  a  good  conscience,  well-regulated 
passions,  and,  to  use  his  own  phrase,  an  upright  walk  in 
life  ;  but  it  also  indicated  narrowness  of  spirit,  inveterate 
prejudice,  and  hinted  at  some  degree  of  intolerance, 
•which,  though  not  natural  to  the  disposition,  had  arisen 
out  of  a  Umited  education.  The  passages  from  Scripture 
and  the  classics,  rather  profusely  than  happily  intro- 
duced, and  written  in  a  half-text  character  to  mark  their 
importance,  illustrated  that  peculiar  sort  of  pedantry, 
which  always  considers  the  argument  as  gained,  if 
secured  by  a  quotation.  Then  the  flourished  capital 
letters,  which  ornamented  the  commencement  of  each 
paragraph,  and  the  name  of  his  family  and  of  his  ances- 
tors, whenever  these  occurred  in  the  page,  do  they  not 
express  forcibly  the  pride  and  sense  of  importance  with 
which  the  author  undertook  and  accomplished  his  task  ? 
I  persuaded  myself,  the  whole  was  so  complete  a  por- 
trait of  the  man,  that  it  would  not  have  been  a  more  un- 
dutiful  act  to  have  defaced  his  picture,  or  even  to  have 
disturbed  his  bones  in  his  coffin,  than  to  destroy  his 
manuscript.  I  thought,  for  a  moment,  of  presenting  it 
to  Mr.  Fairscribe  ;  but  that  confounded  passage  about 
the  prodigal  and  swine-trough — I  settled  at  last  it  was  as 
well  to  lock  it  up  in  my  own  bureau,  with  the  indention 
to  look  at  it  no  more. 
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But  I  do  not  know  how  it  was,  that  the  subject  began 
to  sit  nearer  my  heart  than  I  was  aware  of,  and  I  found 
myself  repeatedly  engaged  in  reading  descriptions  of 
farms  which  were  no  longer  mine,  and  boundaries  which 
marked  the  property  of  others.  A  love  of  the  natalc 
solum,  if  Swift  be  right  in  translating  these  words 
"  family  estate,"  began  to  awaken  in  my  bosom  ;  the 
recollections  of  my  own  youth  adding  little  to  it,  save 
what  was  connected  with  field-sports.  A  career  of 
pleasture  is  imfavourable  for  acquiring  a  taste  for  natural 
beauty,  and  stiU  more  so  for  forming  associations  of  a 
sentimental  kind,  connecting  us  with  the  inanimate 
objects  aroimd  us. 

I  had  thought  httle  about  my  estate,  while  I  possessed 
and  was  wasting  it,  unless  as  affording  the  rude  materials 
out  of  which  a  certain  inferior  race  of  creatures,  called 
tenants,  were  bound  to  produce  (in  a  greater  quantity 
than  they  actually  did)  a  certain  return  called  rent, 
which  was  destined  to  supply  my  expenses.  This  was 
my  general  view  of  the  matter.  Of  particular  places,  I 
recollected  that  Garval  Hill  was  a  famous  piece  of  rough 
upland  pasture,  for  rearing  young  colts,  and  teaching 
them  to  throw  their  feet— tiiat  Minion  Bum  had  the 
finest  yellow  trout  in  the  country,— that  Seggycleugh 
was  unequalled  for  woodcocks— that  Bengibbert  Moors 
afforded  excellent  moorfowl-shooting,  and  that  the  clear 
bubbling  fountain  called  the  Harper's  Well  was  the  best 
recipe  in  the  world  on  the  morning  after  a  Hard-go  with 
my  neighbour  fox-hunters.  Still  these  ideas  recalled,  by 
degrees,  pictures,  of  which  I  had  since  learned  to  appre- 
ciate the  merit — scenes  of  silent  loneliness,  where  exten- 
sive moors,  undulating  into  wild  hills,  were  only  disturbed 
by  the  whistle  of  the  plover,  or  the  crow  of  the  heath- 
cock  ;  wild  ravines  creeping  up  into  mountains,  filled 
with  natural  wood,  and  which,  when  traced  downwards 
idong  the  path  formed  by  shepherds  and  nutters,  were 
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found  gradually  to  enlarge  and  deepen,  as  each  formed 
a  channel  to  its  own  brook,  sometimes  bordered  by  steep 
banks  of  earth,  often  with  the  more  romantic  boundary 
of  naked  rocks  or  cliifs,  crested  with  oak,  mountain<«sh, 
and  hazel, — ^all  gratifying  the  eye  the  more  that  the 
scenery  was,  from  the  bare  nature  of  the  country  around, 
totally  unexpected. 

I  had  recollections,  too,  of  fair  and  fertile  holms,  or 
level  plains,  extending  between  the  wooded  banks  and 
the*  bold  stream  of  the  Clyde,  which,  coloured  like  pure 
amber,  or  rather  having  the  hue  of  the  pebbles  called 
Cairngorm,  rushes  over  sheets  of  rock  and  beds  of  gravel, 
inspiring  a  species  of  awe  from  the  few  and  faithless 
fords  which  it  presents,  and  the  frequency  of  fatal 
accidents,  now  diminished  by  the  number  of  bridges. 
These  alluvial  holms  were  frequently  bordered  by  triple 
and  qxiadruple  rows  of  large  trees,  which  gracefully 
mariced  their  boimdary,  and  dipped  their  long  arms 
into  the  foaming  stream  of  the  river.  Other  places  I 
remembered,  which  had  been  described  by  the  old  hunts- 
man as  the  lodge  of  tremendous  wild-cats,  or  the  spot 
where  tradition  stated  the  mighty  stag  to  have  been 
brought  to  bay,  or  where  heroes,  whose  might  was  now 
as  much  forgotten,  were  said  to  have  been  slain  by 
surprise,  or  in  battle. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  these  finished  landscapes 
became  visible  before  the  eyes  of  my  imagination^  as  the 
scenery  of  the  stage  is  disdosed  by  the  rising  of  the 
curtain.  I  have  said,  that  I  had  looked  upon  the 
coimtry  around  me,  during  the  hurried  and  dissipated 
period  of  my  life,  with  the  eyes  indeed  of  my  body,  but 
without  those  of  my  understanding.  It  was  piece  by 
piece,  as  a  child  picks  out  its  lesson,  that  I  began  to 
recollect  the  beauties  of  nature  which  had  once  surrounded 
me  in  the  home  of  my  forefathers.  A  natural  taste  ftw 
them  must  have  lurked  ^t  the  bottom  of  my  heart, 
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which  awakened  when  I  was  in  fqreign  countries,  and 
becoming  by  degrees  a  favourite  passion,  gradually 
turned  its  eyes  inwards,  and  ransacked  the  neglected 
stores  which  my  memory  had  involuntarily  recorded, 
and  when  excited,  exerted  herself  to  collect  and  to 
complete. 

I  began  now  to  regret  more  bitterly  than  ever  the 
having  fooled  away  my  family  property,  the  care  and 
improvement  of  which,  I  saw,  might  have  afforded  an 
j^eeable  employment  for  my  leisure,  which  only  went 
to  brood  on  past  misfortunes,  and  increase  useless  re- 
pining. "  Had  but  a  single  farm  bedh  reserved,  how- 
ever small,"  said  I,  one  day  to  Mr.  Fairscribe,  "  I  should 
have  had  a  place  I  could  call  my  home,  and  something 
that  I  could  call  business." 

"  It  might  have  been  managed,"  answered  Fairscribe  ; 
**  and  for  my  part  I  inclined  to  keep  the  mansion-house, 
mains,  and  some  of  the  old  family  acres  together  ;  but 

both  Mr. and  you  were  of  opinion  that  the  money 

would  be  more  useful." 

"  True,  true,  my  good  friend,"  said  I,  "I  was  a  fool 
then,  and  did  not  think  I  could  incline  to  be  Glentanner 
with  ;^2oo  or  ;£'30o  a-year,  instead  of  Glentanner  with  as 
many  thousands.  I  was  then  a  haughty,  pettish,  ignorant, 
dissipated,  broken-down  Scottish  laird  ;  and  thinking  my 
imaginary  consequence  altogether  ruined,  I  cared  not 
how  soon,  or  how  absolutely,  I  was  rid  of  everything 
that  recalled  it  to  my  own  memory,  or  that  of  others. " 

"  And  now  it  is  like  you  have  changed  your  mind?" 
said  Fairscribe.  "Well,  fortune  is  apt  to  circumduce 
the  term  upon  us ;  but  I  think  she  may  allow  you  to 
revise  your  condescendence." 

"  How  do  you  mean,  my  good  friend?" 

"  Nay,"  said  Fairscribe,  "  there  is  ill  luck  in  averring 
till  one  is  sure  of  his  facts.     I  will  look  back  on  a  file  of 
newspapers,  and  to-morrow  you  shall  hear  from  me; 
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come,  help  yourself — I  have  seen  you  fill  your  glass 
higher." 

"And  shall  see  it  again,"  said  I,  pouring  out  what 
remained  of  our  bottle  of  claret ;  "  the  wine  is  capital, 
and  so  shall  oiu:  toast  be — To  your  fireside,  my  good 
friend.  And  now  we  shall  go  beg  a  Scots  song,  without 
foreign  graces,  from  my  little  siren  Miss  Katie." 
»  The  next  day  accordingly  I  received  a  parcel  from  Mr. 
Fairscribe  with  a  newspaper  enclosed,  among  the  ad- 
vertisements of  which,  one  was  marked  with  a  cross  as 
requiring  my  attention.     I  read  to  my  surprise — 

''DESIRABLE  ESTATE  FOR  SALE. 

"By  order  of  the  Lords  of  Council  and  Session,  will 
be  exposed  to  sale  in  the  New  Sessions  House  of  Edin- 
burgh, on  Wednesday,  the  asth  November  i8 — ,  all  and 
whole  the  lands  and  barony  of  Glentanner,  now  called 
Castle  Treddles,  lying  in  the  Middle  Ward  of  Clydesdale, 
and  shire  of  Lanark,  with  the  teinds,  parsonage  and 
vicarage,  fishings  in  the  Clyde,  woods,  mosses,  moors, 
and  pasturages,"  etc.  etc. 

The  advertisement  went  on  to  set  forth  the  advantages 
of  the  soil,  situation,  natural  beauties,  and  capabiUties  of 
improvement,  not  forgetting  its  being  a  freehold  estate, 
with  the  particular  polypus  capacity  of  being  sliced  up 
into  two,  three,  or,  with  a  little  assistance,  four  freehold 
qualifications,  and  a  hint  that  the  county  was  Ukely  to  be 
eagerly  contested  between  two  great  families.  The  upset 
price  at  which  "  the  said  lands  and  barony  and  others  " 
were  to  be  exposed  was  thirty  years'  purchase  of  the 
proven  rental,  which  was  about  a  fourth  more  than  the 
property  had  fetched  at  the  last  sale.  This,  which  was 
mentioned,  I  suppose,  to  show  the  improvable  character 
of  the  land,  would  have  given  another  some  pain ;  but 
let  me  speak  truth  of  myself  in  good  as  in  evil — it  pained 
not  me.  I  was  only  angry  that  Fairscribe,  who  knew 
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something  generally  of  the  extent  of  my  funds,  should 
have  tantalised  me  by  sending  me  information  that  my 
famfly  property  was  in  the  market,  since  he  must  have 
known  that  the  price  was  far  out  of  my  reach. 

But  a  letter  dropped  from  the  parcel  on  the  floor,  which 
attracted  my  eye,  and  explained  the  riddle.  A  client  of 
Mr.  Fairscribe's,  a  moneyed  man,  thought  of  buying 
Glentanner,  merely  as  an"  investment  of  money — it  was 
even  unlikely  he  would  ever  see  it ;  and  so,  the  price  of 
the  whole  being  some  thousand  pounds  beyond  what  cash 
he  had  on  hand,  this  accommodating  Dives  would 
gladly  take  a  partner  in  the  sale  for  any  detached  farm, 
and  would  make  no  objection  to  its  including  the  most 
desirable  part  of  the  estate  in  point  of  beauty,  provided 
the  price  was  made  adequate.  Mr.  Fairscribe  would 
take  care  I  was  not  imposed  on  in  the  matter,  and  said 
in  his  card,  he  believed,  if  I  really  wished  to  make  such 
af  purchase,  I  had  better  go  out  and  look  at  the  premises, 
advising  me,  at  the  same  time,  to  keep  a  strict  incognito ; 
an  advice  somewhat  superfluous,  since  I  am  naturally  of 
a  retired  and  reserved  disposition. 


CHAP.    III. 

ICr.  Oroftangry,  inter  alia,  revisits  Qlentanner. 

Then  sing  of  stage-coaches^ 
And  fear  no  reproacJies 

For  riding  in  one; 
But  daily  be  jogging. 
Whilst,  whistling  andfloggingj 
Whilst,  whistling  and  fogging. 

The  coachman  drives  on. — Farquhar. 

|[PftSH|  ISGUISED  in  a  grey  surtout  which  had  seen 
n  @il  service,  a  white  castor  on  my  head,  and  a  stout 
ESb  Indian  cane  in  my  hand,  the  next  week  saw  me 
on  the  top  of  a  mail-coach  driving  to  the  westward. 
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I  like  mail-coaches,  and  I  hate  them.  I  like  them  for 
my  convenience,  but  I  detest  them  for  setting  the  whole 
world  a-gadding  instead  of  sitting  quietly  still  niinding 
their  own  business,  and  preserving  the  stamp  of  origin- 
ality of  character  which  nature  or  education  may  have 
impressed  on  them.  Off  they  go,  jingling  against  each 
other  in  the  rattling  vehicle  till  they  have  no  more  variety 
of  stamp  in  them  than  so  many  smooth  shillings — the 
same  even  in  their  Welsh  wigs  and  great-coats,  each 
without  more  individuality  than  belongs  to  a  partner  of 
the  company,  as  the  waiter  calls  them,  of  the  North  coach. 

Worthy  Mr.  Piper,  best  of  contractors  who  ever 
furnished  four  frampal  jades  for  public  use,  I  bless  you 
when  I  set  out  on  a  journey  myself ;  the  neat  coaches 
under  your  contract  render  the  intercourse,  from  Johnnie 
Groat's  House  to  Ladykirk  and  Cornhill  Bridge,  safe, 
pleasant,  and  cheap.  But,  Mr.  Piper,  you  who  are  a 
shrewd  arithmetician,  did  it  never  occur  to  you  to  calcu- 
late how  many  fools'  heads,  which  might  have  produced 
an  idea  or  two  in  the  year,  if  suffered  to  remain  in  quiet, 
get  effectually  addled  by  jolting  to  and  fro  in  these  flying 
chariots  of  yours  ;  how  many  decent  countrymen  become 
conceited  bumpkins  after  a  cattle-show  dinner  in  the 
capital,  which  they  could  not  have  attended  save  for  your 
means  ;  how  many  decent  country  parsons  return  critics 
and  spouters,  by  way  of  importing  the  newest  taste  from 
Edinburgh  ?  And  how  will  your  conscience  answer  one 
day  for  carrying  so  many  bonny  lasses  to  barter  modesty 
for  conceit  and  levity  at  the  Metropolitan  Vanity  Fair  ? 

Consider,  too,  the  low  rate  to  which  you  reduce 
human  intellect.  I  do  not  believe  your  habitual  customers 
have  their  ideas  more  enlarged  than  one  of  your  coach- 
horses.  They  knows  the  road,  like  the  English  postilion, 
and  they  know  nothing  beside.  They  date,  like  the 
carriers  at  Gadshill,  from  the  death  of  John  Ostler ;  the 
succession  of  giiards  forms  a  dynasty  in  their  eyes  ;  coach- 
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men  are  their  ministers  of  state,  and  an  upset  is  to  them 
a  greater  incident  than  a  change  of  administration. 
Their  only  point  of  interest  on  the  road  is  to  save  the 
time,  and  see  whether  the  coach  keeps  the  hour.  This 
is  surely  a  miserable  degradation  of  human  intellect. 
Take  my  advice,  my  good  sir,  and  disinterestedly  contrive 
that  once  or  twice  a-quarter  your  most  dexterous  whip 
shall  overturn  a  coachful  of  the  superfluous  travellers,  in 
terrorem  to  those  who,  as  Horace  says,  "  delight  in  the 
dust  raised  by  yoxir  chariots." 

Your  current  and  customary  mail>coach  passenger,  toe, 
gets  abominably  selfish,  schemes  successfully  for  the  best 
seat,  the  freshest  egg,  the  right  cut  of  the  sirloin.  The 
mode  of  travelling  is  death  to  all  the  courtesies  and 
kindnesses  of  life,  and  goes  a  great  way  to  demoralise  the 
character,  and  cause  it  to  retrograde  to  barbarism.  You 
allow  us  excellent  dinners,  but  only  twenty  minutes  to 
eat  them  ;  and  what  is  the  consequence  ?  Bashful  beauty 
sits  on  the  one  side  of  us,  timid  childhood  on  the  other  ; 
respectable,  yet  somewhat  feeble  old  age  is  placed  on  our 
front ;  and  all  require  those  acts  of  politeness  which 
ought  to  put  every  degree  upon  a  level  at  the  convivial 
board.  But  have  we  time — we  the  strong  and  active  of 
the  party — to  perform  the  duties  of  the  table  to  the  more 
retired  and  bashful,  to  whom  these  little  attentions  are 
due?  The  lady  should  be  pressed  to  her  chicken — the 
old  man  helped  to  his  favourite  and  tender  slice— the 
child  to  his  tart.  But  not  a  fraction  of  a  minute  have  we 
to  bestow  on  any  other  person  than  ourselves  ;  and  the 
prut-prut — tut-tut  of  the  guard's  discordant  note,  sum- 
mons us  to  the  coach,  the  weaker  party  having  gone 
without  their  dinner,  and  the  able-bodied  and  active 
threatened  with  indigestion,  from  having  swallowed 
victuals  like  a  Lei'stershire  clown  bolting  bacon. 

On  the  memorable  occasion  I  am  speaking  of  I  lost  my 
breakfast,  sheerly  from  obeying  the  commands  of 
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respectable-looking  old  lady,  who  once  required  me  to 
ring  the  bell,  and  another  time  to  help  the  tea-kettle,  I 
have  some  reason  to  think  she  was  litterally  an  old 
Stager,  who  laughed  in  her  sleeve  at  my  complaisance  ; 
so  that  I  have  sworn  in  my  secret  soul  revenge  upon  her 
sex,  and  all  such  errant  damsels  of  whatever  age  and 
degree,  whom  I  may  encounter  in  my  travels*  I  mean 
all  this  without  the  least  ill-will  to  my  friend  the  con- 
tractor, who,  I  think,  has  approached  as  near  as  any  one 
is  like  to  do  towards  accomplishing  the  modest  wish 
of  the  Amatus  and  Amata  of  the  Peri  Bathous, 

Ye  gods,  annihilate  but  time  and  space, 
And  make  two  loviers  happy. 

I  intend  to  give  Mr.  P.  his  full  revenge  when  I  come 
to  discuss  the  more  recent  enormity  of  steamboats  ;  mean- 
while I  shall  only  say  of  both  these  modes  of  conveyance, 
that 

There  is  no  living  with  them  or  without  them. 

I  am  perhaps  more  critical  on  the mail<:oach  on 

this  particalar  occasion,  that  I  did  not  meet  all  the  respect 
from  the  worshipful  company  in  his  Majesty's  carriage 
that  I  think  I  was  entitled  to.  I  must  say  it  for  myself, 
that  I  bear,  in  my  own  opinion  at  least,  not  a  vulgar 
point  about  me.  My  face  has  seen  service,  but  there  is 
still  a  good  set  of  teeth,  an  aquiUne  nose,  and  a  quick 
grey  eye,  set  a  httle  too  deep  under  the  eyebrow  ;  and  a 
cue  of  the  kind  once  more  called  miUtary,  may  serve  to 
show  that  my  civil  occupations  have  been  sometimes 
mixed  with  those  of  war.  Nevertheless,  two  idle  young 
fellows  in  the  vehicle,  or  rather  on  the  top  of  it,  were  so 
much  amused  with  the  deliberation  which  I  used  in 
ascending  to  the  same  place  of  eminence,  that  I  thought 
I  should  have  been  obliged  to  pull  them  up  a  little.  And 
I  was  in  no  good  humour,  at  an  unsuppressed  laugh 
following  my  descent,  when  set  down  at  the  angle,  where 
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a  cross  road,  striking  off  from  the  main  one,  led  me 
towards  Glentanner,  from  which  I  was  still  nearly  five 
miles  distant. 

It  was  an  old-faskioned  road,  which,  preferring^  ascents 
to  sloughs,  was  led  in  a  straight  line  over  height  and 
hollow,  through  moor  and  dale.  Every  object  around 
me,  as  I  passed  them  in  succession,  reminded  me  of  old 
days,  and  at  the  same  time-formed  the  strongest  contrast 
with  them  possible.  Unattended,  on  foot,  with  a  small 
bundle  in  ray  hand,  deemed  scarce  sufficient  good  com- 
pany for  the  two  shabby  genteels  whh  whom  I  had  been 
lately  perched  on  the  top  of  a  mail-coach,  I  did  not  seem 
to  be  the  same  person  with  the  young  prodigal  who  lived 
with  the  noblest  and  gayest  in  the  land,  and  who,  thirty 
years  before,  would,  in  the  same  country,  have  been  on 
the  back  of  a  horse  that  had  been  victor  for  a  plate,  or 
smoking  along  in  his  travelling  chaise-and-four.  My 
sentiments  were  not  less  changed  than  my  condition.  I 
could  quite  well  remember,  that  my  ruling  sensation  in 
the  da3rs  of  heady  youth,  was  a  mere  schoolboy's  eager- 
ness to  get  farthest  forward  in  the  race  in  which  I  had 

engaged ;  to  drink  as   many  bottles  as  ;   to  be 

thought  as  good  a  judge  of  a  horse  as ;  to  have  the 

knowing  cut  of 's  jacket.     These  were  thy  gods, 

O  Israel! 

Now  I  was  a  mere  looker-on ;  seldom  an  unmoved, 
and  sometimes  an  angry  spectator,  but  still  a  spectator 
only,  of  the  pursuits  of  mankind.  I  felt  how  little  my 
opinion  was  valued  by  those  engaged  in  the  busy  turmoil, 
yet  I  exercised  it  with  the  profusion  of  an  old  lawyer 
retired  from  his  profession,  who  thrusts  hfmself  into  his 
neighbour's  affairs,  and  gives  advice  where  it  is  not 
wanted,  merely  tmder  pretence  of  loving  the  crack  of 
the  whip. 

I  came  amid  these  reflections  to  the  brow  of  a  hill, 
from  which  I  expected  to  see  Glentanner;  a  modest- 
433 

Digitized  by  Google 


CHRONICLES    OF    THE    OANONGATE. 

looking  yet  comfortable  house,  its  walls  covered  with  the 
most  productive  fruit-trees  in  that  part  of  the  country, 
and  screened  from  the  most  stormy  quarters  of  the 
horizon  by  a  deep  and  ancient  wood  which  overhung  the 
neighbouring  hiil.  The  house  was  gone  ;  a  great  part  of 
the  wood  was  felled  ;  and  instead  of  the  gentleman-like 
mansion,  shrouded  and  embosomed  among  its  old  here- 
ditary trees,  stood  Castle  Treddles,  a  huge  lumping  four- 
square pile  of  freestone,  as  bare  as  my  nail,  except  for  a 
paltry  edging  of  decayed  and  lingering  exotics,  with  an 
impoverished  lawn  stretched  before  it,  which,  instead  of 
boasting  deep  green  tapestry,  enamelled  with  daisies,  and 
with  crowsfoot  and  cowslips,  showed  an  extent  of  naked- 
ness, raked,  indeed,  and  levelled,  but  where  the  sown 
grasses  had  failed  with  drought,  and  the  earth,  retaining 
its  natural  complexion,  seemed  nearly  as  brown  and  bare 
as  when  it  was  newly  dug  up. 

The  house  was  a  large  fabric,  which  pretended  to  its 
name  of  Castle  only  from  the  front  windows  being 
finished  in  acute  Gothic  arches  (being,  by  the  way,  the 
very  reverse  of  the  castellated  style),  and  each  angle 
graced  with  a  turret  about  the  size  of  a  pepper-box.  In 
every  other  respect  it  resembled  a  large  town-house, 
which,  like  a  fat  burgess,  had  taken  a  walk  to  the  country 
on  a  holiday,  and  climbed  to  the  top  of  an  eminence  to 
look  around  it.  The  bright  red  colour  of  the  freestone, 
the  size  of  the  building,  the  formality  of  its  shape,  and 
awkwardness  of  its  position,  harmonised  as  ill  with  the 
sweeping  Clyde  in  front,  and  the  bubbUng  brook  which 
danced  down  on  the  right,  as  the  fat  civic  form,  with 
bushy  wig,  gold-headed  cane,  maroon-coloured  coat,  and 
mottled  silk  stockings,,  would  have  accorded  with  the 
wild  and  magnificent  scenery  of  Corehouse  Linn. 

I  went  up  to  the  house.  It  was  in  that  state  of  deser- 
tion which  is  perhaps  the  most  unpleasant  to  look  on,  for 
the  place  was  going  to  decay,  without  having  been  in- 
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habited.  There  were  about  the  mansion,  though  deserted, 
none  of  the  slow  mouldering  touches  of  time,  which  com- 
municate to  buildings,  as  to  the  human  frame,  a  sort  of 
reverence,  while  depriving  them  of  beauty  and  of  strength. 
The  disconcerted  schemes  of  the  Liaird  <^  CasUe  Tred- 
dies  had  resembled  fruit  that  becomes  decayed  without 
ever  having  ripened.  Some  windows  broken,  others 
patched,  others  blocked  up  with  deals,  gave  a  disconsolate 
air  to  all  around,. and  seemed  to  say,  "There  Vanity 
had  purposed  to  fix  her  seat,  but  was  anticipated  by 
Poverty." 

To  the  inside,  after  many  a  vain  summons,  I  was  at 
length  admitted  by  an  old  labourer.  The  house  con- 
tained every  contrivance  for  luxtuy  and  accommodation ; 
— ^the  kitchens  were  a  modd,  and  there  were  hot  closets 
on  the  office  staircase,  that  the  dishes  might  not  cool,  as 
our  Scottish  phrase  goes,  between  the  kitchen  and  the 
halL  But  instead  of  the  genial  smell  of  good  cheer, 
these  temples  of  Comus  emitted  the  damp  odour  of 
sq;>ulchral  vaults,  and  the  large  cabinets  of  cast-iron 
looked  like  the  cages  of  some  feudal  Bastile.  The 
eating-room  and  drawing-room,  with  an  interior  boudoir, 
were  magnificent  apartments,  the  ceilings  fretted  and 
adorned  with  stucco-work,  which  already  was  broken  in 
many  places,  and  looked  in  others  damp'  and  moulder- 
ing ;  the  wood  panelling  was  shrunk  and  warped,  and 
cracked ;  the  doors,  which  had  not  been  hung  for  more 
than  two  years,  were,  nevertheless,  already  swinging 
loose  firom  their  hinges.  Desolation,  in  short,  was 
where  enjoyment  had  never  been ;  and  the  want  of  all 
the  usual  means  to  preserve  was  fast  performing  the 
work  of  decay. 

The  story  was  a  common  one,  and  told  in  a  few  words. 

Mr.  Treddles,  senior,  who  bought  the  estate,  was  a 

cautious  money-making  person  ;  his  son,  still  embarked 

in  commercial  speculations,  desired  at  the  same  time  to 
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enjoy  his  opulence  and  to  increase  it.  He  incuirdd 
great  expenses,  amongst  which  this  edifice  was  to  be 
numbered.  To  support  these  he  speculated  boldly,  and 
unfortunately  ;  and  thus  the  whole  history  is  told,  whidi 
may  serve  for  more  places  than  Glentanner. 

Strange  and  various  feelings  ran  through  my  bosom, 
as  I  loitered  in  these  deserted  apartnjents,  scarce  hearing 
what  my  guide  said  to  me  about  the  size  and  destination 
of  each  room.  The  first  sentiment,  I  am  ashamed  to 
say,  was  one  of  gratified  spite.  My  patrician  pride  was 
pleased,  that  the  mechanic,  who  had  not  thought  the 
house  of  the  Croftangrys  sufficiently  good  for  him,  had 
now  experienced  a  fall  in  his  turn.  My  next  thought 
was  as  mean,  though  not  so  malicious.  "I  have  had 
the  belter  of  this  fellow,"  thought  I ;  "  if  I  lost  the 
estate,  I  at  least  spent  the  price  ;  and  Mr.  Treddlcs  has 
lost  his  among  paltry  commercial  engagements." 

'•  Wretch !  "  said  the  secret  voice  within,  "  darest  thou 
exult  in  thy  shame  ?  Recollect  how  thy  youth  and  for- 
tune were  wasted  in  those  years,  and  triumph  not  in  the 
enjojmient  of  an  existence  which  levelled  ^ee  with  the 
beasts  that  perish.  Bethink  thee  how  this  poor  man's 
vanity  gave  at  least  bread  to  the  labourer,  peasant,  and 
citizen  ;  and  his  profuse  expenditure,  like  water  spilt  on 
the  ground,  refreshed  the  lowly  herbs  and  plants  where 
it  fell.  But  thou  1  whom  hast  thou  enriched,  during  thy 
career  of  extravagance,  save  those  brokers  of  the  devil, 
vintners,  panders,  gamblers,  and  horse-jockeys  ?  "  The 
anguish  produced  by  this  self-reproof  was  so  strong, 
that  I  put  my  hand  suddenly  to  my  forehead,  and  was 
obliged  to  allege  a  sudden  megrim  to  my  attendant,  in 
apology  for  the  action,  and  a  slight  groan  with  which  it 
was  accompanied. 

I  then  made  an  effort  to  turn  my  thoughts  into  a  more 
philosophical  current,  and  muttered  half  aloud,  as  a  charm 
to  lull  any  more  painful  thoughts  to  rest — 
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Ntmc  agtr  Umbreni  sub  nomtne,  nuper  Ofelli 
Dictus,  erit  nulli  proprius  ;  sedcedit  in  usum 
Nunc  mikif  nwic  alii.     Quocirca  viznie fortes, 
Fortiaque  adversis  opponite  pectora  rebus. 

In  my  anxiety  to  fix  the  philosophical  precept  in  my 
mind,  I  recited  the  last  line  aloud,  which,  joined  to  my 
previous  agitation,  I  afterwards  found  became  the  cause 
of  a  report,  that  a  mad  schoolmaster  had  come  from 
Edinburgh,  with  the  idea  in  his  head  of  buying  Castle 
Treddles. 

As  I  saw  my  companion  was  desirous  of  getting  rid  of 
me,  I  asked  where  I  was  to  find  the  person  in  whose 
hands  were  left  the  map  of  the  estate  and  other  parti- 
culars connected  with  the  sale.     The  agent  who  had  this 

in  possession,  I  was  told,  lived  at  the  town  of ; 

which  I  was  informed,  and  indeed  knew  well,  was  distant 
five  miles  and  a  bittock,  which  may  pass  in  a  country 
where  they  are  less  lavish  of  their  land,  for  two  or  three 
more.  Being  somewhat  afraid  of  the  fatigue  of  walking 
so  far,  I  inquired  if  a  horse,  or  any  sort  of  carriage  was 
to  be  had,  and  was  answered  in  the  negative. 

"But,"  Said  my  cicerone,  "you  may  halt  a  blink  till 
next  morning  at  the  Treddles  Arms,  a  very  decent  house, 
scarce  a  mile  off." 

"A  new  house,  I  suppose? "  replied  I. 

*'Na,  it's  a  new  public,  but  it's  an  auld  house  ;  it  was 
aye  the  Leddy's  jointure-house  in  the  Croftangry  folk's 
time  ;  but  Mr.  Treddles  has  fitted  it  up  for  the  con- 
venience of  the  country.  Poor  man,  he  was  a  publio> 
spirited  man,  when  he  had  the  means." 

"  Duntarldn  a  public-house  ! "  I  exclaimed. 

"Ay,"  said  the  fellow,  surprised  at  my  naming  the 
place  by  its  former  title  ;  "  ye'U  hae  been  in  this  country 
before,  I'm  thinking?" 

"  Long  since,"  I  reified — "and  there  is  good  accom- 
modation at  the  wbat-d'ye-call-'em  arms,  and  a  civil 
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landlord?*'  This  I  said  by  way  of  saying  something,  for 
the  man  stared  very  hard  at  me. 

"  Very  decent  accommodation.  Yell  no  be  for  fashing 
wi'  wine,  I'm  thinking,  and  there's  walth  o'  porter,  ale, 
and  a  drap  gude  whisky"  —  (in  an  under  tone) — 
"  Faimtosh,  if  you  can  get  on  the  lee-side  of  the  gude- 
wife— for  there  is  nae  gudeman— They  ca*  her  Christie 
Steele." 

I  almost  started  at  the  sound.  Christie  Steele! 
Christie  Steele  was  my  mother's  body  servant,  her  very 
right  hand,  and,  between  ourselves,  something  like  a 
viceroy  over  her.  I  recollected  her  perfectly ;  and 
though  she  had  in  former  times  been  no  favotuite  of 
mine,  her  name  now  sounded  in  my  ear  like  that  of  a 
friend,  and  was  the  first  word  I  had  heard  somewhat  in 
unison  with  the  associations  around  me.  I  sallied  from 
Castle  Treddles,  determined  to  make  the  best  of  my  way 
to  Duntarkin,  and  my  cicerone  hung  by  me  for  a  little 
way,  giving  loose  to  his  love  of  talking ;  an  opportunity 
which,  situated  as  he  was,  the  seneschal  of  a  deserted 
castle,  was  not  likely  to  occur  frequently. 

"Some  folk  think,"  said  my  companion,  "that  Mr. 
Treddles  might  as  weel  have  put  my  wife  as  Christie 
Steele  into  the  Treddles  Arms,  for  Christie  had  been  aye 
in  service,  and  never  in  the  public  line,  and  so  its  like  she 
is  ganging  back  in  the  world,  as  I  hear — now,  my  wife 
had  keepit  a  victualling  office." 

"That  would  have  been  an  advantage  certainly,"  I 
replied. 

"  But  I  am  no  sure  that  I  wad  ha'  looten  Eppie  take 
it,  if  they  had  put  it  in  her  offer." 

"  That's  a  different  consideration." 

"Ony  way,  I  wadna  ha'  liked  to  have  ofifended  Mr. 
Treddles ;  he  was  a  wee  toustie  when  you  rubbed  him 
again'  the  hair — ^but  a  kind,  weel-meaning  man." 

I  wanted  to  get  rid  of  this  species  of  chat,  and  finding 
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myself  near  the  entrance  of  a  footpath  which  made  a 
short  cut  to  Duntarkin,   I  put  haif-a-crown  into  my 
guide's  hand,  bade  him  good-evening,  and  plunged  into 
the  woods. 

••  Hout,  sir^-fie,  sir— no  from  the  hke  of  you — stay, 
sir,  ye  wunna  find  the  way  that  gate — Odd's  mercy,  he 
maun  ken  the  gate  as  weel  as  I  do  mysell — ^weel,  I  wad 
like  to  ken  wha  the  chield  is." 

Such  were  the  last  words  of  my  guide's  drowsy,  unin- 
teresting tone  of  voice ;  and,  glad  to  be  rid  of  him,  I 
strode  out  stoutly,  in  despite  of  large  stones,  briers,  and 
bad  steps,  which  abounded  in  the  road  I  had  chosen.  In 
the  interim,  I  tried  as  much  as  I  could,  with  verses  from 
Horace  and  Prior,  and  all  who  have  lauded  the  mixture 
of  literary  with  rural  life,  to  call  back  the  visions  of  last 
night  and  this  morning,  imagining  myself  settled  in  some 
detached  farm  of  the  estate  of  Glentanner, 

Which  sloping  hills  around  enclose — 
Where  many  a  birch  and  brown  oak  grows  ; 

when  I  should  have  a  cottage  with  a  small  library,  a 
small  cellar,  a  spare  bed  for  a  friend,  and  live  more 
happy  and  more  honoured  than  when  I  had  the  whole 
barony.  But  the  sight  of  Castle  Treddles  had  disturbed 
all  my  own  castles  in  the  air.  The  realities  of  the  matter, 
like  a  stone  plashed  into  a  Umpid  fountain,  had  destroyed 
the  reflection  of  the  objects  around,  which,  till  this  act  of 
violence,  lay  slumbering  on  the  crystal  surface,  and  I 
tried  in  vain  to  re-establish  the  picture  which  had  been 
so  rudely  broken.  Well,  then,  I  would  try  it  another 
way ;  I  would  try  to  get  Christie  Steele  out  of  hex  public, 
since  she  was  not  thriving  in  it,  and  she  who  had  been 
my  mother's  govemante  should  be  mine.  I  knew  all  her 
faults,  and  I  told  her  history  over  to  myself. 

She  was  a  grand-daughter,  I  believe,  at  least  some 
relative,  of  the  famous  Covenanter  of  the  name,  whom 
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Dean  Swift's  friend  Captain  Creichton,  shot  on  his  own 
staircase  in  the  times  of  the  persecutions,  and  had  per- 
haps derived  from  her  native  stock  much  both  of  its 
good  and  evil  properties.  No  one  could  say  of  her  that 
she  was  the  life  and  spirit  of  the  family,  though,  in  my 
mother's  time,  she  directed  all  family  affairs ;  her  look 
was  austere  and  gloomy,  and  when  she  was  not  dis- 
pleased with  you,  you  could  only  find  it  out  by  her 
silence.  If  there  was  cause  for  complaint,  real  or 
imaginary,  Christie  was  loud  enough.  She  loved  my 
mother  with  the  devoted  attachment  of  a  younger  sister, 
but  she  was  as  jealous  of  her  favour  to  any  one  else  as  if 
she  had  been  the  aged  husband  of  a  coquettish  wife,  and 
as  severe  in  her  reprehensions  as  an  abbess  over  her 
nuns.  The  conmiand  which  she  exercised  over  her,  was 
that,  I  fear,  of  a  strong  and  determined  over  a  feeble  and 
more  nervous  disposition  ;  and  though  it  was  used  with 
rigour,  yet,  to  the  best  of  Christie  Steele's  belief,  she  was 
urging  her  mistress  to  her  best  and  most  becoming 
course,  and  would  have  died  rather  than  have  recom- 
mended any  other.  The  attachment  of  this  woman 
was  limited  to  the  family  of  Croftangry,  for  she  had 
few  relations  ;  and  a  dissolute  cousin,  whom  late  in 
life  she  had  taken  as  a  husband,  had  long  left  her  a 
widow. 

To  me  she  had  ever  a  strong  dislike.  Even  from  my 
early  childhood  she  was  jealous,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
of  my  interest  in  my  mother's  affections ;  she  saw  my 
foibles  and  vices  with  abhorrence,  and  without  a  grain  of 
allowance ;  nor  did  she  pardon  the  weakness  of  maternal 
affection,  even  when,  by  the  death  of  two  brothers,  I 
came  to  be  the  only  child  of  a  widowed  parent.  At  the 
time  my  disorderly  conduct  induced  my  mother  to  leave 
Glentanner,  and  retreat  to  her  jointure-house,  I  always 
blamed  Christie  Steele  for  having  influenced  her  resent- 
ment, and  prevented  hei  from  listening  to  my  vows  of 
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amendment,  which  at  times  were  real  and  serious,  and 
might,  perhaps,  have  accelerated  that  change  of  dis- 
position which  has  since,  I  trust,  taken  place.  But 
Christie  regarded  me  as  altogether  a  doomed  and  pre- 
destinated child  of  perdition,  who  was  sure  to  hold  on 
my  course,  and  drag  downwards  whosoever  might  at- 
tempt to .  afford  me  support. 

Still,  though  I  knew  such  had  been  Christie's  preju- 
dices against  me  in  other  days,  yet  I  thought  enough 
of  time  had  since  passed  away  to  destroy  all  of 
them.  I  knew  that  when,  through  the  disorder  of  my 
affairs,  my  mother  underwent  some  temporary  incon- 
venience about  money  matters,  Christie,  as  a  thing  of 
course,  stood  in  the  gap,  and  having  sold  a  small  in- 
heritance, which  had  descended  to  her,  brought  the 
purchase-money  to  her  mistress,  with  a  sense  of  devotion 
as  deep  as  that  which  inspired  the  Christians  of  the  first 
age,  when  they  sold  all  they  had,  and  followed  the 
apostles  of  the  church.  I  therefore  thought  that  we 
might,  in  old  Scottish  phrase,  "  let  byganes  be  byganes," 
and  begin  upon  a  new  accoimt.  Yet  I  resolved,  like  a 
skilful  general,  to  reconnoitre  a  little  before  laying  down 
any  precise  scheme  of  proceeding,  and  in  the  interim  I 
determined  to  preserve  my  incognito. 


CHAP.  IV. 

Mr.  Oroftangry  bids  adieu  to  Olyddsdale. 

Alas,  7unu  changed  front  what  it  had  once  been  I 
'Twas  now  degraded  to  a  common  inn. — Gay. 

I  N  hour's  brisk  walking,  or  thereabouts,  placed 
me  in   front   of  Duntarkin,   which   had  also, 

I I  found,  undergone    considerable   alterations, 
though  it  had  not  been  altogether  demolished  like  the 
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principal  mansion.  An  inn-yard  extended  before  the 
door  of  the  decent  little  jointure-house,  even  amidst  the 
remnants  of  the  holly  hedges  which  had  screened  the 
lady's  garden.  Then  a  broad,  raw-looking,  new-made 
road  intruded  itself  up  the  little  glen,  instead  of  the  old 
horseway,  so  seldom  used  that  it  was  almost  entirdy 
covered  with  grass..  It  is  a  great  enormity  of  which 
gentlemen  trustees  on  the  highways  are  sometimes 
guilty,  in  adopting  the  breadth  necessary  for  an  avenue 
to  the  metropolis,  where  all  that  is  required  is  an  access 
to  some  sequestered  and  unpopulous  district.  I  do  not 
say  anything  of  the  expense  ;  that  the  trustees  and  their 
constituents  may  settle  as  they  please.  But  the  destruc- 
tion of  silvan  beauty  is  great,  when  the  breadth  of  the 
road  is  more  than  proportioned  to  the  vale  through 
which  it  runs,  and  lowers  of  course  the  consequence  of 
any  objects  of  wood  or  water,  or  broken  and  varied 
ground,  which  might  otherwise  attract  notice,  and  give 
pleasure.  A  bubbhng  runnel  by  the  side  of  one  of 
those  modem  Appian  or  Flaminian  highways,  is  but 
like  a  kennel, — the  little  hill  is  diminished  to  a  hillock, — 
the  romantic  hillock  to  a  molehill,  almost  too  small  for 
sight 

Such  an  enormity,  however,  had  destroyed  the  quiet 
loneliness  of  Duntarkin,  and  intruded  its  breadth  of  dust 
and  gravel,  and  its  associations  of  pochays  and  mail- 
coaches,  upon  one  of  the  most  sequestered  spots  in  the 
Middle  Ward  of  Clydesdale.  The  house  was  old  and 
dilapidated,  and  looked  sorry  for  itself,  as  if  sensible  of 
a  derogation  ;  but  the  sign  was  strong  and  new,  and 
brightly  painted,  displaying  a  heraldic  shield,  three' 
shuttles  in  a  field  diapr^,  a  web  partly  unfolded  for  crest, 
and  two  stout  giants  for  supporters,  each  one  holding  a 
weaver's  beam  proper.  To  have  displayed  this  monstrous 
emblem  on  the  front  of  the  house  might  have  hazarded 
bringing  down  the  wall,  but  for  certain  woiild  have 
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tilocked  up  one  or  two  windows.  It  was  therefore 
established  independent  of  the  mansion,  being  displayed 
in  an  iron  framework,  and  suspended  upon  two  posts, 
with  as  much  wood  and  iron  about  it  as  would  have 
builded  a  brig ;  and  there  it  hung,  creaking,  gro^ng, 
and  screaming  in  every  blast  of  wind,  and  frightening  for 
five  miles'  distance,  for  aught  I  know,  the  nests  of  thrushes 
and  linnets,  the  ancient  denizens  of  the  httle  g^en. 

When  I  entered  the  place,  I  was  rjeceived  by  Christie 
Steele  herself,  who  seemed  uncertain  whether  to  dr<^  me 
in  the  kitchen,  or  usher  me  into  a  separate  apartment. 
As  I  called  for  tea,  with  something  rather  more  sub- 
stantial than  bread  and  butter,  and  spoke  of  supping  and 
sleeping,  Christie  at  last  inducted  me  into  the  room 
where  she  herself  had  been  sitting,  probably  the  only  one 
which  had  a  fire,  though  the  month  was  October.  This 
answered  my  plan  ;  and,  as  she  was  about  to  remove  her 
spinning-wheel,  I  begged  she  would  have  the  goodness 
to  remain  and  make  my  tea^  adding,  that!  liked  the 
sound  of  the  wheel,  and  desired  not  to  disturb  her 
housewife-thrift  in  the  least. 

*'  I  dinna  ken,  sir," — she  replied  in  a  dry  rev^che  tone, 
which  carried  me  back  twenty  years ;  "I  am  nane  of 
th^e  heartsome  Jandleddies  that  can  tell  country  cracks, 
and  make  themsells  agreeable  ;  and  I  was  ganging  to  pit 
on  a  fire  for  you  in  the  Red  Room  ;  but  if  it  is  your  will 
to  stay  here,  he  that  pays  the  lawing  maun  choose  the 
lodging." 

I  pndeavoured  to  engage  her  in  conversation ;  but» 
though  she  answered  with  a  kind  of  stiff  civility,  I  could 
get  her  into  no  freedom  of  discourse,  and  she  began  to 
look  at  her  wheel  ^nd  at  the  door  more  than  once,  as  if 
she  meditated  a  retreat.  I  was  obliged,  therefore,  to 
proceed  to  some  special  questions  that  might  have  in- 
terest for  a  person,  whose  ideas  were  probably  of  a  very 
bounded  description. 
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I  looked  round  the  apartment,  being  the  same  m  whidi 
I  had  last  seen  my  poor  mother.  Tlie  author  of  the 
family  history,  formerly  mentioned,  had  taken  great 
credit  to  himself  for  the  improvements  he  had  made  in 
tliis  same  jointure-house  of  Duntarkin,  and  how,  upon 
his  marriage,  when  his  mother  took  possession  of  the 
same  as  her  jointure-house,  "  to  his  great  charges  and 
expenses  he  caused  box  the  walls  of  the  great  parlour  " 
^in  which  I  was  now  sitting),  "  empanel  the  same,  and 
plaster  the  roof,  finishing  the  apartment  with  ane  concave 
chimney,  and  decorating  the  same  widi  pictures,  and  a 
barometer  and  thermometer."  And  in  particular,  which 
his  good  mother  used  to  say  she  prized  above  all  the 
rest,  he  had  caused  his  own  portraiture  be  limned  over 
the  mantelpiece  by  a  skilful  hand.  And,  in  good  faith, 
there  he  remained  still, — having  much  the  vis^e  which  I 
was  disposed  to  ascribe  to  him  on  the  evidence  of  his 
handwriting, — grim  and  austere,  yet  not  without  a  cast 
of  shrewdness  and  determination  ;  in  armour,  though  he 
never  wore  it,  I  fancy ;  one  hand  on  an  open  book,  and 
one  resting  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword,  though,  I  dare  say, 
his  head  never  ached  with  reading  nor  his  limbs  with 
fencing. 

"That  picture  is  painted  on  the  wood,  madam?" 
said  I. 

"  Ay,  sir,  or  it's  like  it  would  not  have  been  left  there. 
They  took  a'  they  could." 

'•  Mr.  Treddles's creditors,  you  mean?  "  said  I. 

*•  Na,"  replied  she,  dryly,  "the  creditors  of  another 
family,  that  sweepil  cleaner  than  this  poor  man's,  because, 
I  fancy,  there  was  less  to  gather." 

"An  older  family,  perhaps,  and  probably  more  re- 
membered and  regretted  than  later  jwssessors  ?  " 

Christie  here  settled  herself  in  her  seat,  and  pulled  her 
wheel  towards  her.  I  had  given  her  something  interest- 
ing for  her  thoughts  to  dwell  upon,  and  her  wheel  was  a 
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mechanical  accompamment  on  such  occasions,  the  re- 
volutions of  which  assisted  her  in  the  explanation  of  her 
ideas. 

"Mair  regretted — ^mair  missed? — I  liked  ane  of  the 
auld  family  very  weel,  but  I  winna  say  that  for  them  a'. 
How  should  they  be  mair  missed  than  the  Treddleses  ? 
The  cotton  mill  was  such  a  thing  for  the  country  !  The 
mair  bairns  a  cottar  body  had  the  beUer ;  they  would 
make  their  awn  keep  frae  the  time  they  were  five,  years 
auld  ;  and  ^  widow,  wi'  three  or  four  bairns,  was  a 
wealthy  woman  in  the  time  of  the  Treddleses." 

*'But  the  heahh  of  these  poor  children,  my  good 
friend — ^their  education  and  religious  instruction  " 

*•  For  health,"  said  Christie,  looking  gloomily  at  me, 
*'  ye  maun  ken  littie  of  the  warld,  sir,  if  ye  dinna  kea  that 
the  health  of  the  poor  man's  body,  as  weel  as  his  youth 
and  his  strength,  are  all  at  the  command  of  the 
rich  man's  purse.  There  never  was  a  trade  so  un- 
healthy yet,  but  men  would  fight  to  get  wark  at  it  for 
twa  pennies  a-day  aboon  the  common  wage.  But  the 
bairns  were  reasonably  weel  cared  for,  in  the  way  of  air 
and  exercise,  and  a  very  respectable  youth  heard  them 
their  carritch,  and  gied  them  lessons  in  Reediemadeasy. 
Now,  what  did  they  ever  get  before  ?  Maybe  on  a  winter 
day  they  wad  be  cadled  out  to  beat  the  wood  for  cocks ' 
or  sicklike,  and  then  the  starving  weans  would  maybe 
get  a  bite  of  broken  bread  and  maybe  no,  just  as  the 
butler  was  in  humour — that  was  a'  they  got." 

**  They  were  not,  then,  a  very  kind  family  to  the  poor, 
these  old  possessors?"  said  I,  somewhat  bitterly  ;  for  I 
had  expected  to  hear  my  ancestors'  praises  recorded, 
though  I  certainly  despaired  of  being  regaled  with  my  own. 

"They  werena  ill  to  them,  sir,  and  that  is  aye  some- 
thing.    They  were  just  decent  bien  bodies  ;— ony  poor 
creature  that  had  face  to  beg,   got   an  awmous  and 
welcome ;  they  that  were  shamefaced  gaed  by,  and  twice 
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as  welcome.  But  they  keepit  an  honest  walk  before  God 
and  man,  the  Croftangrys,  and  as  I  said  before,  if  they 
did  little  good,  they  did  as  little  ill.  They  lifted  their 
rents  and  spent  them,  called  in  their  kain  and  ate  them  ; 
gaed  to  the  kirk  of  a  Sunday,  bowed  civilly  if  folk  took 
aff  their  bannets  as  they  gaed  by,,  and  lookit  as  black  as 
sin  at  them  that  keepit  them  on." 

*•  These  are  their  aims  that  you  have  on  the  sign  ?  " 
'  *  What !  on  the  painted  board  thatis  Skirling  and  groan- 
ing at  the  docrP—Na,  these  are  Mr.  Trcddles's  arms— 
though  they  look  as  like  legs  as  arms^-'ill  pleased  I  was  at 
the  fule  thing,  that  cost  as  muckle  as  would  hae  repaired 
the  house  from  the  wa'  stane  to  the  riggin-tree.  But  if  I 
am  to  bide  here,  I'll  hae  a  decent  board  wi'  a  punch-bowl 
on  it." 
"  Is  there  a  doubt  of  your  staying  here,  Mrs.  Steele?  " 
"  Dinna  Mistress  me,"  ^d  the  cross  old  woman, 
whose  fingers  were  now  plying  their  thrift  in  a  manner 
which  indicated  nervous  irritation-^"  there  was  nae  luck 
in  the  land  since  Luckie  tiimed  Mistress,  and  Mistress  my 
Leddy  ;  and  as  for  staying  here,  if  it  concerns  you  to 
ken,  I  may  stay  if  I  can  pay  a  hundred  pund  sterling  for 
the  lease,  and  I  may  flit  if  I  canna  ;  and  so  eude-e'en  to 
you,  Christie," — and  round  went  the  wheel  with  much 
activity. 

•  •  And  you  like  th^  trade  of  keeping  a  pubhc  house  ?  " 
"  I  can  scarce  say  that,"  she  replied.  *'  But  worthy 
Mr.  Prendergast  is  clear  of  its  lawfulness,  and  I  hae 
gotten  used  to  it,  and  made  a  decent  living,  though  I 
never  make  out  a  fause  reckoning,  or  give  ony  ane  the 
means  to  disorder  reason,  in  my  house." 

"  Indeed  ?  "  said  I ;  "  in  that  case,  there  is  no  wonder 
you  have  not  made  up. the  hundred  pounds  to  purchase 
the  lease." 

"  How  do  you  ken,"  said  she  sharply,  *'  that  I  flight 
not  have  had  a  hundred  punds  of  my  ain  fee  ?    If  I  have  it 
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not,  I  am  sure  it  is  my  ain  faut ;  and  I  wunna  ca'  it  faut 
neither,  for  it  gaed  to  her  wha  w^  weel  entitled  to  a'  my 
service."    Again  she  pulled  stoutly  at  the  flax,  and  the 
wheel  went  smartly  round. 

"This  old  gentleman,"  said  I,  fixing  my  eye  on  the 
painted  panel,  "  seems  to  have  had  his  arms  painted  as 
well  as  Mr.  Treddles-^that  is,  if  that  painting  in  the 
corner  be  a  scutcheon.*' 

"Ay,  ay,— cushion  just  sae,  they  maun  a'  hae  their 
cushions  ;  there's  sma*  gentry  without  that ;  and  so  the 
arms,  as  they  ca'  them,  of  the  house  of  Glentanner  may  be 
seen  on  an  auld  stane  in  the  west  end  of  the  house.  But 
to  do  them  justice,  they  didna  propale  sae  muckle  about 
them  as  poor  Mr.  Treddles  did ; — it's  Uke  they  were 
better  used  to  them." 

"  Very  likely— Are  there  any  of  the  old  family  in  life, 
goodwife  ?  " 

"No,"  she  replied;  then  added,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation—"  not  that  I  know  of," — ^andthe  wheel,  which 
had  intermitted,  began  again  to  revolve. 

"  Gone  abroad,  perhaps?"  I  suggested. 

She  now  looked  up,  and  faced  me^— "  No,  sir.  There 
were  three  sons  of  the  last  Laird  of  Glentanner,  as  he 
was  then  called  ;  John  and  William  were  hopeful  young 
gentlemen,  but  they  died  early— one  of  a  decline,  brought 
on  by  the  mizzles,  the  other  lost  his  life  in  a  fever.  It 
wottid  hae  been  lucky  for  mony  ane  that  Chiystal  had 
gane  the  same  gate." 

"  Oh— he  must  have  been  the  young  spendthrift  that 
sold  the  property  ?  Well,  but  you  should  not  have  such 
an  ill-will  against  him  :  remember  necessity  has  no  law  ; 
and  then,  goodwife,  he  was  not  more  culpable  than  Mr. 
Treddles,  whom  you  are  so  sorry  for." 

"  I  wish  I  could  think  sae,  sir,  for  his  mother's  sake  ; 
but  Mr.  Treddles  was  in  trade,  and  though  he  had  no 
preceese  right  to  do  so,  yet  th6re  was  some  warrant  for  a 
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man  being  expensive  that  imagined  he  was  making  a 
mint  of  money.  But  this  unhappy  lad  devoured  his 
patrimony,  when  he  kenned  that  he  was  living  Uke  a 
ratten  in  a  Dunlap  cheese,  and  diminishing  his  means  at 
a'  hands — I  canna  bide  to  think  on't."  With  this  she 
broke  out  into  a  snatch  of  a  ballad ;  but  little  of  mirth 
was  there  either  in  the  tone  or  the  expression  : — 

For  he  did  spend,  and  make  an  end 

Of  gear  that  his  forefathers  wan  ; 
Of  land  and  ware  he  made  him  bare, 

So  speak  nae  mair  of  the  auld  gudeman. 

"Come,  dame,"  said  I,  "it  is  a  long  lane  that  has 
no  turning.  I  will  not  keep  from  you  that  I  have  heard 
something  of  this  poor  fellow,  Chrystal  Croftangry.  He 
has  sown  his  wild  oats,  as  they  say,  and  has  settled  into 
a  steady  respectable  man." 

"Andwha  tell'd  ye  that  tidings?"  said  she,  looking 
sharply  at  me. 

"Not  perhaps  the  best  judge  in  the  world  of  his 
character,  for  it  was  himself,  dame." 

"And  if  he  tell'd  you  truth,  it  was  a  virtue  he  did  not 
aye  use  to  practise/'  said  Christie. 

"  The  devil !  '*  said  I,  considerably  netded ;  "all  the 
world  held  him  to  be  a  man  of  honour." 

"Ay,  ay,  he  woiild  hae  shot  ony  body  wi'  his  pistols 
and  his  guns,  that  had  evened  him  to  be  a  Uar.  But  if 
he  promised  to  pay  an  honest  tradesman  the  next  term 
day,  did  he  keep  his  word  then  ?  And  if  he  promised  a 
puir  silly  lass  to  make  ^de  her  9bame,  did  he  speak 
truth  then  ?  And  what  is  that,  but  being  a  Uar,  and  a 
black-hearted  deceitful  liar  to  boot  ?  " 

My  indignation  was  rising,  but  I  strove  to  suppress  it ; 

indeed,  I  should  only  have  aflordecl  my  tormentor  a 

triumph  by  an  angry  reply.      I  partly  su^}ected  she 

began  to  recognise  me ;  yet  she  testified  so  little  emo- 
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tion,  that  I  could  not  think  my  suspicion  well  founded. 
I  went  on  therefore  to  say,  in  a  tone  as  indifferent  as  I 
could  command,  "  Well,  goodwife,  I  see  you  will  believe 
no  good  of  this  Chrystal  of  yours,  till  he  comes  back  and 
buys  a  good  farm  on  the  estate,  and  makes  you  his 
housekeeper." 

The  old  woman  dropped  her  thread,  folded  her  hands, 
as  she  looked  up  to  heaven  with  a  face  of  apprehension. 
"The  Lord,"  she  exclaimed,  "forbid!  The  Lord  in 
his. mercy  forbid  !  Oh,  sir !  if  you  really  know  this  un« 
lucky  man,  persuade  him  to  settle  where  folk  ken  the 
good  that  you  say  he  has  come  to,  and  dinna  ken  the 
evil  of  his  former  days.  He  used  to  be  proud  enough — 
Oh,  dinna  let  him  come  here,  even  for  his  own  sake. — 
He  used  ance  to  have  some  pride." 

Here  she  once  more  drew  the  wheel  close  to  her,  and 
began  to  pull  at  the  flax  with  both  hands — "  Dinna  let 
him  come  here,  to  be  looked  down  upon  by  ony  that 
may  be  left  of  his  auld  reiving  companions,  and  to  see 
the  decent  folk  that  he  looked  over  his  nose  at  look  over 
their  noses  at  him,  baith  at  kirk  and  market.  Dinna  let 
him  come  to  his  ain  country  to  be  made  a  tale  about 
when  ony  neighbour  points  him  out  to  another,  and  tells 
what  he  is,  and  what  be  was,  and  how  he  wrecked  a 
dainty  estate,  and  brought  harlots  to  the  door-cheek  of 
his  father's  house,  till  he  made  it  nae  residence  for  his 
mother ;  and  how  it  had  been  foretauld  by  a  servant  of 
bis  ain  house,  that  he  was  a  ne'er-do-wed,  and  a  child 
of  perdition,  and  how  her  words   were  made   good, 

and" 

"Stop  there,  goodwife,  if  you  please,"  said  I ;  "you 
have  s^d  as  much  as  I  can  well  remember,  and  more 
than  it  may  be  safe  to  repeat.  I  can  use  a  great  deal 
of  freedom  with  the  gentleman  we  speak  of ;  but  I 
think  were  any  other  person  to  carry  him  half  of  your 
message,  I  would  scarce  ensure  his  personal  safety.  And 
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now,  ds  I  see  the  night  is  settled  to  be  a  fine  one,  I  will 

waUt  on  to ,  where  I  must  meet  a  coach  to-morrow, 

as  it  passes  to  Edinburgh." 

So  saying,  I  paid  my  moderate  reckoning,  and  took 
my  leave,  without  being  able  to  discover  whether  the 
orejudiced  and  hard-hearted  old  woman  did,  or  did  not, 
vuspect  thfe  identity  of  her  guest  with  the  Chrystal 
Croftangry  against  whom  she  harboured  so  much  dis- 
like. 

The  night  was  fine  and  frosty,  though,  wheft  I  pre- 
tended to  see  what  its  character  was,  it  might  have 
rained  like  the  deluge.  I  only  made  the  excuse  to  escsipe 
from  old  Christie  Steele.  The  horses  which  run  races  in 
the  Corsd  at  Rome  without  any  riders,  in  order  to  stimu- 
late their  exertion,  carry  each  his  own  spurs,  namely, 
small  balls  of  steel,  with  sharp  projecting  spikes,  which 
are  attached  to  loose  straps  of  leather,  and  flying  about 
in  the  violence  of  the  agitation,  keep  the  horse  to  his 
speed  by  pricking  him  as  they  strike  against  his  flanks. 
*rhe  old  woman's  reproaches  had  the  same  effect  on  me, 
and  urged  me  to  a  rapid  pace,  as  if  it  had  been  possible 
to  escape  from  my  own  recollections.  In  the  best  days 
of  my  life,  when  I  won  one  or  two  hard  walking  matches, 
I  doubt  if  I  ever  walked  so  fast  as  I  did  betwixt  the 
Treddles  Arms  and  the  borough  town  for  which  I  wsls 
bound.  Though  the  night  was  cold,  I  was  warm  enough 
by  the  time  I  got  to  my  inn  ;  and  it  required  a  refireshing 
draught  of  porter,  with  half-an-hour's  repose,  ere  I  could 
determine  to  give  no  farther  thought  to  Christie  and  her 
opinions,  than  those  of  any  other  vulgar  prejudiced  oM 
woman.  I  resolved  at  last  to  treat  the  thing  en  bagatelle, 
and  calling  for  writing  materials,  I  folded  up  a  cheque 
for  ;^ioo,  with  these  lines  on  the  envelope  :— 

Chrystal,  the  ne'er-do- wed. 
Child  destine<l  to  the  deil, 
Sends  this  to  Christie  Steele. 
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And  I  was  so  much  pleased  with  this  new  mode  of  viewing 
the  subject,  that  I  regretted  the  lateness  of  the  hour  pre- 
vented my  finding  a  person  to  carry  the  letter  express  to 
its  destination* 

But  with  the  morning  cool  reflection  came. 

I  considered  that  the  money,  and  probably  more,  was 
actually  due  by  me  on  my  mother's  account  to  Christie, 
who  had  lent  it  in  a  moment  of  great  necessity,  and  thAii 
the  returning  it  in  a  light  or  ludicrous  manner  was  not 
unlikely  to  prevent  so  touchy  and  punctihous  a  person 
from  accepting  a  debt  which  was  most  justly  her  due, 
and  which  it  became  me  particularly  to  see  satisfied. 
Sacrificing  then  my  triad  with  little  regret  (for  it  looked 
better  by  candle-light,  and  through  the  medium  of  a  pot 
of  porter,  then  it  did  by  daylight,  and  with  bohea  for  a 
menstruum),  I  determined  to  employ  Mr.  Fairscribe's 
mediation  in  buying  up  the  lease  of  the  little  inn,  and 
conferrhig  it  upon  Christie  [in  the  way  which  should 
make  it  most  acceptable  to  her  feelings.  It  is  only 
necessary  to  add,  that  my  plan  succeeded,  and  that 
Widow  Steele  even  yet  keeps  the  Treddles  Arms.  Do 
not  say,  therefore,  Uiat  I  have  been  disingenuous  with 
you,  reader  ;  since,  if  I  have  not  told  all  the  ill  of  myself 
I  might  have  done,  I  have  indicated  to  you  a  person 
able  and  willing  to  supply  the  blank  by  relating  all  my 
delinquencies,  as  wdl  as  my  misfortunes. 

In  the  meantime,  I  totally  abandoned  the  idea  of 
redeeming  any  part  of  my  paternal  property,  and  re- 
solved to  take  Christie  Steele's  advice,  as  young  Norval 
does  Glenalvon's  "although  it  sounded  harshly." 
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CHAP.  V. 

Mr.  Oroftangry  settles  in  the  Oanoxygato. 

— —  Jfyou  will  know  my  kotise^ 
'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives  here  hard  by. 

As  You  Like  It. 

I  Y  a  revolution  of  humour  which  I  am  unable  to 
account  for,  I  changed  ray  mind  entirely  on  my 

i  plans  of  life,  in  consequence  of  the  disappoint- 
ment, the  history  of  which  fills  the  last  chaptar.  I  be^^an 
to  discover  that  the  country  would  not  at  all  suit  me  ; 
for  I  had  relinquished  field-sports,  ai>d  felt  no  inclination 
whatever  to  farming,  the  ordinary  vocation  of  country 
gentlemen  ;  besides  that,  I  had  no  talent  for  assisting: 
either  candidate,  in  case  of  an  expepted  «Ieptioo,  and 
saw  no  amusement  in  the  duties  of  a  road-trustee,  a 
commissioner  of  supply,  or  even  in  the  magisterial  func- 
tions of  the  bench.  I  had  begun  to  take  some  taste  for 
reading  ;  and  a  domiciliation  in  the  country  must  remove 
me  from  books,  excepting  the  subscription  Ubrary,  in 
which  the  book  you  want  is  sure  to  be  engaged. 

I  resolved  therefore  to  make  the  Scottish  metrop>olis 
my  regular  resting-place,  reserving  to  myself  to  take 
occasionally  those  excursions,  which,  spite  of  all  I  have 
said  against  mail-coaches,  Mr.  Piper, has  rendered  so 
easy.  Friend  of  our  life  and  of  o]ir  leisure,  he  secures 
by  despatch  against  loss  of  time,  and  by  the  best  of 
coaches,  cattle,  and  the  steadiest  of  drivers,  against 
hazard  of  Umb,  and  wafts  us,  as  well  as  our  letters, 
from  Edinburgh  to  Cape  Wrath,  in  the  penning  of  a 
paragraph. 

When  my  mind  was  quite  made  up  to  make  Auld  Reekie 
my  head-quarters,  reserving  the  privilege  of  exploring 
in  all  directions,  I  began  to  explore  in  good  earnest  for 
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the  purpose  of  discovering  a  suiticible  habita,tion.  "  And 
whare  trew  ye  I  gaed  ?  "  as  Sir  Pertinax  says.  Not  to 
George's  Square — nor  to  Charlotte  Square-^-^ior  to  the 
old  New  Town— 4aor  to  the  new  New  Town — nor  to  the 
Calton  Hill ;  I  went  to  the  Canoi^ate,  and  to  the  very 
portion  of  the  Canongate  in  which  I  had  formerly  been 
immuredt  like  the  errant  knight,  prisoner  in. some  &[i~ 
chanted  castle,  where  spelts  have  made  the  ambient  air 
inopervious  to  the  unhappy  captive,  although  the  organs 
of  sight  encountered  no  obstacle  to  his  free  passage. 

Why  I  should  have  thought  of  pitching  my  tent  here 
I  cannot  tell.  Perhaps  it  was  to  enjoy  the  pleasures 
of  freedom,  where  I  had  so  long  endured  the  bitterness 
of  restraint ;  On  the  principle  of  the  officer,  who,  after 
he  had  retired  from  the  army,  ordered  his  servant  to 
continue  to  call  him  at  the  homr  of  parade,  simply  that 
he  might  have  the  pleasure  of  saying — '•  D— n  the 
parade ! "  and  turning  to  the  other  side  to  enjoy  his 
slumbers.  Or  perhaps  I  expected  to,  find  in  the  vicmity 
some  little  old-fashioned  house,  having  somewhat  of  the 
rusin  ur6e,  which  I  was  ambitious  of  enjoying.  Enough, 
I  went  as  aforesaid  to  the  Canongate. 

.  I  stood  by  the  kennel,  of  which  I  have  formerly  spoken, 
and.  my  mind  being  at  ease,  my  bodily  organs  were 
more  delicate.  I  was  more  sensible  than  heretofore, 
that*  like  the  trade  of  Pompey  in  Measure  for  Measure 

— it  did  in  some  sort pah— an  ounce  of  civet,  good 

apothecary  ! — Turning  from  thence,  my  steps  naturally 
directed  themselves  to  my  own  humble  apartment^  where 
my  little  Highland  landlady,  as  dapper  and  as  tight  as 
ever  (for  old  women  wear  a  hundred  times  better  than 
the  hard-wrought  seniors  of  the  masculine  sex),  stood  at 
the  door  teedlingXo  herself  a  Highland  song  as  she  shook 
a  table  napkin  over  the  forestair,  and  then  proceeded  to 
fdd  it  up  neatly  for  future  service, 

"  How  do  you  do,  Janet  ?  " 
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*•  Thank  ye,  good  sir,"  answered  my  old  friend»  with- 
out looiung  at  me ;  "  but  ye  might  as  wed  say  Mrs. 
MacEvoy,  for  she  is  na  a'body's  Shanet— mnph." 

"You  must  be  Mf  Janet,  though,  for  all  that*-have 
you  foigot  me  ? — Do  you  not  remember  Chrystal  Croft- 
angry?" 

The  light,  kind-hearted  creature  threw  her  napkin  into 
the  open  door,  skipped  down  the  stair  like  a  feiiiy,  three 
steps  at  once,  seized  me  by  the  hands, -^both  hands, — 
jumped  up,  and  aotUaUy  kissed  me.  I  was  a  little 
ashamed ;  but  what  swain,  of  somewhere  inclining  to 
sixty,  could  resist  the  advances  of  a  fan*  contemporary? 
So  we  allowed  the  full  degree  of  kindtiefis  to  the  meeting, 
—honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense, — ami  then  Janet  entered 
instantly  upon  business.  "An'  ye'Il  gae  in,  man,  and 
see  your  auld  lodgings,  nae  doubt,  and  Shanet  will  pay 
ye  the  fifteen  shillings  of  change  that  ye  ran  away  with- 
out, and  without  bidding  Shanet  good-day.— But  never 
mind"  (nodding  good-humouredly),  "Shanet  saw  you 
were  carried  for  the  time." 
,  By  this  time  we  were  in  ray  old  quarters,  and  Janet, 
with  her  bottle  of  cordial  in  one  hand  and  the  glass  in 
the  other,  bad  forced  on  me  a  dram  of  usquebaugh, 
distilled  with  saffron  and  other  herbs,  after  some  old- 
fashioned  Highland  receipt.  Then  was  unfolded,  out  of 
many  a  Ktfle  scrap  of  paper,  the  reserved  sum  of  fifteen 
shillings,  which  Janet  had  treasured  for  twenty  years  and 
upwards. 

"  Here  they  are,"  she  saM,  in  honest  triumph,  "just 
the  same  I  was  holding  out  to  ye  when  ye  ran  as  if  ye 
had  been  fey.  ShaUet  has  had  siller,  and  Shanet  has 
wanted  siller,  mony  a  time  since  that— and  the  ganger 
has  come,  and  the  fector  has  come,  and  the  butcher,  and 
baker— Cot  bless  us— just  like  to  tear  poor  auld  Shanet 
to  pieces ;  but  she  took  good  care  of  Mr.  Croftangiy's 
fifteen  shillings." 
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••  Och,  if  Shanet  had  heard  you  were  dead*  she  would 
hae  gien  it  to  the  poor  of  the  chapel,  to  pray  for  Mr. 
Croftangry,"  said  Janet,  crossing  her^,  for  she  was  a 
Catholic; — "you  maybe  do  not  think  it  would  do 
you  cood,  but  the  blessing  of  the  poor  can  never  do 
no  harm." 

I  heartily  agreed  in  Janet's  conclusion ;  and,  as  to 
have  desired  her  to  consider  the  hoard  as  her  own 
IM-operty,  would  have  been  an  indelipate  return  to  her 
for  the  uprightness  of  her  conduct,  I  requested  her  to 
dispose  of  it  as  she  had  proposed  to  do  in  the  event  of 
my  death,  that  is,  if  she.  knew  any  poor  people  of  merit 
to  whom  it  might  be  useful. 

"Ower  mony  of  them,"  raising  the  corner  of  her 
checked  apron  to  her  eyes,  "e'en  ower  mony  of  them, 
Mr.  Croftangry — Och,  ay — there  is  the  puir  Highland 
creatures  frae  Glenshee,  that  cam  down  for  the  harvest, 
and  are  lying  wi'  the  fever — five  shillings  to  them,  and 
half-a-crown  to  Bessie  MacEvoy,  whose  coodman,  puir 
creature,  died  of  the  frost,  being  a  shairman,  for  a'  the 
whisky  he  could  drink  to  keep  it  out  o'  his  stamoch 


But  she  suddenly  interrupted  the  bead-roll  of  her 
proposed  charities,  and  assuming  a  very  sage  look,  and 
primming  up  her  little  chattering  mouth,  she  went  on  in 
a  different  tone—"  But;  och,  Mr.  Croftangry,  bethink  ye 
whether  ye  will  not  need  a'  this  siller  yoursell,  and  maybe 
look  back  and  think  lang  for  ha'en  kiven  it  away,  whilk 
is  a  creat  sin  to  forthink  a  wark  o'  charity,  and  also  is 
ilnlucky,  and,  moreover,  is  not  the  thought  of  a  shentle- 
man's  son  like  yoursell,  dear.  And  I  say  this,  that  ye 
may  ^ink  a  bit ;  for  your  mother's  son  kens  that  ye  are 
no  so  careful  as  you  should  be  of  the  gear,  and  I  hae 
tauld  ye  of  it  before,  jewel." 

I  assured  her  I  could  easily  spare  the  money,  without 
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risk  of  future  repentance  ;  and  she  went  on  to  infer,  that, 
in  such  a  case,  '*  Mr.  Croftangry  had  grown  a  rich  man 
in  foreign  parts,  and  was  free  of  his  troubles  with  mes- 
sengers and  sheriffofficers,  and  sidike  scum  of  the  earth, 
and  Shanet  MacEvoy's  mother's  daughter  be  a  blithe 
woman  to  hear  it  But  if  Mr.  Croftangry  was  in 
trouble,  there  was  his  room,  and  his  ped,  and  Shanet 
to  wait  on  him,  and  tak  payment  when  it  was  quite 
convenient" 

I  ex^ained  to  Janet  my  situation,  in  whi<^  she 
expressed  unqualified  delight.  I  then  proceeded  to 
inquire  into  her  own  circumstances,  and,  though  she 
spoke  cheerfully  and  contentedly,  I  could  see  they  were 
precarious.  I  had  paid  more  than  was  due  ;  other 
lodgers  fell  iUto  an  opposite  error,  and  forgot  to  pay 
Janet  at  all.  Then,  Janet  being  ignorant  of  all  in- 
direct modes  of  screwing  money  out  of  her  lodgers, 
others  in  the  same  line  of  life,  who  were  sharper  than 
the  poor  simple  Highland  woman,  were  enabled  to  let 
their  apartments  cheaper  in  appearance,  though  the  in- 
mates usually  found  them  twice  as  dear  in  the  long-run. 

As  I  had  already  destined  my  old  landlady  to  be  my 
housekeeper  and  govemante,  knowing  her  honesty,  good- 
nature, and,  although  a  Scotchwoman,  her  deanhness 
and  excellent  temper  (saving  the  short  and  hasty  expres- 
sions of  anger  which  Highlanders  call  ^fuff),  I  now  pro- 
posed the  plan  to  her  in  such  a  way  as  was  likely  to 
make  it  most  acceptable.  Very  acceptable  as  the  pro- 
posal was,  as  I  could  plainly  see,  Janet,  however,  took  a 
day  to  consider  upon  it ;  and  her  reflections  against  our 
next  meeting  had  suggested  only  one  objection,  which 
was  singular  enough. 

"My  honour,"  so  she  now  termed  me,  "would  pe 

for  biding  in  some  fine  street  apout  the  town ;   now 

Shanet  wad  ill  like  to  live  in  a  place  where  polish,  and 

sheriff,  and  bailiffs,  and  sic  thieves  and  trash  of  the 
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world,  could  tak  puir  shentlemen  by  the  throat,  just 
because  they  wanted  a  wheen  dollars  in  the  sporran. 
She  had  liv«d  in  the  bonny  glen  of  Tomanthoulick — 
Cot,  an  ony  of  the  vermint  had  come  there,  her  father 
wad  hae  wared  a  shot  on  them,  and  he  could  hit  a  buck 
within  as  mony  measured  yards  as  e'er  a  man  of  his 
clan.  And  the  place  here  was  sae  quiet  frae  them,  they 
durstna  put  their  nose  ower  the  gutter.  Shanet  owed 
nobody  a  bodle,  put  she  couldna  pide  to  see  honest  folk 
and  pretty  shentlemen  forced  away  to  prison  whether 
they  would  or  no ;  and  then  if  Shanet  was  to  lay  her 
tang«  ower  ane  of  the  ragamuffins'  heads,  it  would  be, 
maybe,  that  the  law  would  gie't  a  hard  name." 

One  thing  I  have  learned  in  life, — never  to  speak  sense 
when  nonsense  will  answer  the  purpose  as  well.  I  should 
have  had  great  difficulty  to  convince  this  practical  and 
disinterested  admirer  and  vindicator  of  Hberty,  that 
arrests  seldom  or  never  were  to  be  seen  in  the  streets  of 
Edinburgh,  and  to  satisfy  her  of  their  justice  and  neces- 
sity, would  have  been  as  difficult  as  to  convert  her  to  the 
Protestant  feith.  I  therefore  assured  her  my  intention, 
if  I  could  get  a  suitable  habitation,  was  to  remain  in  the 
quarter  where  she  at  present  dwelt.  Janet  gave  three 
skips  on  the  floor,  and  uttered  as  many  short  shrill  yells 
of  joy ;  yet  doubt  almost  instantly  returned,  and  she 
insisted  on  knowing  what  possible  reason  I  could  have 
for  making  my  residence  where  few  lived,  save  those 
whose  misfortunes  drove  them  thither.  It  occurred  to 
me  to  answer  her  by  recounting  the  legend  of  the  rise  of 
my  family,  and  of  our  deriving  our  name  from  a  par- 
ticular place  near  Hol3rrood  Palace.  This,  which  would 
have  appeared  to  most  people  a  very  absurd  reason  for 
choosing  a  residence,  was  entirely  satisfactory  to  Janet 
MacEvoy. 

•'  Och,  nae  doubt !  if  it  was  the  land  of  her  fathers, 
there  was  nae  raair  to  be  said.     Put  it  was  queer  that  hei 
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family  estate  should  just  lie  at  the  toWn  tail,  ancl  covered 
with  houses,  where  the  King's  cows.  Cot  bless  them  hide 
and  horn,  used  to  craze  upon.  It  was  strange  changes." 
— She  mused  a  little,  and  then  added*  "  Put  it  is  some- 
thing better  wi'  Croftangry  when  the  changes  is  frae  the 
field  to  the  habited  place,  and  not  from  the  -place  of 
habitation  to  the  desert ;  for  Shanet,  her  nainsell,  kent  a 
glen  where  there  were  men  as  weel  as  there  may  be  in 
Croftangry,  and  if  there  werepa  altogether  sae  mony  of 
them,  they  were  as  good  men  in  their  tar^n  as  the  others 
in  their  broadcloth.  And  there  were  houses  too  ;  and  if 
they  were  not  biggit  with  stane  and  lime,  and  lofted  like 
the  houses  at  Croftangry,  yet  they  served  the  purpose  of 
them  that  Uved  there ;  and  mony  a  braw  bonnet,  and 
mony  a  silk  snood,  and  comiely  white  curch,  would 
come  out  to  gang  to  kirk  or  chapel  on  the  Lord's  day, 
and  little  bairns  toddling  after ;  and  now, — Och,  Och, 
Ohellany,  Ohonari  1  the  glen  is  desolate,  and  the  braw 
snoods  and  bonnets  are  gane,  and  the  Saxon's  house 
stands  dull  and  lonely,  like  the  single  bare-breasted  rock 
that  the  falcon  builds  on— the  falcon  that  drives  the 
heathbird  frae  the  glen." 

Janet,  like  many  Highlanders,  was  full  of  imagination; 
and,  when  melancholy  themes  came  upon  her,  expressed 
herself  almost  poetically,  owing  to  the  genius  of  the 
Celtic  language  in  which  she  thought,  and  in  which, 
doubtless,  she  would  have  spoken,  had  I  imderstood 
Gaelic.  In  two  minutes  the  shade  of  gloom  and  regret 
had  passed  from  her  good-humoured  features,  and  she 
was  again  the  little,  busy,  prating,  important  old  woman, 
tmdisputed  owner  of  one  flat  of  a  small  tenement  in  the 
Abbey-yard,  and  about  to  be  promoted  to  be  house- 
keeper to  an  elderly  bachelor  gentleman,  Chrystal  Croft- 
angry. Esq. 

It  was  not  long  before  Janet's  local  researches  found 
out  exactly  the  sort  of  place  I  wanted,  and  there  we 
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settled,     Janet  was  afraid  I  would  not  be  satisfied, 
because  it  is  not  exactly  part  of  Croftangry  ;  but  I  stopped 
her  doubts,  by  assuring  her  it  had  been  part  arid  pendicle 
thereof  in  my  forefather's  time,  which  passed  very  well. 

I  do  not  intend  to  possess  any  one  with  an  exact 
knowledge  of  my  lodging  ;  though,  as  Bobadil  says,  "  I 
care  not  who  knows  it,  since  the  cabin  is  convenient." 
But  I  may  state  in  general,  that  it  is  a  house  "within 
itself,"  or,  according  to  a  newer  phraseology  in  advertise- 
ments, self-contained,  has  a  garden  of  near  half-an-acre, 
and  a  patch  of  ground  with  trees  in  front.  It  boasts  five 
rooms,  and  servants'  apartments — looks  in  front  upon 
the  palace,  and  from  behind  towards  the  hill  and  crags 
of  the  King's  Park.  Fortimately  the  place  had  a  name, 
which,  with  a  little  improvement,  served  to  coimtenance 
the  legend  which  I  had  imposed  on  Janet,  and  would  not 
perhaps  have  been  sorry  if  I  had  been  able  to  impose  on 
myself.  It  was  called  Littlecroft ;  we  have  dubbed  it 
Little  Croftangry,  and  the  men  of  letters  belonging  to  the 
Post  Office  have  sanctioned  the  change,  and  deliver 
letters  so  addressed.  Thus  I  am,  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses, Chrystal  Croftangry  of  that  Ilk. 

My  establishment  consists  of  Janet,  an  under  maid- 
servant, and  a  Highland  wench  for  Janet  to  exercise  her 
Gaelic  upon,  with  a  handy  lad  who  can  lay  the  cloth, 
and  take  care  besides  of  a  pony,  on  which  I  find  my  way 
to  Portobello  sands,  especially  when  the  cavalry  have  a 
drill ;  for,  hke  an  old  fool  as  I  am,  I  have  not  altogether 
become  indifferent  to  the  tramp  of  horses  and  the  flash 
of  weapons,  of  which,  though  no  professional  soldier,  it 
has  been  my  fate  to  see  something  in  my  youth.  For 
wet  mornings,  I  have  my  book — is  it  fine  weather,  I  visit, 
or  I  wander  on  the  Crags,  as  the  hmmour  dictates.  My 
dinner  is  indeed  solitary,  yet  not  quite  so  neither ;  for 
though  Andrew  waits,  Janet,  or, — as  she  is  to  all  the 
world  but  her  master,  and  certain  old  Highland  gossips, 
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— Mrs.  MacEvoy,  attends,  bustles  about*  and  desires  to 
see  everything  is  in  first-rate  order,  and  to  tell  me,  Cot 
pless  us,  the  wonderful  news  of  the  Palace  for  the  day. 
Whe^  the  cloth  is  removed,  and  I  light  my  cigar,  and 
begin  to  husband  a  pint  of  port,  or  a  glass  of  old  whisky 
and  water,  it  is  the  rule  of  the  house  that  Janet  takes  a 
chair  at  some  distance,  and  nods  or  works  her  stocking, 
as  she  may  be  disposed  ;  ready  to  speak  if  I  am  in  the 
talking  humour,  and  sitting  quiet  as  a  mouse  if  I  am 
rather  inclined  to  study  a  book  or  the  newspaper.  At 
six  precisely  she  makes  my  tea,  and  leaves  me  to  drink 
it ;  and  then  occurs  an  interval  of  time  which  most  old 
bachelors  find  heavy  on  their  hands.  The  theatie  is  a 
good  occasional  resource,  especially  if  Will  Murray  acts, 
or  a  bright  star  of  eminence  shines  forth ;  but  it  is  distant, 
and  so  are  one  or  two  public  societies  to  which  I  belong ; 
besides,  these  evening  walks  are  all  incompatible  with  the 
elbow-chair  feeling,  which  desires  some  ^nployment  that 
may  divert  the  mind  without  fatiguing  the  body. 

Under  the  influence  of  these  impressions,  I  have  some- 
times thought  of  this  literary  undertaking.  I  must  have 
been  the  Bonassus  himself  to  have  mistaken  myself  for  a 
genius,  yet  I  have  leisure  and  reflection  like  my  neigh- 
bours. I  am  a  borderer  also  between  two  generations, 
and  can  point  out  more  perhaps  than  others,  of  those 
fading  traces  of  antiquity  which  are  daily  vanishing  ;  and 
I  know  many  a  modern  instance  and  many  an  old 
tradition,  and  therefore  I  ask — 

What  ails  me,  I  may  not,  as  well  as  they, 
Rake  up  some  threadbare  tales,  that  mouldering  lay 
In  chimney  corners,  wont  by  Christmas  fires 
To  read  and  rock  to  sleep  our  ancient  sires  ? 
No  man  his  threshold  better  knows,  than  I 
Brute's  first  arrival-  and  first  victory. 
Saint  George's  sorrel  and  his  cross,  of  blood, 
Arthur's  round  board  and  Caledonian  wood. 
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No  shop  is  so  easily  «et  up  as  an  antiquary's.  Like 
those  of  the  lowest  order  of  pawnbrokers,  a  commodity 
of  rusty  iron,  a  bag  or  two  of  hobnails,  a  few  odd  shoe- 
buckles,  cashiered  kail-pots,  and  fire-irons  declared  in- 
capable of  serWce,  ajre  quite  sufficient  to  set  him  lip.  If 
he  add  a  sheaf  or  two  of  penny  ballads  and  broadsides, 
he  is  a  great  man — an  extensive  trader.  And  then — like 
Xhe  pawnbrokers  aforesaid,  if  the  author  understands  a 
little  legerdemain,  he  may,  by  dint  of  a  little  picking  and 
stealing,  make  the  inside  of  his  shop  a  great  deal  richer 
than  the  out,  and  be  able  to  show  you  things  which 
cause  those  who  do  not  understand  the  antiquarian  trick 
of  clean  conveyance,  to  wonder  how  the  devil  he  came  by 
them. 

It  may  be  said  that  antiquarian  articles  interest  but 
few  customers,  and  that  we  may  bawl  ourselves  as  rusty 
as  the  wares  we  deal  in  without  any  one  asking  the  price 
of  our  merchandise.  But  I  do  not  rest  my  hopes  upon 
this  department  of  my  labours  only.  I  propose  also  to 
have  a  corresponding  shop  for  Sentiment,  and  Dialogues, 
and  Disquisition,  which  may  captivate  the  fancy  of  those 
who  have  no  relish,  as  the  established  phrase  goes,  for 
pure  antiquity  ; — a  sort  of  green-grocer's  stall  erected  in 
front  of  my  ironmongery  wares,  garlanding  the  rusty 
memorials  of  ancient  times,  with  cresses,  cabbages, 
leeks,  and  water  purpy. 

As  I  have  some  idea  that  I  am  writing  too  well  to  be 
understood,  I  hiunble  myself  to  ordinary  language,  and 
aver,  with  becoming  modesty,  that  I  do  think  myself 
capable  of  sustaining  a  publication  of  a  miscellaneous 
nature,  as  like  to  the  Spectator  or  the  Guardian,  the 
Mirror  or  the  Lounger,  as  my  poor  abilities  may  be  able 
to  accomplish.  Not  that  I  have  any  purpose  of  imitating 
Johnson,  whose  general  learning  and  power  of  expression 
I  do  not  deny,  but  many  of  whose  Ramblers  are  little 
better  than  a  sort  of  pageant,  where  trite  and  obvraus 
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maxims  are  made  to  swagger  in  lofty  and  mystic 
language,  and  get  some  credit  only  because  they  are  not 
easily  understood.  There  are  some  of  the  great  Moralist's 
papers  which  I  cannot  peruse  without  thinking  on  a 
second-rate  masquerade,  where  the  best-known  and  least- 
esteemed  characters  in  town  march  in  as  heroes,  and 
sultans,  and  so  forth,  and,  by  dint  of  tawdry  dresses,  get 
some  consideration  until  they  are  found  out.  It  is  not, 
however,  prudent  to  commence  with  throwing  stones,  just 
when  I  am  striking  out  windows  of  my  own. 

I  think  even  the  local  situation  of  Little  Croftangry 
may  be  considered  as  favourable  to  my  undertaking.  A 
nobler  contrast  there  can  hardly  exist  than  that  of  the 
huge  city,  dark  with  the  smoke  of  ages,  and  groaning 
with  the  various  sounds  of  active  industry  or  idle  revel, 
and  the  lofty  and  craggy  hill,  silent  and  solitary  as  the 
grave  ;  one  exhibiting  the  full  tide  of  existence,  pressing 
and  precipitating  itself  forward  with  the  foro«  of  an 
inundation ;  the  other  resemblii>g  some  time-wom 
anchorite,  whose  life  passes  as  silent  and  unobserved 
as  the  slender  rill  which  escapes  unheard,  and  scarce 
seen,  from  the  fountain  of  his  patron  saint.  The  city 
resembles  the  busy  temple  where  ^e  modem  Comus  and 
Mammon  hold  their  court,  and  thousands  sacrifice  ease, 
independence,  and  virtue  itself,  at  their  shrine ;  the 
misty  and  lonely  mountain  seems  as  a  throne  to  the 
majestit  but  terrible  Genius  of  feudal  times,  when  the 
same  divinities  dispensed  coronets  and  domains  to  those 
who  had  heads  to  devise,  and  arms  to  execute  bold 
enterprises. 

I  have,  as  it  were,  the  two  extiremities  of  the  moral 
workl  at  my  threshold.  From  the  front  door,  a  few 
minutes'  waUc  brings  me  into  the  heart  of  a  wealthy  and 
populous  city ;  as  aany  paces  from  my  opposite  en- 
trance, place  me  in  a  solitude  as  complete  as  Zimmerman 
Qould  have  desired.  Surely,  with  such  aids  to  my  imagi* 
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nation,  I  may  write  better  than  if  I  were  in  a  lodging  in 
the  New  Town,  or  a  garret  in  the  old.  As  the  Spaniard 
says,  "  Viatnos — Caracco!" 

I  have  not  chosen  to  publish  periodically,  my  reason 
for  which  was  twofold.  In  the  first  place,  I  don't  like  to 
be  hurried,  and  have  had  enough  of  duns  in  the  early 
part  of  my  life,  to  make  me  reluctant  to  hear  of,  or  see 
one,  even  in  the  less  awful  shape  of  a  printer's  devil. 
But,  secondly,  a  'periodical  paper  is  not  easily  extended 
in  circulation  beyond  the  quarter  in  which  it  is  published. 
This  work,  if  published  in  fugitive  numbers,  would 
scarce,  without  a  high  pressure  on  the  part  of  the  book- 
seller, be  raised  above  the  Netherbow,  and  never  could 
be  expected  to  ascend  to  the  level  of  Princes  Street. 
Now,  I  am  ambitious  that  my  compositions,  tix>ugh 
having  their  origin  in  this  Valley  of  Holyrood,  should 
not  only  be  extended  into  those  exalted  regions  I  have 
mentioned,  but  also  that  they  should  cross  the  Forth, 
astonish  the  long  town  of  Kirkcaldy,  enchant  the  skippers 
and  colliers  of  the  East  of  Fife,  venture  even  into  the 
classic  arcades  of  St.  Andrews,  and  travel  as  mUch 
farther  to  the  north  as  the  breath  of  aj^laUse  will  carry 
their  sails.  As  ior  a  southward  direction,  it  is  not  to  be 
hoped  for  in  my  fondest  dreams.  I  am  informed  that 
Scottish  Uter^tuie,  Uke  Scottish  whisky,  will  be  pre- 
sently kud  under  a  prohibitory  duty.  But  enough  of 
this.  If  any  reader  is  dull  enough  not  to  comprehend 
the  advantages  which,  in  point  of  circulation,  a  compact 
book  has  over  a  ocdlection  of  fugitive  numbers,  let  him 
tiy  the  range  of  a  gun  loaded  with  hail-shot,  against 
that  of  athe  same  piece  charged  with  an  equal  weight  of 
lead  consdiidated  in  a  single  ballet. 

Besides,  it  was  of  less  consequence  that  I  should  have 

publishe<i  periodically,  since  I  did  not  mean  to  solicit  or 

accept  of  the  contributions  of  friends,  or  the  criticisms 

of  those  who  m^y  be  less  kindly  disposed.    Notwith- 
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standing  the  excellent  examples  which  tnight  be  quoted, 
I  will  establish  no  begging-box,  cither  under  the  name  of 
a  hon's  head  or  an  ass's.  What  is  good  or  ill  shall  be 
mine  own,  or  the  contribution  of  friends  to  whom  I  may 
have  private  access.  Many  of  my  voluntary  assistants 
might  be  cleverer  than  myself,  and  then  I  should  have  a 
brilliant  article  appear  among  my  chiller  eifusions,  like 
a  patch  of  lace  on  a  Scottish  cloak  of  Galashiels 
grey.  Sortie  might  be  worse,  and  then  I  must  re- 
ject them,  to  the  injury  of  the  feelings  of  the  writer, 
or  else  insert  them,  to  make  my  own  darkness  yet 
more  opaque  and  palpable.  "Let  every  herring," 
says  our  old-fashioned  proverb,  "hang  by  his  own 
head." 

One  person,  however,  I  may  distinguish,  as  she  is  now 
no  more,  who,  li^dng  to  the  utmost  term  of  human  life, 
honoured  me  with  a  great  share  of  her  friendship,  as 
indeed  we  were  blood  relatives  in  the  Scottish  sense — 
Heaven  knows  how  many  degrees  reraoved^-and  friends 
in  the  sense  of  Old  England.  I  mean  the  late  excellent 
and  regretted  Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol.  But  as  I  design 
this  admirable  picture  of  the  olden  tirtie  for  a  principal 
character  in  my  work,  I  will  only  say  here  that  she  knew 
and  iipproved  of  my  present  purpose ;  and  though  she 
declined  to  contribute  to  it  while  She  lived,  from  a  sense 
of  dignified  retirement,  which  she  thought  became  her 
age,  sex,  and  condition  in  life,  she  left  me  some  materials 
for  carrying  on  my  proposed  work,  which  I  coveted 
when  I  heard  her  detail  them  in  conversation,  and  which 
now,  when  I  have  their  substance  in  her  own  hand- 
writing, I  account  far  more  valuable  than  an3fthing  I 
have  myself  to  oifer.  I  hope  the  mentioning  her  name 
in  conjunction  with  my  own,  will  give  no  oftence  to  any 
of  her  numerous  friends,  as  it  was  her  oWft  exiM«ss 
pleasure  that  I  should  employ  the  manuscripts,  which 
she  did  me  the  honour  to  bequeath  me^  in  the  manner  in 
4S4 

Digitized  by  CjOOgle 


CHRONIOLES    OF    THE    CANONQATE. 

whfeh  I  have  now  used  them.  It  must  be  added,  how- 
ever, that  in  most  cases  I  have  disguised  names,  and  in 
some  have  added  shading  and  colouring  to  bring  out  the 
narrative. 

Much  of  my  materials,  besides  these,  are  derived  from 
friends,  living  or  dead,  The  accuracy  of  some  of  these 
may  be  doubtful,  in  which  case  I  shall  be  happy  to  re- 
ceive, from  sufficient  authority,  the  correction  of  the 
errors  which  must  creep  into  traditional  documents.  The 
object  of  the  whole  publication  is,  to  throw  some  light 
on  the  manners  of  Scotland  as  they  were,  and  to  con- 
trast them  occasionally  with  those  of  the  present  day. 
My  own  opinions  are  in  favour  of  our  Own  times,  in 
many  respects,  but  not  in  so  far  as  affords  means  for 
exercising  the  imagination,  or  exciting  the  interest  which 
attaches  to  other  times.  I  am  glad  to  be  a  writer  or  a 
reader  in  1826,  but  I  would  be  most  interested  in  reading 
or  relating'  what  happened  from  half-a-century  to  a 
century  before.  We  have  the  best  of  it.  Scenes  in 
whidi  our  ancestors  thought  deeply,  acted  fiercely,  and 
died  desperately,  are  to  us  tales  to  divert  the  tedium  of  a 
winter's  evening,  when  we  are  engaged  to  no  party,  or 
beguile  a  simimer's  morning,  when  it  is  too  scorching  to 
rideorwaUc. 

Yet  I  do  not  mean  that  my  essays  and  narratives 
should  be  limited  to  Scotland.  I  pledge  myself  to  no 
particular  line  of  subjects ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  say  with 
Bums, 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sang. 

Perhaps  tum  out  a  sermon. 

I  have  only  to  add,  by  way  of  postscript  to  these  pre- 
liminary chapters,  that  I  have  had  recourse  to  Moli^'s 
recipe,  and  read  my  manuscript  over  to  my  old  woman, 
Janet  MacEvoy. 
The  dignity  of  being  consulted  delighted  Janet ;  and 

^^^  r       I 

Digitized  by  CjOOgle 


CHRONICLES    OF    THE    CANOIK3ATE. 

Wilkie,  or  Allan,  would  have  made  a  capital  sketch  of 
her,  as  she  sat  upright  in  her  chair,  instead  of  her  <»x}i- 
nary  lounging  posture,  knitting  her  stocking  systemati- 
cally, as  if  she  meant  every  twist  of  her  thread,  and 
inclination  of  the  wires,  to  bear  burden  to  the  cadence 
of  my  voice.  I  am  afraid,  too,  that  I  myself  felt  more 
delight  than  I  ought  to  have  done  in  my  own  com- 
position, and  read  a  little  more  oratorically  than  1  should 
have  ventured  to  do  before  an  auditor,  of  whose  applause 
I  was  not  so  secure.  And  the  result  did  not  entirely  en* 
courage  my  plan  of  censorship.  Janet  did  indeed 
seriously  incline  to  the  account  of  my  previous  life,  and 
bestowed  some  Highland  maledictions  more  emphatic 
than  courteous  on  Christie  Stede's  reception  of  a 
"shentlemans  ii^  distress,"  and  of  h&r  own  mistress's 
house  too.  I  omitted,  for  certain  reasons,  or  greatly 
abridged,  what  related  to  herself.  But  when  I  came  to 
treat  of  my  general  views  in  publication,  I  saw  poor 
Janet  was  entirely  thrown  out,  though,  like  a  jaded 
hunter,  panting,  puffing,  and  short  of  wind,  she  en- 
deavoured at  least  to  keep  up  with  the  chase.  Or 
rather  her  perplexity  made  her  look  all  the  while 
like  a  deaf  person  ashamed  of  his  infirmity,  who  does 
not  understand  a  word  you  are  saying,  yet  desires 
you  to  believe  that,  he  does  understand  you^  and  who 
is  extremely  jealous  that  you  suspect  his  incapacity. 
When  she  saw  that  some  remark  was  necessary,  she 
resembled  exactly  in  her  criticism  the  devotee  who 
pitched  on  the  "sweet  word  Mesopotamia,"  as  the  most 
edifying  note  which  she  could  bring  away  from  a  sermon. 
She  indeed  hastened  to  bestow  general  praise  on  what 
she  said  was  all  "very  fine;"  but  chiefly  dwelt  on 
what  I  said  about  Mr.  Timmerman,  as  she  was  pleased 
to  call  the  Grerman  philosopher,  and  supposed  he  must 
be  of  the  same  descent  with  the  Highland  dan  of 
M'Intyre.  which  signifies  Son  of  the  Carpeater.  "  And 
456 

Digitized  by  Google 


CHRONfOLCS    or    THE    CANONQATC 

a  fery  honourable  name  too — Shanet's  own  mither  was  a 
M'Intyre." 

In  short,  it  was  plain  the  latter  part  of  my  introduction 
was  altogether  lost  on  poor  Janet,  and  so,  to  have  acted 
up  to  Moli^re's  system,  I  should  have  cancelled  the 
whole,  and  written  it  anew.  But  I  do  not  know  how  it 
is  ;  I  retained,  I  suppose,  some  tolerable  opinion  of  wy 
own  composition,  though  Janet  did  not  comprehend  it, 
and  felt  loath  to  retrench  those  delilahs  of  the  imagina- 
tion, as  Dryden  calls  them,  the  tropes  and  figures  of 
which  are  caviare  to  the'  multitude.  Besides,  I  hate  re- 
writing, as  much  as  Falstaff  did  paying  back— it  is  a 
double  labour.  So  I  determined  with  myself  to  consult 
Janet,  ih  fiiture,  only  on  such  things  as  were  within  the 
limits  of  h*  comprehension,  and  hazard  my  arguments 
and  my  rhetoric  on  the  public  without  her  imprimatur, 
I  am  pretty  sure  shewiU  "applaud  it  done."  And  in 
such  narratives  as  come  within  her  range  of  thought  and 
feeling,  I  shall,  as  I  first  intended,  take  the  benefit  of 
her  unsophiscated  judgment,  and  attend  to  it  deferen- 
tially—that is,  when  it  happens  not  to  be  in  peculiar 
opposition  to  my  own ;  for,  after  all,  I  say  with 
Almanzof— 

Know  that  I  alone  am  king  of  me. 

The  reader  has  now  my  who  and  my  whereabout,  the 
purpose  of  the  work,  and  tiae  drcumstanoes  under  which 
^^.i*-is  undertaken.  He  has  also  a  specaoaen  of  the  author'is 
talents,  and  may  judge  for  himself,  ahd  proceed  or  send 
back  the  voliune  to  the  booksdler,  as  his  own  taste  shall 
determine. 
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CHAP.  VI. 
TiSr,  Oroftftn^y's  aooonnt  of  Mrs.  Bethtme  Ballol. 

TA^  moon,  luere  she  earthly ^  no  nobler, — Coriolanus. 

HEN  we  set  out  on  the  jolly  voyage  of  life,  what 
a  brave  fleet  there  is  around  us,  as  stretching  our 
I  fresh  canvas  to  the  breeze,  all  "shipshape  and 
Bristol  fashion,"  pennons  flying,  music  playing,  cheering 
each  other  as  we  pass,  we  are  rather  amused  than 
alarmed  when  some  awkward  comrade  goes  right  ashore 
for  want  of  pilotage  I — ^Alas  I  when  the  voyage  is  wdl 
spent,  and  we  look  about  us,  toil-worn  mariners,  how  few 
of  our  ancient  consorts  still  remain  in  sight,  and  they, 
ho>y  torn  and  wasted,  and,  like  ourselves,  struggling  to 
keep  as  long  as  possible  off  the  fatal  shore,  against  which 
we  are  all  finally  drifting  I 

I  felt  this  very  trite  but  melancholy  truth  in  all  its  force 
the  other  day,  when  a  packet  with  a  black  seal  arrived, 
containing  a  letter  addressed  to  me  by  my  late  excellent 
friend  Mrs.  Martha  Bethune  Baliol,  and  marked  with  the 
fatal  indorsation,  "  To  be  delivered  according  to  address, 
after  I  shall  be  no  more."  A  letter  from  her  executors 
accompanied  the  packet,  mentioning  that  they  had  found 
in  her  will  a  bequest  to  me  of  a  painting  of  some  value, 
which  she  stated  would  just  fit  the  space'  ab6ve  my  cup- 
board, and  fifty  guineas  to  buy  a  ring.  And  thus  I 
separated,  with  all  the  kindness  which  we  had  tnain> 
tained  for  many  years,  from  a  friend,  who,  though  old 
enough  to  have  been  the  companion  of  my  mother,  was 
yet,  in  gaiety  of  spirits,  and  admirable  sweetness  of 
temper,  capable  of  being  agreeable,  and  even  animating 
society,  for  those  who  write  themselves  in  the  vaward  of 
youth  ;  an  advantage  which  I  have  lost  for  these  five- 
and-thirty  years.  The  contents  of  the  packet  I  had  no 
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difficulty  in  guessing,  and  have  partly  hinted  at  them  fn 
the  last  chapter.  But,  to  instruct  the  reader  in  the  par- 
ticulars, and  at  the  same  time  to  indulge  myself  with 
recalling  the  virtues  and  agreeable  qualities  of  my  late 
friend,  I  will  give  a  short  sketch  of  her  manners  and 
habits. 

Mrs.  Martha  Bethune  Baliol  was  a  person  of  quality 
and  fortune,  as  these  are  esteemed  in  Scotland.  Her 
family  was  ancient,  and  her  connections  honourable. 
She  was  not  fond  of  specially  indicating  her  exact  age, 
but  her  juvenile  recollections  stretched  backwards  till 
before  the  eventful  year  1745  ;  and  she  remembered  the 
Highland  clans  being  in  possession  of  the  Scottish 
capital,  though  probably  only  as  an  indistinct  vision. 
Her  fortune,  independent  by  her  father's  bequest,  was 
rendered  opi^nt  by  the  death  of  more  than  one  brave 
brother,  who  fell  successively  in  the  service  of  their 
country ;  so  that  the  family  estates  became  vested  in  the 
only  survi^^g  child  of  the  ancient  house  of  Bethune 
Baliol.  My  intimacy  was  formed  with  the  excellent  lady 
after  this  event,  and  when  she  was  already  something 
advanced  in  age. 

She  inhabited,  when  in  Edinbui^gh,  where  she  re- 
gularly spent  the  winter  season,  one  of  those  old  hotels, 
which,  tiH  of  late,  were  to  be  found  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  Canongate,  and  of  the  Palace  of  Holyrood  House, 
and  which,'  separated  from  the  street,  now  dirty  and 
vulgar,  by  paved  courts,  aud  gardens  of  some  extent, 
made  amends  for  an  indifferent  access  by  showing  some- 
thing of  aristocratic  state  and  seclusion,  when  you  were 
once  admitted  within  their  precincts.  They  have  pulled 
her  house  down  ;  for,  indeed,  betwixt  building  and  burn- 
ing, every  ancient  monument  of  the  Scottish  capital  is  now 
likely  to  be  utterly  demolished.  I  pause  on  the  recol- 
lections of  the  p4ace,  however ;  and  since  nature  has 
denied  a  pencil  when  she  placed  a  pen  in  my  hand,  I  will 
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endeavour  to  make  words  answer  the  purpose  of  de- 
lineation. 

Baliol's  Lodging,  so  was  the  mansion  named,  reared 
its  high  stack  of  chimneys,  among  which  were  seen  a 
turret  or  two,  and  one  of  those  small  projecting  platforms, 
called  bartizans,  above  the  mean  and  modem  buildings 
which  line  the  south  side  of  the  Canongate  towards  the 
lower  end  of  that  street,  and  not  distant  from  the  Palace. 
Kporte  cocJUre^  having  a  wicket  for  foot-passengers,  was. 
upon  due  occasion,  unfolded  by  a  lame  old  man,  tail,  grave, 
and  thin,  who  tenanted  a  hovel  beside  the  gate,  and 
acted  as  porter.  To  this  office  he  had  been  promoted  by 
my  friend's  charitable  feelings  for  an  old  soldier,  and 
partly  by  an  idea,  that  his  head,  which  was  a  very  fine 
one,  bore  some  resemblance  to  that  of  Ganick  in  the 
character  of  Lusignan.  He  was  a  man  saturnine,  idlent, 
and  slow  in  his  proceedings,  and  would  never  open  the 
forte  cocJUre  to  a  hackney  coach  ;  indicating  the  wicket 
with  his  finger,  as  the  proper  passage  for  all  Who  came 
in  that  obscure  vehicle,  which  was  not  permitted  to  de- 
grade with  its  ticketed  presence  the  dignity  of  BEdiol's 
Lodging.  I  do  not  think  this  peculiarity  wouki  have  met 
with  his  lady's  approbation,  any  more  than  the  oc- 
casional partiality  of  Lusignan,  or.  as  mortals  called  him, 
Archy  Macready,  to  a  dram.  But  Mrs.  Martha  Bethune 
Baliol,  conscious  that,  in  case  of  oonyicUon,  she  could 
never  have  prevailed  upon  hersc;l;f  to  dethrone  the  King 
of  Palestine  from  the  stone  bench  on  which  he  sat  for 
hours  knitting  his  stocking,  refused,  by  accrediting  the 
intelligence,  even  to  put  him  upon  his  trial ;  well  judging 
that  he  would  observe  more  wholesome  caution  if  he  con- 
ceived his  character  unsuspected,  than  if  he  were  de- 
tected, and  sufiered  to  pass  unpunished.  For  after  all, 
she  said,  it  woiild  be  cruel  to  dismiss  an  old  Highland 
soldier  for  a  peccac^o  so  appropriate  to  his  country  and 
profession. 
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The  stately  gate  for  carriages,  or  the  humble  accom- 
modation for  foot-passengers,  admitted  into  a  narrow 
and  short  passage,  running  between  two  rows  of  lime- 
trees,  whose  green  foliage,  during  the  spring,  contrasted 
strangely  with  the  swart  complexion  of  the  two  walls  by 
the  side  of  which  they  grew.  This  access  led  to  the 
front  of  the  house,  which  was  formed  by  two  gable  ends, 
notched,  and  having  their  windows  adorned  with  heavy 
architectural  ornaments  ;  they  joined  each  other  at  right 
angles ;  and  a  half  circular  tower,  which  contained  the 
entrance  and  the  staircase,  occupied  the  point  of 
junction,  and  rounded  the  acute  angle.  One  of  other 
two  sides  of  the  little  court,  in  which  there  was  just 
sufficient  room  to  turn  a  carriage,  was  occupied  by  some 
low  buildings  answering  the  purpose  of  offices ;  the 
other,  by  a  parapet  surrounded  by  a  highly-ornamented 
iron  railing,  twined  round  with  honeysuckle  and  other 
parasitical  shrubs,  which  permitted  the  eye  to  peep  into 
a  pretty  suburban  garden,  extending  down  to  the  road 
called  the  South  Back  of  the  Canongate,  and  boasting  a 
nimiber  of  old  trees,  many  flowers,  and  even  some  fruit. 
We  must  not  forget  to  state,  that  the  extreme  cleanliness 
of  the  courtyard  was  such  as  intimated  that  mop  and 
pail  had  done  their  utmost  in  that  favoured  spot,  to  atone 
for  the  general  dirt  and  dinginess  of  the  quarter  where 
the  premises  were  situated. 

Over  the  doorway  were  the  arms  of  Bethune  and 
Baliol.  with  various  other  devices  carved  in  stone ;  the 
door  itself  was  studded  with  iron  nails,  and  formed  of 
black  oak  ;  an  iron  rasp,  as  it  was  called,  was  placed  on 
it,  instead  of  a  knocker,  for  the  purpose  of  summoning 
the  attendants.  He  who  usually  appeared  at  the 
summons  was  a  smart  lad,  in  a  handsome  livery,  the 
son  of  Mrs.  Martha's  gardener  at  Mount  Baliol.  Now 
and  then  a.  servant  girl,  nicely  but  plainly  dressed,  and 
fully  accoutred  with  stockings  and  shoes,  would  perform 
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this  duty ;  and  twice  or  thrice  I  remember  being  ad- 
mitted by  Beauffet  himself,  whose  exterior  looked  as 
much  like  that  of  a  clergyman  of  rank  as  the  butler  of  a 
gentleman's  family.  He  had  been  valet-de-chambre  to 
the  last  Sir  Richard  Bethime  Baliol,  and  was  a  person 
highly  trusted  by  the  present  lady.  A  full  stand,  as  it  is 
called  in  Scotland,  of  garments  of  a  dark  colour,  gold 
buckles  in  his  shoes,  and  at  the  knees  of  his  breeches, 
with  his  hair  regularly  dressed  and  powdered,  annotmced 
him  to  be  a  domestic  of  trust  and  importance.  His 
mistress  used  to  say  of  him. 

He's  sad  and  civil, 
And  stuts  wdl  for  a  servant  with  my  fortunes. 

As.  no  one  can  escape  scandal,  some  said  that 
Beauffet  made  a  rather  better  thing  of  the  place  than 
the  modesty  of  his  old-fashioned  wages  would,  unassisted, 
have  amounted  to.  But  the  man  was  always  very  civil 
to  me.  He  had  been  long  in  the  family  ;  had  enjoyed 
legacies,  and  laid  by  a  something  of  his  own,  upon  which 
he  now  enjoys  ease  with  dignity,  in  as  far  as  his  new^y- 
inarried  wife,  Tibbie  Shortacres,  will  permit  him. 

The  Lodging  (dear  reader,  if  you  are  tired,  pray  pass 
over  the  next  four  or  five  paragraphs) — ^was  not  by  any 
means  so  large  as  its  external  appearance  led  people  to 
conjecture.  The  interior  accommodation  was  much  cut 
up  by  cross  walls  and  long  passages,  and  that  neglect 
of  economising  space  which  characterises  old  Scottish 
architecture.  But  there  was  far  more  room  than  my 
old  friend  required,  even  when  she  had,  as  was  often  the 
case,  four  or  five  young  cousins  under  her  protection ; 
and  I  beheve  much  of  the  house  was  unoccupied.  Mrs. 
Bethune  Baliol  never,  in  my  presence,  showed  herself  so 
much  offended,  as  once  with  a  meddling  person  who 
advised  her  to  have  the  windows  of  these  supemumeraiy 
apartments  built  up,  to  save  the  tax.  She  said  in  ire, 
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that,  while  she  lived,  the  light  of  God  should  visit  the 
house  of  her  fathers  ;  and  while  she  had  a  penny,  king 
and  country  should  have  their  due.  Indeed,  she  was 
punctiliously  loyal,  even  in  that  most  staggering  test  of 
loyalty,. the  pa5rment  of  imposts.  Mr.  Beauffet  told  me 
he  was  ordered  to  offer  a  glass-  of  wine  to  the  person  who 
collected  the  income-tax,  and  that  the  poor  man  Was 
so  overcome  by  a  reception  so  unwontedly  generous,  that 
he  had  well-nigh  fainted  on  the  spot. 

You  entered  by  a  matted  anteroom  into  the  eating- 
parlour,  filled  with  old  fashioned  furniture,  and  hung 
with  family  portraits,  which,  excepting  one  of  Sir 
Bernard  Bethune,  in  James  the  Sixth's  time,  said  to  be 
by  Jameson,  were  exceedingly  frightfid.  A  saloon,  as  it 
was  called,  a  long  narrow  chamber,  led  but  ^  the  dining 
parlour,  and  served  for  a  drawing-room.  It  was  a  plea- 
sant apartment,  looking  out  upon  the  south  flank  of 
Holyrood  House,  the  gigantic  slope  of  Arthur's  Seat,  and 
the  girdle  of  lofty  rocks  called  Salisbury  Crags  ;  objects 
so  rudely  wild  that  the  mind  can  hardly  conceive  them  to 
exist  in  the  vicinage  of  a  populous  metropolis.  The 
paintings  of  the  saloon  came  from  abroad,  and  had 
some  of  them  much  merit,  To  see  the  best  of  them, 
however,  you  must  be  admitted  into  the  very  penetralia 
of  the  temple,  and  allowed  to  draw  the  tapestry  at  the 
upper  end  of  the  saloon,  and  enter  Mrs.  Martha's  own 
special  dressing-room.  This  was  a  charming  apartment, 
of  which  it  would  be  difficult  to  describe  the  form,  it  had 
so  many  recesses,  which  were  filled  up  with  shdves  of 
ebony,  and  cabinets  of  japan  and  or  molu  ;  some  for 
holding  books,  of  which  Mrs.  Martha  had  an  admirable 
collection,  some  for  a  dispkiy  of  ornamental  diina,  others 
for  shells  and  similar  curiosities.  In  a  little  niche,  half 
screened  by  a  curtain  of  crimson  silk,  was  disposed  a 
suit  of  tilting  armour  of  bright  steel,  inlaki  with  silver, 
which  had  been  worn  on  some  memorable  occasion  by 
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Sir  Bernard  Bethune,  already  mentioned  ;  while  over  the 
canopy  of  the  niche  hung  the  broadsword  with  which 
her  father  had  attempted  to  change  the  fortunes  of 
Britain  in  1715.  and  the  spontoon  which  her  elder 
tsrother  hore  when  he  was  leading  on  a  company  of  the 
Black  Watch  at  Fontenoy. 

There  were  some  Italian  and  Flemish  pictures  of 
admitted  authenticity,  a  few  genuine  bronzes  and  other 
objects  of  curiosity,  which  her  brothers  or  herself  had 
picked  up  while  abroad.  In  short,  it  was  a  place  where 
the  idle  were  tempted  to  become  studious,  the  studious 
to  grow  idle— where  the  grave  might  find  matter  to  make 
them  gay,  and  the  gay  subjects  for  gravity. 

That  it  might  maintain  some  title  to  its. name,  I  must 
not  forget  to  say,  that  the  lady's  dresaing-jroom  exhibited 
a  superb  mirror„  framed  in  silver  filigree  work  ;  a  beauti- 
ful toilet,  the  cover  of  which  was  of  Flanders  lace  ;  and  a 
set  of  boxes  corresponding  in  materials  and  work  to  the 
frame  of  the  mirror. 

This  dressing  apparatus,  however,  was  mere  matter  of 
parade ;  Mrs.  Martha  Bethune  Baliol  always  went 
through  the  actual  duties  of  the  toilet  in  an  inner  apart- 
ment, which  corresponded  with  her  sleeping  room  by  a 
small  detached  staircase.  There  were,  I  believe,  more 
than  one  of  those  turnpike  stairs^  as  they  were  called, 
about  the  house,  by  which  the  public  rooms,  all  of  which 
entered  through  each  other,  were  accommodated  with 
separate  and  independent  modes  of  access.  In  the  littte 
boudoir  we  have  described,  Mrs.  Martha  Baliol  had  her 
choicest  meetings.  She  kept  early  hours  ;  and  if  you 
went  in  the  morning,  you  must  not  reckon  that  space  of 
day  as  extending  beyond  three  o'clock,  or  four  at  the 
utmost.  These  vigilant,  habits  were  attended  with  some 
restraint  on  her  visitors,  but  they  were  indemnified  by 
your  always  finding  the  best  society,  and  the  best  infor- 
mation, which  was  to  be  had  for  the  day  in  the  Scottish 
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eaphal.  Without  at  all  ifkcting  the  blue  stodciog,  she 
Kked  books— they  amused  her-^nd  if  the  alithocs  were 
persons  of  character,  ihp  th6u£;ht  £he  owed  them  a  debt 
of  civility,  which  die  loved  to  discharge  by  personal 
kindness.  When  she  gave  a  dinner  to  a  smaU  party, 
which  she  did  now  and  then,  she  had  the  good  nature  to 
look  for,  and  the  good  luck  to  discov6r,  what  sort  of 
people  suited  each  other  best,  and  chose  her  company  as 
Duke  Theseus  did  his  hounds, 

matched  in  mouth  like  bells. 

Each  under  each, 

SO  that  every  guest  could  take  his  part  in  the  cry ;  in- 
stead of  one  mighty  Tom  of  a  fellow,  like  Dr^  Johnson, 
silencing  all  besides,  by  the  tremendous  depth  of  his 
diapason.  On  such  occasions,  she  afiforded  c/Ure  (x- 
quise  ;  and  every  now  and  then  there  was  some  dish  of 
French,  or  even  Scottish  derivation,  which,  as  well  as  the 
numerous  assortment  of  vins  extraordinaircs  produced 
by  Mr.  Beauffet,  gave  a  sort  of  antique  and  foreign  air  to 
the  entertainment,  which  rendered  it  more  interesting. 

It  \yas  a  great  thing  to  be  asked  to  such  parties  ;  and 
not  less  so  to  be  invited  to  the  early  conversazione^ 
which,  in  spite  of  fashion,  by  dint  of  the  best  coffee,  the 
finest  tea,  and  chasse  cafl  that  would  have  called  the 
dead  to  life,  she  contrived  now  £^^d  th^n  to  assemble  in 
her  saloon  already  mentioned  at  the  imnatural  hour  of 
eight  in  the  evening.  At  such  times,  the  cheerful  old 
lady  seemed  to  enjoy  herself  so  much  in  the  happiness 
of  her  guests,  that  they  exerted  themselves,  in  turn,  to 
prolong  her  amusement  and  their  own ;  and  a  certain 
charm  was  excited  around,  seldom  to  be  met  with  in 
parties  of  pleasure,  and  which  was  founded  on  the 
general  desire  of  every  one  present  to  contribute  some- 
tiling  to  the  common,  amusement. 

But,  although  it  was  a  great  privilege  to  be  admitted 
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to  wait  On  my  excellent  friend  in  the  morning,  or  be 
invited  to  her  dinner  or  evening  parties,  I  ^zed  stiil 
higher  the  right  which  I  had  acquired,  by  old  acquaint- 
ance, of  visiting  Baliol's  Lodging,  upon  the  diance  of 
finding  its  venerable  inhabitant  preparing  for  tea,  just 
about  six  o'clock  in  the  «vening.  It  was  only  to  two  or 
three  old  friends  that  she  permitted  this  freedom,  nor 
was  this  sort  of  chance  party  ever  allowed  to  extend 
itself  beyond  five  in  number.  The  answer  to  those  who 
came  later,  announced  that  the  company  was  filled  up 
for  the  evening  ;  which  had  the  double  effect,  of  making 
those  who  waited  on  Mrs.  Bethune  Bdiol  in  this  im- 
cercmonious  manner  punctual  in  observing  her  hour, 
and  of  adding  the  zest  of  a  little  difficulty  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  party. 

It  more  frequently  happened  that  only  one  or  two 
persons  partook  of  this  refreshment  on  the  same  even- 
ing ;  or,  supposing  the  case  of  a  single  gentleman,  Mrs. 
Martha,  though  she  did  not  hesitate  to  admit  him  to  her 
boudoir,  after  the  privilege  of  the  French  and  the  oltt 
Scottish  school,  took  care,  as  she  used  to  say,  to  pre- 
serve all  possible  propriety,  by  commanding  the  attend- 
ance of  her  principal  female  attendant,  Mrs.  Alice 
Lambskin,  who  might,  from  the  gravity  and  dignity  of 
her  appearance,  have  sufficed  to  matronise  a  whole 
boarding  school,  instead  of  one  maiden  lady  of  eighty 
and  upwards.  As  the  weather  permitted,  Mrs.  Alice 
sat  duly  remote  from  the  company  in  a  fauteuil  behind 
the  projecting  chimney-piece,  or  in  the  embrasure  of  a 
windo\^,  and  prosecuted  in  Carthusian  silence,  with 
indefatigable  zeal,  a  piece  of  embroidery,  which  seemed 
no  bad  emblem  of  eternity. 

But  I  have  neglected  all  this  while  to  introduce  my 
friend  herself  to  the  reader,  at  least  so  far  as  words  can 
convey  the  peculiarities  by  which  her  appearance  acd 
eonversation  wtre  distinguished. 
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A  little  woman,  with  ordinary  features,  and  an  ordi- 
nary form,  and  hair,  which  in  youth  had  no  decided 
colour,  we  may  believe  Mrs.  Martha,  when  she  said  of 
herself  that  she  was  never  remarkable  for  personal 
charms ;  a  modest  admission,  which  was  readily  con^ 
firmed  by  certain  old  ladies,  her  contemporaries,  who. 
whatever  might  have  been  the  useful  advantages  which 
they  more  than  hinted  had  been  formerly  their  own 
sYuire,  were  now  in  personal  appearance,  as  well  as  in 
everything  else,  far  inferior  to  my  accomplished  friend. 
Mrs.  Martha's  features  had  been  of  a  kind  which  might 
be  said  to  wear  well ;  their  irregularity  was  now  of  little 
consequence,  animated  as  they  were  by  the  vivacity  of 
her  conversation  ;  her  teeth  were  excellent,  and  her  eyes, 
although  inclinifig  to  grey,  were  lively,  laughing,  and 
undttnmed  by  time.  A  slight  shade  <rf  complexion, 
more  briHiant  than  her  years  promised,  subjected  my 
friend,  amongst  strangers,  to  the  suspicion  of  having 
stretched  her  foreign  habits  as  far  as  the  prudent  touch 
of  the  rouge.  But  it  was  a  calumny  ;  for  when  telling 
or  listening  to  an  interesting  and  affecting  story,  I  have 
seen  her  colour  come  and  go  as  if  it  played  on  the  cheek 
of  eighteen. 

Ho:  hair,  whatever  its  former  deficiencies,  was  now 
the  mos.t  beautiful  white  that  time  could  bleach,  and  was 
disposed  with  some  degree  of  pretension,  though  in  the 
simplest  manner  possible,  so  as  to  appear  neatly 
smoothed  under  a  cap  of  Flanders  lace,  of  an  old- 
fashioned,  but,  as  I  thought,  of  a  very  handsome  form, 
which  undoubtedly  has  a  name,  and  I  would  endeavour 
to  recur  to  it,  if  I  thought  it  would  make  my  description 
a  bit  more  intelligible.  I  think  I  have  heard  her  say 
these  favourite  caps  had  been  her  mother's,  and  had 
come  in  fashion  with  a  peculiar  kind  of  wig  used  by  the 
gentlemen  about  the  time  of  the  battle  of  RamiUies. 
The  rest  of  her  dress  was  always  rather  costly  and  dis- 
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tinguished,  especially  in  the  evening.  A  silk  br,  satin 
gown,  of  some  colour  becoming  her  age,  and  of  a  form 
which,  though  complying  to  a  certain  degree  with  the 
present  fashion,  had  always  a  reference  to  some  more 
distant  period,  was  garnished  with  triple  ruffles ;  her 
shoes  had  diamond  buckles,  and  were  raised  a  little  at 
heel,  an  advantage  which,  possessed  in  her  youth,  she 
alleged  her  size  would  not  permit  her  to  forego  in  her 
old  age.  She  always  wore  rings,  bracelets,  and  other 
ornaments  of  value,  either  for  the  materials  or  the  work- 
manship ;  nay,  perhaps  she  was  a  httle  profuse  in.  this 
Q)edes  of  display.  But  she  wore  theni  as  subordinate 
matters,,  to  which  the  habit  of  b^ng,  constantly  in  high 
life  rendered  her  indifferent.  She  wore  them  because 
Jier  rank  required  it ;  and  thought  no  more  of  them  as  arti- 
cles of  finery,  than  a  gentleman  dressed  for  dinner  thinks 
of  his  clean  linen  and  well-brushed  coat,  the  conscious- 
ness of  which  embarrasses  the  rustic  beau  on  a  Supday. 

Now  and  then,  however,  if  a  gem  or  ornament  chanced 
to  be  noticed  for  its  beauty  or  singularity,  the  observa- 
tion  usually  led  the  way  to  an  entertaining  account  of 
the  manner  in  which  It  had  been  acquired,  or  the  person 
from  whom  it  had  descended  to  its  present  possessor. 
On  such  and  similar  occasions  my  old  friend  spoke 
wiUingly,  which  is  not  uncommon  ;  but  she  also,  which 
is  more  rare,  spoke  remarkably  well,  and  had  in  her  little 
narratives  concerning  foreign  parts,  or  former  days,  which 
formed  an  interesting  part  of  her  conversation,  the  sin- 
gular art  of  dismissing  all  the  usual  protracted  tautology- 
respecting  time,  place,  and  circumstances  which  is  apt  to 
settle  like  a  mist  upon  the  cold  and  languid  tales  of  age» 
and  at  the  same  time  of  bringing  forward,  dwelling  upon, 
and  illustrating,  those  incidents  and  characters  which 
give  point  and  interest  to  the  story. 

She  had,  as  we  have  hinted,  travelled  a  good  deal  io 
foreign  countries  ;  for  a  brother,  to  whom  ?he  was  much 
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attached,  had  been  sent  upon  various  missions  of  national 
imjiOrtance  to  the  Continent,  and  she  had  more  than 
once  embraced  the  opportunity  of  accompanying  him^ 
This  furnished  a  great  addition  to  the  information  which 
she  could  supply,  especially  during  the  last  war,  when 
the  Continent  was  for  so  many  years  hermetically  sealed 
agahist  the  English  nation.  But,  besides,  Mrs.  Bethune 
Baliol  had  visited  distant  countries,  not  in  the  modem 
fashion,  when  the  English  travel  in  caravans  together,  and 
see  in  Franoe  and  Italy  little  besides  the  same  society  which 
they  might  have  enjoyed  at  home.  On  the  contrary,  she 
mingled,  whfen  abroad,  with  the  natives  of  those  countriec 
she  visited,  and  enjoyed  at  once  the  advantage  of  their 
society,  and  the  pleastire  of  comparing  it  with  that  of 
Britain. 

In  the  course  of  her  becoming  habituated  with  foreign 
manners',  Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol  had,  perhaps,  acquired 
some  slight  tincture  of  them  herself.  Yet  I  was  always 
persuaded,  that  the  peculiar  vivacity  of  look  and  manner 
—the  pointed  and  appropriate  action — with  which  she 
aetompanied  what  she  said — the  use  of  the  gold  and 
gemmed  tabaiiire,  or  rather  I  should  say  bonbonni'ire  (for 
she  took  no  snuff,  and  the  little  box  contained  only  a  ifew 
pieces  of  candied  angelica,  or  some  such  lady-like  sweet- 
meat), were  of  real  old-fashioned  Scottish  growth,  and 
such  as  might  have  graced  the  lea-table  of  Susannah, 
Coimtess  of  Eglinton,  the  patroness  of  Allan  Ramsay,  or 
of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Colonel  Ogilvy,  who  was  another 
mirror  by  whom  the  hiaidehs  of  Auld  Reekie  were  re- 
quired U>  dress  themsehres.  Although  weU  acqwiteiefl 
with  the  customs  of  other  countries,  her  manners  had 
been  chiefly  formed  in  her  own,  at  a  time  when  greajt 
folk  lived,  within  Mttle  space,  and  when  the  distinguished 
^^ajnesof  the  bigliest  society  gave  to  Edinburgh  the  ^clat^ 
which  we  now  endeavour  to  derive  from  the  unbounded 
expense  and  extended  circle  of  our  pleasures; 
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'  I  was  more  confirmed  in  this  opinion,  by  the  peculiarity 
of  the  diaiect  which  Mrs.  Baliol  used.  It  was  Scottish, 
decidedly  Scottish,  often  containing  phrases  and  words 
little  used  in  the  present  day.  But  then  her  tone  and 
mode  of  pronunciation  were  as  differ^t  from  the  usual 
accent  of  the  ordinary  Scotch  patois,  as  the  accent  of  St 
James's  is  from  that  of  Billingsgate.  The  vowels  were 
not  pronounced  much  broader  than  in  the  Italian 
languia^,  and  there  was  none  of  the  disagreeable  dmwl 
which  is  so  ofiensive  to  southern  ears.  In  short,  it 
seemed  to  be  the  Scottish  as  spoken  by  the  ancient  court 
of  Scotland,  to  which  no  idea  of  vulgarity  could  be 
attached  ;  and  the  lively  manner  and  gestures  with  which 
it  was  accompanied,  were  so  completely  in  accord  with 
the  sound  of  the  voice  and  the  style  of  talking,  that  I 
cannot  assign  them  a  different  origin.  In  long  deriva- 
tion, perhaps,  the  manner  of  the  Scottish  court  might 
have  been  originally  formed  on  that  of  France,  tp  whikh 
it  had  certainly  some  affinity  ;  but  I  will  live  and  die  in 
the  belief  that  those  of  Mrs.  Baliol,  as  pleasing  as  they 
were  peculiar,  came  to  her  by  direct  descent  from  the 
high  dames  who  andently  adorned  with  their  presence 
the  royal  halls  of  Holyrood. 


CHAP.  ViL 

Mrs.  Baliol  asqlBtB  Mr.  Croftangry  In  his  Idteruy 
Speoulations, 

UCH  as  I  have  described  Mrs.  Bcthuttfe  BaBol, 
I  the  reader  will  easUy  believe  that  when  I  thought 
1  of  the  miscellaneous  nature  of  my  work,  I  rested 
lipott  the  information  she  possessed,  and  her  communi- 
cative disposition,  as  one  of  the  principal  supports  of  my 
enterprise.  Indeed,  she  by  no  means  disapproved  of  my 
proposed  .publication,  though  expressing  herself  very 
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■doubtful  how  far  she  could  personally  assist  it— a  doubt 
-which  might  be  perhaps  set  down  to  a  little  lady-Hke 
coquetry,  which  required  to  be  sued  fot  the  boon  she 
was  not  unwilling  to  grant.  Or,  perhaps,  the  good  old 
lady,  conscious  that  her  unusual  term  of  years  must  soon 
draw  to  a  close,  preferred  bequeathing  the  materials  in 
the  shape  of  a  legacy,  to  subjecting  them  to  the  judgment 
of  a.  critical  public  during  her  lifetime. 

Many  a  time  I  t^d,  in  our  conversations  of  the 
Canongate,  to  resume  my  request  of  assistance,  from  a 
sense  that  my  friend  was  the  most  valuable  depositary  of 
Scottish  traditions  that  was  probably  now  to  be  found. 
This  was  a  subject  on  which  my  mind  was  so  much 
made  up,  that  when  I  heard  her  carry  h«r  description  of 
manners  so  far  back  beyond  her  own  time,  and  describe 
how  Fletcher  of  Salton  spoke,  how  Graham  of  Claver* 
house  danced,  what  were  the  jewels  worn  by  the  famous 
Duchess  of  Lauderdale,  and  how  she  came  by- them,  I 
could  not  help  telling  her  I  thought  her  s6me  £airy,  who 
cheated  us  by  retaining  the  appearance  of  a  mortal  of 
our  own  day,  when,  in  fact,  she  had  witnessed  the  revo- 
lutions of  centuries.  She  was  much  diverted  When  I  re- 
quired her  to  talce  some  solenm  osth  that  she  had  not 
danced  at  the  balls  given  by  Mary  of  Este,  when  her 
unhappy  husbaxul  occupied  Holyrbod  in  a  tspecies  of 
honourable  banishment ; — or  asked,  whether  She  could 
not  recollect  Chirles  the  Second,  when  he  cams  to 
Scotland  in  1650;  sLnd  did  Aot  possess  some  slight  recol- 
lections of  the  bold  usurper  "who  drove  hua  beyond  the 
Forth. 

** Beau  couHn,"  she  said,  laughing,  "none  of  these  do 
I  remember  personally;  but  you  must  know  there  has 
been  wonderfidly  little  change  on  my  natural  temper 
from  youth  to  age.  From  which  it  follows,  cousin,  that 
being  even  now  something  too  young  in  sphrit  Ifor  the 
years  which  Time  has  marked  me  in  bis  calendar,  ^  I  was, 
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whett^a  giri,  a  little  too  old  for  those  of  my  own  stand- 
iag,  and  aa  mudx  inolined  at  that  period  to  keep  the 
soQiety  of  elder  persons,  as  I  am  now  disposed  to  admit 
the  company  of  gay  young  fellows  of  fifty  or  sixty  like 
yourself  rather  than  coHect  about  me  all  the  octoge- 
nnrians.  Now.  although  I  do  not  actually  come  £rom 
Elfland,  and  therefore  cannot  boast  any  personal  know- 
ledge of  the  great  personages  you  mquire  about,  yet  I 
have  seen  and  heard  those  who  knew  them  well,  and 
who  have  given  me  as  distinct  an  account  of  them  as  I 
could  give  you  myfietf  of  the  Empress  Queen,  or  Frederic 
of  Prus^a ;  and  I  will  frankly  add/'  said  she,  laughing 
and  offering  her  konbonniiret  "that  I  have  heard  so 
mix^h  of  the  yefars  which  immediately  succeeded  the 
Rjevolutioo,  that  I  sometimes  am  apt  to  confuse  the  vivid 
descriptions  fixed  on  my  memory  by  the  frequent  and 
aoimated  recitation  <>i  others,  for  things  which  I  myself 
have  actually  witnessed.  I  caught  myself  but  yestarday 
describing  to  Lord  M — ^  the  riding  of  the  last  Scottish 
Parliament,  with  as  much  minuteness  as  if  I  had  seen  it, 
as  my  mother  did,  from  the  balcony  in  front  of  Lord 
Moray's  Lodging  in  the  Canongate." 

"  I  am  sture  yon  must  have  given  Lord  M*-—  a  high 
treat" 

"  I  treated  him  to  a  hearty  laugh«  I  beheve,"  she 
replied.;  "but  it  is  you,  you  vile  seduoer  of  youth,  who 
lead<  me  intb  such  foUies.  But  I  will  be  on  my  guard 
against  my  own  weakness.  I  do  not  well  know  if  the 
wftndering  Jew  is  supposed/to  have  a  Wife,  bttt  I  should  be 
sorry  a  decent  middle-aged  Scottish  gentlewoman  should 
be  suspected  of  identity  ndthsuch  a  supernatural  person." 

"  For  all .  that,  I  must  torture  you  a  little  more,  fnd 
belle  consme,  with  my  interrogatories ;  for  how  shall  I 
ever  turn  author  unless  on  the  strength  of  the  informa^ 
tion  which  you  have  so  often  procured  me  on  the 
ancient  state  xif  manners  ?  " 
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"  Stay,  I  cannot  allow  you  to  give  your  points  of  inquiry 
a  name  so  very  venerable,  if  I  am  expected  to  answer 
them.  Ancient  is  a  term  for  antediluvians.  You  may 
catechise  me  about  the  battle  of  Flodden,  or  ask  par- 
ticulars about  Bruce  and  Wallace,  under  pretext  of 
curiosity  after  ancient  manners ;  and  that  last  subjisct 
would  wake  my  Bali<^  blood,  you  know." 

"  Well,  but,  Mrs.  Baliol,  suppose  we  settle  our  era  : — 
you  do  not  call  the  accession  of  James  the  Sixth  to  the 
kingdom  of  Britain  very  ancient?" 

"  Umph  I  no,  couan— I  think  I  could  tell  you  more  of 
that  than  folk  uow-a-days  remember, — for  instance,  that 
as  James  was  trooping  towards  England,  bag  and  bag- 
gage, his  journey  was  stopped  near  Cockenzie  by  meeting 
the  funeral  of  the  Earl  of  Winton,  the  old  and  faithful 
servant  and  follower  of  his  ill-fated  mother,  poor  Mary  I 
It  was  an  ill  omen  for  the  iiifare,  and  so  was  seen  of  it, 
cousin." 

I  did  not  choose  to  prosecute  this  subject,  well  knowing 
Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol  did  not  like  to  be  much  pressed  on 
the  subject  of  the  Stuarts,  whose  misfortunes  she  pitied, 
the  rather  that  her  father  had  espoused  their  cause.  And 
yet  her  attachment  to  the  present  dynasty  being  very 
sincere,  and  even  ardent,  more  especially  as  her  family 
had:  served;  his  late  Majesty  both  in  peace  and  war,  she 
experienced  a  little'  embarrassment  in  reconciling  her 
opinions  respecting  the  exiled  family,  with  those  she 
eotertamed  for  the  present  In  fact,  like  many  an  old 
Jacobite,  she  was  contented  to  be  somewhat  inconsistenc 
on  the, subject,  comforting  herself,  that  now  everything 
stood  as  it  ought  to  do,  and  that  there  was  no  use  in 
looking  back  narrowly  on  the  right  or  wrong  6f  the  matter 
balf-a<<)entury  ago. 

'•The  Highlands,"  I  sxiggested,  " should  furnish  you 
with  atmple  subjects  of  recollection.    You  have  vritnessed 
the  4»>mplete  change  of  that  primeval  country,  and  ha^' 
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seen  a  race  not  far  removed  from  the  earliest  period  of 
society,  melted  down  into  the  great  mass  of  civilisation  ; 
and  that  could  not  happen  without  incidents  striking  in 
themselves,  and  curious  as  chapters  in  the  history  of  the 
human  race." 

"It  is  very  true,"  said  Mrs.  Baiicd;  "one  would 
think  it  should  have  struck  the  observers  greatly,  and  yet 
it  scarcely  did  so.  For  me,  I  was  rio  Highlander  myself, 
and  the  Highland  chiefs  of  old,  of  whom  I  certamly  knew 
several,  had  little  in  their  manners  to  distinguish  them 
from  the  Lowlatid  gentry,  when  they  mixed  in  society  in 
Edinburgh,  and  assumed  the  Lowland  dress.  Their 
peculiar  character  was  for  the  clansmen  at  home  ;  and 
you  must  not  imagine  that  they  swaggered  about  in 
plaids  and  broadswords  at  the  Cross,  or  came  to  the 
Assembly  rooms  in  bonnets  and  kilts." 

"  I  remember/'  said  I,  "  that  Swift,  in  his  Journal,  teUs 
Stella  he  had  dined  in  the  house  of  a  Scots  nobleman, 
with  two  Highland  chiefe,  whom  he  had  found  as  well- 
bred  men  as  he  had  ever  met  with." 

"Very  likely,"  said  my  friend.  "The  extremes  of 
society  approach  much  more  closely  to  each  other  than 
perhaps  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  expected.  The  savage 
is  always  to  a  certain  degree  poUte.  Besides,  going 
always  armed,  and  having  a  very  punctilious  idea  of  their 
own  gentility  and  consequence,  they  usually  behaved  to 
each  other  and  to  the  LowlanderSr  with  a  good  deal  of 
formal  politeness,  which  sometimes  even  procured  them 
the  character  of  insincerity." 

"  Falsehood  bdongs  to  an  early  period  of  sodety,  as 
well  as  the  differential  forms  which  we  styie  politeness," 
I  rcpiied.  "  A  child  does  not  see  the  least  moral  beauty 
in  truth,  until  he  has  been  flogged  half-a-dozen  dmes.  It 
is  so  easy,  And  apparently  so  natural,  to  deny  what  you 
cannot  be  easily  convicted  of,  that  a  savage  as.  well  as  a 
child  lies  to  excuse  himself,  almost  as  instinctively  as  he 
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raiaes  his  hand  to  protect  his  head.  The  old  saying, 
'  confess  and  be  hanged,'  carries  much  argument  in  it. 
I  observed  a  remark  the  other  day  in  old  Birrell.  He 
•mentions  that  M'Gregor  of  Glenstrae  and  kome  of  his 
people  had  surrendered  themselves  to  one  of  the  Earls  of 
Argyle,  upon  the  express  condition  that  they  should  be 
conveyed  safe  into  England.  The  MacAlIum  More  of 
the  day  kept  the  word  of  promise,  but  it  was  only  to  the 
^ai*.  He  indeed  sent  his  captives  to  Berwick,  where  they 
had  an  airing  on  the  other  side  of  the  Twfeed,  but  it  was 
under  the  custody  of  a  strong  guard,  by  whom  they  were 
brought  back  to  Edinburgh,  and  delivered  lo  the  execu- 
tioner. This,  Birrell  calls  keeping  a  Highlandhian's 
promise." 

"Well."  replied  Mrs.  Badiol,  "I  might  add,  that 
many  of  the  Highland  chiefs  whom  I  knew  informer  days 
liad  been  brought  up  in  France,  which  might  improve 
their  politeness,  though  perhaps  it  did  not  amend  their 
/sincerity.  But  considering,  that,  belonging  to  the  de- 
pressed and  defeated  faction  in  the  state,  they  were  com- 
pelled sometimes  to  use  dissimulation,  you  must  set  their 
uniform  fidelity  to  their  friends  against  their  occasional 
faJ^ebpod  to  their  en<^mies,  and  then  you  will  not  judge 
poor  John  Highlandman  too  severely.  They  were  in  a 
state  of  society  where  bright  lights  are  strongly  contrasted 
with  deep  shadows." 

"It  is  to  that  point  I  would  bring  you,  ma  belle 
cousine, — and  therefore  they  are  most  proper  subjects  for 
composition.*' 

*•  And  5|0u  want  to  turn  composer,  my  gjbod  friend,  and 
set  my  old  tales  to  some  popular  tune?  But  there  have 
been  too  many  composers,  if  that  be  the  word,  in  the 
field  before.  The  Highlands  tvere  indeed  a  rich  mine  ; 
but  they  have,  I  think,  been  fairly  wrought  out,  as  a  good 
tune  is  grinded  hito  vulgarity  when  it  descends  to  the 
hurdy-gurdy  and  the  barrel-organ." 
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"  If  it  be  really  tune,"  I  replied,  "  it  will  recover  its 
better  qualities  when  it  gets  into  the  hands  of  bettet 
artists." 

"Umphl"  said  Mrs.  Baliol,  tapping  her  box,  "we 
are  happy  in  our  own  good  opinion  this  evening,  Mr. 
Croftangry.  And  so  you  think  you  can  restore  the 
gloss  to  the  tartan,  which  it  has  lost  by  being  dragged 
through  so  many  fin|:ers  ?  " 

"With  your  assistance  to  procure  materials,  my  dear 
lady,  much,  I  think,  may  be  done." 

"  Well — I  must  do  my  best,  I  suppose ;  though  all  I 
know  about  the  Gael  is  but  oflittle  consequence — indeed, 
I  gathered  it  diiefly  from  Donald  MacLeish." 

"  And  who  might  Donald  MacLeish  be?  " 

'•  Neither  bard  nor  scnnachie,  I  assure  you ;  hor 
monk,  nor  hermit,  the  approved  authorities  for  old 
traditions.  Donald  was  as  good  a  postilion  as  ever 
drove  a  chaise  and  pair  between  Glencroe  and  Inverary. 
I  assure  you,  when  I  give  you  my  Highlli»l  anecdotes, 
you  will  hear  much  of  Donald  MacLeish.  H€  was  AHce 
Lambskin's  beau  and  mine  through  a  long  Highland 
tcur." 

"But  when  am  I  to  possess  these  anecdotes ?— You 
answer  me  as  Harley  did  poor  Prior- 
Let  that  be  done  vtrhich  ^fat  doth  say. 
*  Yea,'  quoth  the  Earl,  'but  not  to-day.'** 

••  Well,  fnon  hau  cousittt  if. you  begin  %o  remind  me  of 
my  cruelty,  I  must  remind  you  that  it  has  struck  nine  on 
the  Abbey  clock,  and  it  is  tin^e  you  ware  home  to 'Little 
Croftaugry. — For  my  promise  to  assist  your  antiquarian 
researches,  be  assured,  I  will  one  day  keep  U  to  the  u^ 
most  extent  It  shall  not  be  a  Highlandman's  promise, 
as  your  old  citizen  calls  it." 

I,  by  this  time,  suspected  the  purpose  of  my  friend's 
Drocrastination ;  and  it  saddened  my  heart  to  reflect  that 
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I  was  not  to  get  the  information  which  I  desired,  excepting 
in  the  shape  of  a  legacy.  I  found,  accordingly,  in  the 
packet  transmitted  to  me  after  the  excellent  lady's  death, 
several  anecdotes  respecting  the  Highlands,  from  which 
I  have  selected  that  which  follows,  chiefly  on  account  of 
its  possessing  great  power  over  the  feelings  of  my 
critical  housekeeper,  Janet  MacEvoy,  who  wept  most 
bitterly  when  I  read  it  to  her. 

It  is,  however,  but  a  very  simple  tale,  and  may  have 
no  interest  for  persons  beyond  Janet's  rank  of  life  or 
understanding. 
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CHAP.    L 

//  wound  as  ttear  as  near  could  bt^ 
But  what  it  is  she  cannot  tell ; 
Oil  the  other  side  it  seent'd  to  be^ 
OftJie  huge  broad-breasted  old  oak-tree. 

Coleridge. 

RS.    BETHUNE    BALIOL'S    Memoianduin 
I  begins  thus  : — 

It  is  five-and-thirty,  or  perhaps  nearer  forty 
years  ago,  since,  to  relieve  the  dejection  ol  spii:its  occa- 
sioned by  a  great  family  loss  sustained  twq  or  three 
months  before.  I  undertook  what  was  called  the  short 
Highland  tour.  This  had  become  in  some  degree 
fashionable ;  but  though  the  military  roads  were  excel- 
lent, yet  the  accommodation  was  so  indifferent,  that  H 
was  reckoned  a  little  adventure  to  accomplish  it.  -Besides, 
the  Highlands,  though  now  as  peaceable  as  any  part  of 
King  George's  dominions,  was  a  sound  which  still  car- 
ried terror,  while  so  many  survived  who  had  witnessed 
the  insurrection  of  1745  ;  and  a  vague  idea  of  fear  was 
impressed  on  many,  as  they  looked  from  the  towers  of 
Stirling  northward  to  the  huge  chain  of  mountains,  whicli 
rises  like  a  dusdcy  rampart  to  conceal  in  its  recesses  a 
people,  whose  dress,  manners,  and  language,  differed 
still  very  much  from  those  of  their  Lowland  countrymen. 
For  my  part.  I  come  of  a  race  not  greatly  subject  to 
apprehensions  arising  from  imagination  onfy.  I  had 
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some  Highland  relatives,  knew  several  of  their  families  of 
distinction  ;  and,  though  only  having  the  company  of 
my  bower-maiden,  Mrs.  Alice  Lambskin,  I  went  on  my 
journey  fearless. 

But  then  I  had  a  guide  and  cicerone,  almost  equal  to 
Great-hqart,  in  the  Pilgrim's  Progress,  in  no  less  a  person 
than  Donald  MacLeish,  the  postilion  whom  I  hired  at 
Stirling,  with  a  pair  of  able-bodied  horses,  as  steady  as 
Donald  himself,  to  drag  my  carriage,  my  duenna,  and 
myself,  wheresoever  it  was  my  pleasure  to  go. 

Donald  MacLeish  was  one  of  a  race  of  post-boys, 
whom,  I  suppose,  mail-coaches  and  steamboats  have 
put  out  of  fashion.  They  were  to  be  found  chiefly  at 
Perth,  Stirling,  or  Glasgow,  where  they  and  their  horses 
were  usually  hired  by  travellers,  or  tourists,  to  accom- 
plish such  journeys  of  business  or  pleasure  as  they  might 
have  to  perform  in  the  land  of  the  Gael.  This  class  of 
persons  approached  to  the  character  of  what  is  called 
abroad  a  conducieur;  or  might  be  compared  to  the  sailing 
master  on  board  a  British  ship  of  war,  who  follows  out 
after  his  own  manner  the  course  which  the  captain  com- 
mands him  to  observe.  You  explained  to  your  postilion 
the  length  of  your  tour,  and  the  objects  you  were  desirous 
it  should  embrace ;  and  you  found  him  perfectly  com- 
petent to  fix  the  places  of  rest  or  refreshment,  with  due 
attention  that  those  should  be  chosen  with  reference  to 
your  convenience,  and  to  any  points  of  interest  which 
you  might  desire  to  visit 

The  qualifications  of  such  a  person  were  necessarily 
much  superior  to  those  of  the  '•  first  ready,"  who  gallops 
thrice  a-day  over  the  same  ten  miles.  Donald  MacLeish, 
besides  being  quite  alert  at  repairing  all  ordinary  acci- 
dents to  his  horses  and  carriage,  and  in  making  shift  to 
support  them,  where  forage  was  scarce,  with  such  sub-  , 
stitutes  as  bannocks  and  cakes,  was  likewise  a  man  of 
intellectual  resources.  He  had  acquired  a  general  know- 
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ledge  of  the  traditional  stories  of  the  country  which  he 
had  traversed  so  often  ;  and,  if  encouraged  (for  Donald 
was  a  man  of  the  most  decorous  reserve),  he  would  will- 
ingly point  out  to  you  the  site  of  the  principal  clan- 
batUes,  and  recount  the  most  remarkable  legends  by 
whidi  the  road,  and  the  objects  which  occurred  in  travel- 
ling it,  had  been  distinguished.  There  was  some  origin- 
ality in  the  man's  habits  of  thinking  and  expressing  him- 
self, his  turn  for  legendary  lore  strangely  contrasting 
with  a  portion  of  the  knowing  shrewdness  belonging  to 
his  actual  occupation,  which  made  his  conversation 
amuse  the  way  well  enough. 

Add  to  this,  Donald  knew  all  his  peculiar  duties  in  the 
country  which  he  traversed  so  frequently.  He  could  tell, 
to  a  day,  when  they  would  "be  kniing  "  lamb  at  Tyn- 
drum  or  Glenuilt ;  so  that  the  stranger  would  have  some 
chance  of  being  fed  Kke  a  Christian ;  and  knew  to  a 
mile  the  last  village  where  it  was  possible  to  procure  a 
wheaten  loaf,  for  the  guidance  of  those  who  were  little 
familiar  with  the  Land  of  Cakes.  He  was  acquainted 
with  the  road  every  mile,  and  could  tell  to  an  inch 
which  side  of  a  Highland  bridge  was  passable,  which 
decidedly  dangerous.  In  short,  Donald  MacLeish  was 
not  only  our  faithful  attendant  and  steady  servant,  but 
onr  humble  and  obliging  friend  ;  and  though  I  have 
known  the  half-classical  cicerone  of  Italy,  the  talkative 
FVench  valet-de-place,  and  even  the  muleteer  of  Spain, 
who  piques  himself  on  being  a  maize-eater,  and  whose 
honour  is  not  to  be  questioned  without  danger,  I  do  not 
think  I  have  ever  had  so  sensible  and  intelligent  a  guide. 

Our  motions  were  of  course  under  Donald's  direction  ; 
and  it  frequently  happened,  when  the  weather  was  serene, 
that  we  preferred  halting  to  rest  his  horses  even  where 
there  was  no  established  stage,  and  taking  our  refresh- 
ment under  a  crag,  from  which  leaped  a  waterfkll,  or 
beside  the  verge  of  a  fountain  enamelled  with  verdant 
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turf  and  wild-flowers.  Donald  had  an  eye  for  such  spots, 
and  though  he  had,  I  dare  say,  never  read  Gil  Bias  or 
Don  Quixote,  yet  he  chose  such  halting>places  as  Le 
Sage  or  Cervantes  would  have  described.  Very  often,  as 
2ie  observed  the  pleasure  I  took  in  conversing  with  the 
country  people,  he  would  manage  to  fix  our  place  of  rest 
near  a  cottage  where  there  was  some  old  Gael,  whose 
broadsword  had  blazed  at  Falkirk  or  Preston,  and  who 
seemed  the  frail  yet  faithful  record  of  times  which  had 
passed  away.  Or  he  would  contrive  to  quarter  us,  as 
far  as  a  cup  of  tea  went,  upon  the  hos|HtaUty  <^  some 
parish  minister  of  worth  and  intelligence,  or  some 
counCry  iamUy  of  the  better  class,  who  mingled  with  the 
wild  simplicity  of  their  original  manners,  and  their  ready 
and. hospitable  welcome,  a  sort  of  courtesy  belonging  to 
a  people,  the  lowest  of  whom  are  accustomed  to  consider 
themselves  as  being,  according  to  the  Spanish  phrase, 
"as  good  gentlemen  as  the  king,  only  not  quite  so 
rich." 

To  all  such  persons  Donald  MacLeish  was  well 
known,  and  his  introduction  passed  as  current  as  if  we 
had  brought  letters  from  some  high  chief  of  the  country. 
'  Sometinaes  it  happened  that  the  Highland  hospitality 
which  welcomed  us  with  all  the  variety  of  mountain  £are, 
preparations  of  milk  and  eggs,  and  girdle-cakes  of  various 
kinds,  as  well  as  more  substantial  dainties,  according  to 
the  inhabitant's  means  of  regaling  the  x>assenger,  de- 
scended rather  too  exuberantly  on  Donald  MacLeish  in 
the  shape  of  mountain  dew.  Poor  Donald  !  he  was  oa 
such  occasions,  like  Gideon's  fleece,  moist  with  the  noble 
element,  which,  of  course,  fell  not  on  us.  But  it  was  his 
only  fault,  and  when  pressed  to  drink  dockHm-dorroch  io 
my  ladyship's  good  health,  it  would  have  been  ill  takim 
to  have  refused  the  pledge,  nor  was  he  willing  to  do  such 
discourtesy.  It  was,  I  repeat,  his  only  fault,  nor  had  we 
any  great  right  to  complain ;  for  if  it  rendered  him  a 
484 

Digitized  by  Google 


THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW, 
little  more  talkative,  it  augmented  his  ordinary  share  of 
punctilious  civility,  and  he  only  drove  slower,  and  talked 
longer  and  more  pompously  than  when  he  had  not  come 
by  a  drop  of  usquebaugh.  It  was,  we  remarked,  only 
on  such  occasions  that  Donald  talked  with  an  air  of  im- 
portance of  the  family  of  MacLeish ;  and  we  had  no 
title  to  be  scrupulous  in  censuring  a  foible,  the  cons&* 
quences  of  which  were  confined  within  such  innocent 
limits.  ' 

We  became  so  much  accustomed  to  Donald's  mode  of 
mansiging  us,  that  we  observed  with  some  interest  the  art 
which  he  used  to  produce  a  little  agreeable  surprise,  by 
concealing  from  us  the  spot  where  he  proposed  our  halt 
to  be  made,  when  it  was  of  an  unusual  and  interestins: 
character.  This  was  so  much  his  wont,  that  when  he 
made  apologies  at  setting  off,  for  being  obliged  to  stop 
in  some  strange  solitary  place,  till  the  horses  should  eat 
the  corn  which  he  brought  on  with  them  for  that  purpose, 
our  imagination  used  to  be  on  the  stretch  to  guess  what 
romantic  retreat  he  bad  secretly  fixed  upon  for  our  noon- 
tide baiting-place. 

We  had  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  morning  at  the 
delightful  village  of  Dalmally,  and  had  gone  upon  the 
lake  under  the  guidance  of  the  excellent  dei^gyman  who 
was  then  incumbent  at  Glenorquhy,  and  had  heard  a 
hundred  legends  of  the  stem  chiefs  of  Loch  Awe,  Duncan 
with  the  thrum  bonnet,  and  the  other  lords  of  the  noyv 
mouldering  towers  of  Kilchum.  Thus  it  was  later 
than  usual  when  we  set  out  on  our  journey,  after  a  hint 
or  two  from  Donald  concerning  the  length  of  the  way  to 
the  next  stage,  as  -there  was  no  good  haking-place  be- 
tween Dalmally  and  Oban. 

Having  bid  adieu  to  our  venerable  and  kind  cicerone* 

we  proceeded  on  our  tour,  winding  round  the  tremendous 

mountain  called  Cruachan  Ben,  which  rushes  down  in 

all  its  majesty  of  rocks  and  wilderness  on  the  lake, 
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leaving  only  a  paiss,  in  which,  notwithstanding  its  ex- 
treme strength,  the  warlike  clan  of  MacDougal  of  Lorn 
were  almost  destroyed  by  the  sagacious  Robert  Bruce. 
That  King,  the  Wellington  of  his  day,  had  accomphshed, 
by  a  forced  march,  the  unexpected  manceuvre  of  forcing 
a  body  of  troops  round  the  other  side  of  the  mountain, 
and  thus  placed  him  in  the  flank  and  in  the  rear  of  the 
men  of  Lorn,  whom  at  the  same  time  he  attacked  in 
front.  The  great  number  of  cairns  yet  visible,  as  you 
descend  the  pass  on  the  westward  side,  shows  the  extent 
of  the  vengeance  which  Bruce  exhausted  on  his  invete- 
rate and  personal  enemies.  I  am,  you  know,  the  sister 
of  soldiers,  and  it  has  since  struck  me  forcibly  that  the 
manoeuvre  which  Donald  described,  resembled  those  of 
Wellington  or  of  Bonaparte.  He  was  a  great  man 
Robert  Bruce,  even  a  Saliol  must  admit  that ;  although 
it  begins  now  to  be  allowed  that  his  title  to  the  crown 
was  scarce  so  good  as  that  of  the  unfortunate  family 
with  whom  he  contended — But  let  that  pass. — The 
slaughter  had  been  the  greater,  as  the  deep  and  rapid 
river  Awe  is  disgorged  from  the  lake,  just  in  the  rear  of 
the  fugitives,  and  encircles  the  base  of  the  tremendous 
mountain  ;  so  that  the  retreat  of  the  unfortimate  flyers 
was  intercepted  on  all  sides  by.  the  Inaccessible  character 
of  the  country,  which  had  seemed  to  promise  them 
defence  and  protection. 

Musing,  like  the  Irish  lady  in  the  song,  "  upon  things 
which  are  long  enough  a-gone,"  we  felt  no  impatience, 
at  tHe  slow,  and  almost  creeping  pace,  with  which  our 
conductor  proceeded  along  Geneial  Wade's  militaiy 
road,  which  never  or  rarely  condescends  to  turn  aside 
from  the  steepest  ascent,  but  proceeds  right  up  and 
down  hill,  with  the  indiflerence  to  height  and  boUow, 
steep  or  levd,  indicated  by  the  old  Roman  engineers. 
Still,  however,  the  substantial  excellence  of  these  great 
works— for  such  are  the  military  highwajrs  in  the  High- 
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lands  —  deserved  the  compliment  of  the  poet,  who, 
whether  he  came  from  our  sister  kingdom,  and  spoke 
in  his  own  dialect,  or  whether  he  supposed  those  whom 
he  addressed  might  have  some  national  pretension  to  the 
second  sight,  produced  the  celebrated  couplet — 

Had  you  but  seen  these  roads  he/ore  they  were  made. 
You  wouW  hold  up  your  hands,  and  bless  General  Wade. 

Nothing  indeed  can  be  more  wonderful  than  to  see  these 
wildernesses  penetrated  and  pervious  in  every  quarter  by 
broad  accesses  of  the  best  possible  construction,  and  so 
superior  to  what  the  country  could  have  demanded  for 
many  centiu-ies  for  any  pacific  purpose  of  commercial 
intercourse.  Thus  the  traces  of  war  are  sometimes 
happily  accommodated  to  the  piurposes  of  peace.  The 
victories  of  Bonaparte  have  been  without  results  ;  but 
his  road  over  the  Simplon  will  long  be  the  communica- 
tion betwixt  peaceful  countries,  who  will  apply  to  the 
ends  of  commerce  and  friendly  intercourse  that  gigantic 
work,  which  was  formed  for  the  ambitious  purpose  of 
warlike  invasion. 

While  we  were  thus  steahng  along,  we  gradually 
turned  round  the  shoulder  of  Ben  Cruachan,  and,  de- 
scending the  course  of  the  foaming  and  rapid  Awe, 
left  behind  us  the  expanse  of  the  majestic  lake  which 
gives  birth  to  that  impetuous  river.  The  rocks  and 
precipices  which  stooped  down  perpendicularly  on  our 
path  on  the  right  hand,  exhibited  a  few  remains  of  the 
wood  which  once  clothed  them,  but  which  had,  in  latter 
times,  been  felled  to*  supply,  Donald  MacLeish  informed 
us,  the  iron-foundries  at  the  Bunawe.  This  made  us  fix 
our  eyes  with  interest  on  one  large  oak,  which  grew  on 
the  left  hartd  towards  the  river.  It  seemed  a  tree  of 
extraordinary  magnitude  and  picturesque  beauty,  and 
stood  just  where  there  appeared  to  be  a  few  roods  of 
open  ground  lying  among  huge  stones,  which  had  rolled 
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doMm  from  the  mountain.  To  add  to  the  romance  of  the 
(Situation,  the  spot  of  dear  ground  extended  round  the 
foot  of  a  proud-browed  rpck,  from  the  summit  of  which 
leaped  a  moimtain  stream  in  a  fall  of  sixty  feet,  in 
which  it  was  dissolved  into  foam  and  dew.  At  the 
bottom  of  the  fall  the  rivulet  with  difficulty  collected, 
like  a  routed  general,  its  dispersed  forces,  aiid,  as  if 
tamed  by  its  descent,  found  a  noiseless  passage  through 
the  heath  to  join  the  Awe. 

I  was  much  struck  with  the  tree  and  waterfell,  and 
wished  mysdf  nearer  them  ;  not  that  I  thought  of 
sketch-book  or  portfolio, — for,  in  my  younger  days. 
Misses  were  not  accustomed  to  Waci-lead  pencils,  un- 
less they  could  use  them  to  some  good  purpose, — ^but 
merely  to  indulge  myself  with  a  closer  view.  Donald 
immediately  opened  the  chaise-door,  but  observed  it 
was  rough  walking  down  the  brae,  and  that  I  would 
see  the  tree  better  by  keeping  the  road  for  a  hundred 
yards  farther,  when  it  passed  closer  to  the  spot,  for 
which  he  seemed,  however,  to  have  no  predilection. 
"  He  knew,"  he  said,  "  a  far  bigger  tree  than  that  nearer 
Buiiawe,  and  it  was  a  place  where  there  was  flat  ground 
for  the  carriage  to  stand,  which  it  could  simply  do  on 
these  braes  ; — ^but  just  as  my  leddjrship  Jiked.*' 

My  ladyship  did  choose  rather  to  look  at  the  fine  tree 
before  me,  than  to  pB^ss  it  by  in  hopes  of  a  finer ;  so  we 
walked  beside  the  carriage  till  we  should  come  to  a  point, 
from  which,  Donald  assured  us,  we  might,  without 
scrambUng,  go  as  near  the  tree  a$  we  chose,  "  though 
he  wadna  advise  us  to  go  nearer  than  the  high-road." 

There  was  something  grave  and  mysterious  in  Donald's 
sun-browned  countenance  when  he  gave  us  this  intima- 
tion, and  his  manner  was  so  differem  from  his  usual 
frankness,  that  my  female  curiosity  was  set  in  motion. 
We  walked  on  thte  whilst,  and  I  found  that  the  tree,  which 
we  had  k«t  sight  of  by  the  intenrention  of  some  rising 
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gnrand,  was  really  more  distant  than  I/had  at  first  sup- 
posed.     "  I  could  have  sworn  now,"  said  I  to  my 
cicerone,   **  that  yon  tree  and  waterfall  was  the  very 
place  where  you  intended  to  make  a  stop  to-day." 

"  The  Lord  forbid  !  "  said  Donald,  hastily. 

"  And  for  what,  Donald?  why  should  you  be  willing 
to  pass  such  a  pleasant  spot  ?  " 

"  It's  ower  near  Dalmally,  my  leddy,  to  corn  the 
beasts— it  would  bring  their  dinner  ower  near  their 
breakfiast,  poor  things: — ^an*. ^ besides,  the  place  is  not 
canny." 

*'  Oh  !  then  the  mystery  is  out.  There  is  a  bogie  or 
a  brownie,  a  witch  or  a  gyrecarlin,  a  bodach  or  a  fairy, 
in  the  case?" 

"The  ne'er  a  bit,  my  leddy — ^ye  are  clean  afF  the  road, 
as  I  may  say.  But  if  your  leddyship  will  just  hae 
patience,  and  wait  till  we're  by  the  place  and  out  of 
the  glen,  I'll  tell  ye  all  about  it.  There  is  no  much 
luck  in  speaking  of  such  things  in  the  place  they  chanced 
in." 

I  was  obliged  to  suspend  my  curiosity,  observing,  that 
if  I  persisted  in  twisting  the  discourse  one  way  while 
Donald  was  twining  it  another,  I  should  make  his  ob- 
jection, like  a  hempen-cord,  just  so  much  the  tougher. 
At  length  the  promised  turn  of  the  road  brought  us 
within  fifty  paces  of  the  tree  which  I  desired  to  admire, 
and  I  now  saw,  to  my  surprise,  that  there  was  a  human 
habitation  among  the  cliffs  which  surrounded  it.  It  was 
a  hut  of  the  least  dimerisions,  and  most  miserable 
description,  that  I  ever  saw  even  in  the  Highlands. 
The  waUs  of  sod,  or  divot,  as  the  Scotch  call  it,  were 
not  foiur  feet  high — the  roof  was  of  turf,  repaired  with 
reeds  and  sedges— the  chimney  was  composed  of  clay, 
bound  round  by  straw  ropes — and  the  whole  walls, 
roof,  and  chimney,  were  alike  covered  with  the  vegeta- 
tion of  house-ledc,  rye-grass,  and  moss,  common  tr 
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decayed  cottages  formed  of  such  materials.  There  was 
not  the  shghtest  vestige  of  a  kale-yard,  the  usual  accom- 
paniment of  the  very  worst  huts  ;  and  of  living  things  we 
saw  nothing,  save  a  kid  which  was  browsing  on  the  roof 
of  the  hut,  and  a  goat,  its  mother,  at  some  distance, 
feeding  betwixt  the  oak  and  the  river  Awe. 

"What  man,"  I  could  not  help  exclaiming,  "can 
have  committed  sin  deep  enough  to  deserve  such  a 
miserable  dwelling  ?  " 

"Sin  enough,"  said  Donald  MacLeish,  with  a  half- 
suppressed  groan  ;  "  and  God  he  knoweth,  misery 
enough  too ; — ^and  it  is  no  man's  dwelling  neither,  but 
a  woman's." 

"  A  woman's  !  "  I  repeated,  "  and  in  so  lonely  a  place 
T~What  sort  of  woman  can  she  be  ?  " 

"  Come  this  way,  my  leddy,  and  you  may  judge,  that 
for  yourself,"  said  Donald.  And  by  advancing  a  few 
steps,  and  making  a  sharp  turn  to  the  left,  we  gained  a 
sight  of  the  side  of  the  great  broad-breasted  oak,  in  the 
direction  opposed  to  that  in  which  we  had  hitherto  seen  it 

"  If  she  keeps  her  old  wont,  she  will  be  there  at  this 
hour  of  the  day,"  said  Donald  ;  but  immediately  became 
silent,  and  ppinted  with  his  finger,  as  one  afraid  of  being 
overheard.  I  looked,  and  beheld,  not  without  some 
sense  of  awe,  a  female  form  seated  by  the  stem  of  the 
oak,  with  her  head  drooping,  her  hands  clasped,  and  a 
dark-coloured  mantle  drawn  over  her  head,  exactly  as 
Judah  is  represented  in  the  Syrian  medals  as  seated 
under  her  palm-tree.  I  was  infected  with  the  fear  and 
reverence  which  my  guide  seemed  to  entertain  towards 
this  sohtary  being,  nor  did  I  think  of  advancing  towards 
her  to  obtain  a  nearer  view  imtil  I  had  cast  an  inquiring 
look  on  Donald ;  to  which  he  replied  in  a  half-whisper — 
"  She  has  been  a  fearfu'  bad  woman,  my  leddy." 

"  Mad  woman,  said  yoii?  "  replied  I,  hearing  him  im- 
perfectly ;  "  then  she  is  perhaps  dangerous  ?  " 
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••  No^she  is  not  mad,"  replied  Donald ;  "for  then  it 
may  be  she  would  be  happier  than  she  is  ;  though  when 
she  thinks  on  what  she  has  done,  and  caused  to  be  done, 
rather  than  yield  up  a  hair-breadth  of  her  ain  wicked 
will,  it  is  not  likely  she  can  be  very  well  settled.  But 
she  neither  is  mad  nor  mischievous  ;  and  yet,  my  leddy, 
1  think  you  had  best  not  go  nearer  to  her."  And  then, 
in  a  few  hurried  words,  he  made  me  acquainted  with  the 
story  which  I  am  now  to  tell  more  in  detail.  I  heard  the 
narrative  vdth  a  mixture  of  horror  and  sympathy,  which 
at  once  impelled  me  to  approach  the  sufferer,  and  speak 
to  her  the  words  of  comfort,  or  rather  of  pity,  and  at  the 
same  time  made  me  afraid  to  do  so. 

This  indeed  was  the  feeUng  with  which  she  was  re- 
garded by  the  Highlanders  in  the  neighbourhood,  who 
looked  upon  Elspat  MacTavish,  or  the  Woman  of  the 
Tree,  as  they  called  her,  as  the  Greeks  considered  those 
who  were  pursued  by  the  Furies,  and  endured  the  mental 
torment  consequent  on  great  criminal  actions.  They 
regarded  such  unhappy  beings  as  Orestes  and  CEdipus, 
as  being  less  the  voluntary  perpetrators  of  their  crimes, 
than  as  the  passive  instruments  by  which  the  terrible 
decrees  of  Destiny  had  been  accomplished  ;  and  the  fear 
with  which  they  beheld  them  was  not  unmingled  with 
veneration. 

I  also  learned  farther  from  Donald  MacLeish,  that 
there  was  some  apprehension  of  ill  luck  attending  those 
who  had  the  boldness  to  approach  too  near,  or  disturb 
the  awful  solitude  of  a  being  so  unutterably  miserable  ; 
that  it  was  supposed,  that  whosoever  approached  her 
must  experience  in  some  respect  the  contagion  of  her 
wretchedness. 

It  was  therefore  with  some  reluctance  that  Donald  saw 

me  prepare  to  obtain  a  nearer  view  of  the  sufferer,  and 

that  he  himself  followed  to  assist  me  in  the  descent  down 

a  very  rough  path.     I  believe  his  regard  for  me  con- 
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quered  some  ominous  feelings  in  his  own  breast,  which 
connected  his  duty  on  this  occasion  with  the  presaging 
fear  of  Jame  horses,  lost  linch-pins,  overturns,  and  other 
perilous  chances  of  the  postilion's  life. 

I  am  not  sure  if  my  own  courage  would  have  carried 
me  so  close  to  Elspat,  had  he  not  followed.  There  wa^ 
in  her  countenance  the  stem  abstraction  of  hopeless  and 
overpowering  sorrow,  mixed  with  the  contending  feelings 
of  remorse,  and  of  the  pride  which  struggled  to  conceal 
it.  She  guessed,  perhaps,  that  it  was  curiosity,  arising 
out  of  her  uncommon  story,  which  induced  me  to  in- 
trude on  her  solitude— and  she  could  not  be  pleased  that 
a  fate  like  hers  had  been  the  theme  of  a  traveller's  amuse- 
ment. Yet  the  look  with  which  she  regarded  me  was 
one  of  scorn  instead  of  embarrassment.  The  opinion  of 
the  world  and  all  its  children  could  not  add  or  take  an 
iota  from  her  load  of  misery ;  and,  save  from  the  half 
smile  that  seemed  to  intimate  the  contempt  of  a  being 
rapt  by  the  very  intensity  of  her  affliction  above  the 
sphere  of  ordinary  humanities,  she  seemed  as  indifferent 
to  my  gaze  as  if  she  had  been  a  dead  corpse  or  a  marble 
statue. 

Elspat  was  above  the  middle  stature ;  her  hair,  now 
grizzled,  was  still  profuse,  and  it  had  been  of  the  most 
decided  black.  So  were  her  eyes,  in  which,  contradict- 
ing the  stem  and  rigid  features  of  her  countenance,  there 
shone  the  wild  and  troubled  light  that  indicates  an  un- 
settled mind.  Her  hair  was  wrapt  round  a  silver  bodkin 
with  some  attention  to  neatness,  and  her  dark  mantle 
•was  disposed  around  her  with  a  degree  of  taste,  though 
the  materials  were  of  the  most  ordinary  sort. 

After  gazing  on  this  victim  of  guilt  and  calamity  till  I  '^ 
was  ashamed  to  remain  silent,  though  uncertain  how  I 
ought  to  address  her,  I  began  to  express  my  surprise  at 
her  choosing  such  a  desert  and  deplorable  dwelling.  She 
cut  short  these  expressions  of  sympathy,  by  answering  in 
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a  stem  voice,  without  the  least  change  of  countenance  or 
postiue — "Daughter  of  the  stranger,  he  has  told  you 
my  story."  I  was  silenced  at  once,  and  felt  how  little 
all  earthly  accommodatidn  must  seem  to  the  mind  which 
had  such  subjects  as  hers  for  rumination.  Without  again 
attempting  to  open  the  conversation,  I  took  a  piece,  of 
gold  from  my  purse  (for  Donald  had  intimated  she  lived 
on  alms),  expecting  she  would  at  least  stretch  her  hand 
to  receive  it.  But  she  neither  accepted  nor  rejected  the 
gift — she  did  not  even  seem  to  notice  it,  though  twenty 
times  as  valuable,  probably,  as  was  usually  offered.  I 
was  obliged  to  place  it  on  her  knee,  saying  involuntarily, 
as  I  did  so,  **  May  God  pardon  you,  and  relieve  you  I " 
I  shall  never  forget  the  look  which  she  cast  up  to 
Heaven,  nor  the  tone  in  which  she  exclaimed,  in  the  very 
words  of  my  old  friend,  John  Home — 
My  beautiful — ^my  brave  ! 
It  was  the  language  of  nature,  and  arose  from  the 
heart  of  the  deprived  mother,  as  it  did  from  that  gifted 
imaginative  poet,  white  furnishing  with  appropriate  ex- 
pressions the  ideal  grief  of  Lady  Randolph. 


CHAP.  II. 

Ok,  I'm  come  to  tJte  Low  Country, 

Och,  och,  okotiochie, 
VyWumt  a  penny  in  my  pouch 

To  buy  a  meal /or  me. 
I  was  the  proudest  of  my  clou. 

Long,  Ung  may  I  rephte; 
And  Donald  tuos  the  bravest  man. 

And  Donald  he  was  mine. — Olu  Song. 

LSPAT  had  enjoyed  happy  days,  though  her 
I  age  bad  sunk  into  hopeless  and  inconsolable 
1  soitow  and  distress.    She  was  once  the  beautiful 
and  happy  wife  of  Hamish  MacTavish,  for  whom  bis 
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strength  and  feats  of  prowess  had  gained  the  title  of 
McTavish  Mhor.  His  life  was  turbulent  and  dangerous, 
his  habits  being  of  the  old  Highland  stamp,  which 
esteemed  it  shame  to  want  anything  that  could  be  had 
for  the  taking.  Those  in  the  Lowland  line  who  lay  near 
him,  and  desired  to  enjoy  their  lives  and  property  in 
quiet,  were  contented  to  pay  him  a  smaU  composition, 
in  name  of  protection  money,  and  comforted  themselves 
with  the  old  proverb,  that  it  was  better  to  "fleech  the 
deil  than  fight  him."  Others,  who  accounted  such  com- 
position dishonourable,  were  often  surprised  by  Mac- 
Tavish  Mhor,  and  his  associates  and  followers,  who 
usually  inflicted  an  adequate  penalty,  either  in  person  or 
property,  or  both.  The  creagh  is  yet  remembered,  in 
which  he  swept  one  hundred  and  fifty  cows  from  Mon- 
teith  in  one  drove  ;  and  how  he  placed  the  Laird  of 
Ballybught  naked  in  a  sk>ugh,  for  having  threatened  to 
send  for  a  party  of  the  Highland  Watch  to  protect  his 
property. 

Whatever  were  occasionally  the  triumphs  of  this  daring 
cateran.  they  were  often  exchanged  for  reverses  ;  and  his 
narrow  escapes,  rapid  flights,  and  the  ingenious  strata- 
gems with  which  he  extricated  himself  from  imminent 
danger,  were  no  less  remembered  and  admired  than  the 
exploits  in  which  he  had  been  successfiiL  In  weal  or 
woe,  through  every  species  of  fatigue,  difficulty,  and 
danger,  Elspat  was  his  faithful  companion.  She  enjoyed 
with  him  the  fits  of  occasional  prosperity  ;  and  when 
adversity  pressed  them  hard,  her  strength  of  mind,  readi- 
ness of  wit,  and  courageous  endurance  of  danger  and 
toil,  are  said  often  to  have  stimulated  the  exertions  of 
her  husband. 

Their  morality  was  of  the  old  Highland  cast,  faithfiil 
friends  and  fierce  enemies  ;  the  Lowland  herds  and  har- 
vests they  accounted  their  own,  whenever  they  had  the 
means  of  driving  ofif  the  one,  or  of  seizing  upon  the 
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Other ;  nor  did  the  least  scruple  on  the  right  of  property 
interfere  on  such  occasions.  Hamish  Mhor  argued  like 
the  old  Cretan  warrior  : — 

My  sword,  my  spear,  my  shaggy  shield, 

They  make  me  lord  of  all  below ; 
For  he  who  dreads  the  lance  to  wield, 

Before  my  shaggy  shield  must  bow, 
His  lands,  his  vineyards  must  resign. 

And  all  that  cowards  have  is  mine 

But  those  days  of  perilous,  though  frequenfly  success- 
ful depredation,  began  to  be  abridged,  after  the  failure 
of  the  expedition  of  Prince  Charles  Edward.  MacTavish 
Mhor  had  not  sat  still  on  that  occasion,  and  he  was  out- 
lawed, both  as  a  traitor  to  the  state,  and  as  a  robber  and 
cateran.  Garrisons  were  now  settled  in  many  places 
where  a  red-coat  had  never  before  been  seen,  and  the 
Saxon  war-drum  resoimded  among  the  most  hidden 
recesses  of  the  Highland  mountains.  The  fate  of  Mac- 
Tavish became  every  day  more  inevitable ;  and  it  was 
the  more  difficult  for  him  to  make  his  exertions  for  de- 
fence or  escape,  that  Eispat,  amid  his  evil  days,  had 
increased  his  family  with  an  infant  child,  which  was  a 
considerable  encumbrance  upon  the  necessary  rapidity  of 
their  motions. 

At  length  the  fatal  day  arrived.  In  a  strong  pass  on 
the  skirts  of  Ben  Cruachan,  the  celebrated  MacTavish 
Mhor  was  surprised  by  a  detachment  of  the  Sidier  Roy. 
His  wife  assisted  him  heroically,  charging  his  piece  from 
time  to  time ;  and  as  they  were  in  possession  of  a  post 
that  was  nearly  unassailable,  he  might  have  perhaps 
escaped  if  his  ammunition  had  lasted.  But  at  length  his 
balls  were  expended,  although  it  was  not  until  he  had 
fired  off  mosl  of  the  silver  buttons  from  his  waistcoat, 
and  the  soldiers,  no  longer  deterred  by  fear  of  the  un- 
ening  marksman,  who  had  slain  three,  and  wounded 
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more  of  ^eir  number,  approached  his  stronghold,  aod, 
unable  to  take  him  alive,  slew  him,  after  a  most  despe- 
rate resistance. 

All  this  Elspat  witnessed  and  survived,  for  she  had,  in 
the  child  which  relied  on  her  for  support,  a  motive  for 
strength  and  exertion.     In  what  manner  she  maintained 
herself  it  is  not  easy  to  say.     Her  only  ostensible  means 
of  support  were  a  flock  of  three  or  four  goats,  which  she 
fed  wherever  she  pleased  on  the  mountain  pastures,  no 
one  challenging  the  intrusion.     In  the  general  distress 
of  the  country,  her  ancient  acquaintances  had  little  to 
bestow ;  but  what  they  could  part  with  from  their  own 
necessities,  they  willingly  devoted  to  the  relief  of  others. 
From  Lowlanders  she   sometimes  demanded    tribute, 
rather  than  requested  alms.     She  had  not  forgotten  she 
was  the  widow  of  MacTavish  Mhor,  or  that  the  child 
who  trotted  by  her  knee,  might,  such  were  her  imagina- 
tions, emulate  one  day  the  fame  of  his  father,  and  com- 
mand the  same  influence  which  he  had  once  exerted 
without  control    She  associated  so  little  with  others, 
went  so  seldom  and  so  unwillingly  from  the  wildest 
reoesses  of  the  mountains,  where  she  usually  dwelt  with 
her  goats,  that  she  was  quite  unconscious  of  the  great 
change  which  had  taken  place  in  the  country  around  her, 
the  substitution  of  civil  order  for  miUtary  violence,  and 
the  strength  gained  by  the  law  and  its  adherents  over 
those  who  were  called  in  Gaelic  song,  '*  the  stormy  sons 
of  the  sword."    Her  own  diminished  consequence  and 
straitened  circumstances  she  indeed  felt,  but  for  this  the 
death  of  MacTavish  Mhor  was.  in  her  appreliension,  a 
sufhdng  reason ;  and  she  doubted  not  that  she  should 
rise  to  her  former  state  of  importance,  when  Hamish 
Bean  (or  Fair-haired  James)  should  be  able  to  wield  the 
arms  of  his  ftither.     If,  then.  Ekpat  was  repelled  nidely 
when  she  demanded  anything  necessary  for  her  wants, 
or  the  acconunodation  of  her  little  flock,  by  a  churlish 
496 

Digitized  by  Google 


THB  HIQHUUltO  WIDOWS 
larmer>  her  threats  of  vengeance,  obscureiy  expressed^ 
yet  terrible  in  their  tenor,  used  freqiiently  to  extort, 
through  fear  of  her  maledictions,  the  relidf  which  was 
denied  to  her  necessities ;  and  the  trembling  goodwife, 
who  gave  meal  or  money  to  the  widow  of  MacTavish 
Mhor,  wished  in  her  heart  that  the  stem  old  carlin  had 
been  burnt  on  the  day  her  husband  had  his  due. 

Years  thus  ran  on,  and  Hamish  Baen  grew  up,  not 
indeed  to  be  of  his  father's  size  or  strength,  but  to  be- 
come an  active,  high-spirited,  fair-haired  youth,  with  a 
ruddy  oheek,  an  eye  like  an  eagle,  and  all  the  agility,  if 
not  cdl  the  strength,  of  his  formidable  father,  upon  whose 
history  and  achievements  his  mother  dwelt,  in  order  to 
form  her  son's  mind  to  a  similar  course  of  adventures. 
But  the  young  see  the  present  state  of  this  changeful 
world  more  keenly  than  the  old.  Much  attached  to  hi3 
mother,  and  disposed  to  do  all  in  his  power  for  her  sup* 
port,  Hamish  yet  perceived,  when  he  mixed  with  the 
wcxrld,  that  the  trade  of  the  cateran  was  now  alike  dan- 
gerous and  discreditable,  and  that  if  he  were  to  emulate 
his  father's  prowess,  it  must  be  in  some  other  line  of 
warfare,  more  consonant  to  the  opinions  of  the  present 
day. 

As  thd  fiaLculties  of  mind  and  body  began  to  expand* 
be.  became  more  sensible  of  the  precarious  nature  of  his 
situation,  of  the  erroneous  views  of  his  mother,  and  her 
ignorance  respecting  the  changes  of  the  society  with 
which  she  mingled  so  little.  In  visiting  friends  and 
neighbours,  he  became  aware  of  the  extremely  reduced 
scale  to  which  hb  parent  was  limited,  and  learned  that 
sh^  possessed  little  or  nothing  more  than  the  absolute , 
necessaries  of  life,  and  that  these  were  sometimes  on  thQ 
point  of  failing.  At  times  his  success  in  fishing  and  thQ 
chase  wa9  able  to  add  something  to  her  subsistdnce ;  but 
he  saw  no  regular  ipeans  of  contributing  to  her  support, 
unless  ^y  stooping  to  servile  labour,  which,  if  he  himself 
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could  have  endured  it,  would,  he  knew,  have  been  like  a 
death's-wound  to  the  pride  of  his  mother. 

Elspat,  meanwhile,  saw  with  surprise,  that  Hamish 
Baen,  although  now  tall  and  fit  for  die  field,  showed  no 
disposition  to  enter  on  his  father's  scene  of  actioni 
There  was  something  of  the  motfier  at  her  heart,  which 
prevented  her  from  urging  him  in  plaiu  terms  t6  take 
the  field  as  a  cateran,  for  the  fear  occurred  of  the  perils 
into  which  the  trade  must  conduct  him ;  and  when  she 
would  have  spoken  to  him  on  the  subject,  it  seemed  to 
her  heated  imagination  as  if  the  ghost  of  her  husband 
arose  between  them  in  his  bloody  tartans,  and,  laying 
his  finger  on  his  lips,  appeared  to  prohibit  the  topic. 
Yet  she  wondered  at  what  seemed  his  want  of  spirit, 
sighed  as  she  saw  him  from  day  to  day  lounging  about  in 
the  long-skirted  Lowland  coat,  which  the  legislature  had 
imposed  upon  the  Gael  instead  of  their  own  romantic 
garb,  and  thought  how  much  nearer  he  would  have  re- 
sembled her  husband,  had  he  been  clad  in  the  belted 
plaid,  and  short  hose,  with  his  polished  arms  gleaming 
at  his  side. 

Besides  these  st(bjects  for  anxiety,  Elspat  bad  others 
arising  from  the  engrossing  impetuosity  of  her  temper. 
Her  love  of  MacTavish  Mhor  had  been  qualified  by 
respect  and  sometimes  even  by  fear ;  for  the  cateran  was 
not  the  species  of  man  who  submits  to  female  govern- 
ment ;  but  over  his  son  she  had  exerted,  at  first  during 
childhood,  and  afterwards  in  early  youth,  an  imperious 
authority,  which  gave  her  maternal  love  a  character  of 
icalousy.  She  could  not  bear,  when  Mamish,  Moth  ad- 
vancing life,  made  repeated  steps  towards  independence, 
Absented  himself  from  her  cottage  at  such  season,  and 
for  such  length  of  time  as  he  chose^  and  seemed  to  con- 
sider, although  maintaining  towards  her  every  possible 
degree  of  respect  and  kiijdness,  that  the  control  and  re- 
sponsibility of  his  actions  rested  on  himself  alone.  This 
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would  have  been  of  little  consequence,  could  she  have 
concealed  her  feelings  within  her  own  bosom;  bttt  the 
ardour  and  impadence  of  her  passions  made  her  iire- 
quentiy  show  her  son  that  she  conceived  herself  ne- 
glected and  ill-used.  When  he  was  absent  for  any  length 
of  time  from  her  cottage,  without  giving  mtimation  of 
his  purpdse,  her  resentment  on  his.  return  used  to  be  sc 
unreasonable,  that  it  naturally  suggested  to  a^  young 
man,  fond  of  independence,  and  desirous  to  amend  his 
situSktion  in  the  world,  to  leave  her,  even  for  the  very 
purpose  of  enabling  him  to  provide  for  the  parent  whose 
egotistical  demands  on  his  filial  attention  tended  to  con- 
fine him  tp  a  desert,  in  which  both  were  starving  in 
hopeless  and  hdpless  indigence. 

Upon  one  occasion,  the  son  having  been  guilty  of  some 
independent  excursion,  by  which  the  mother  fdt  herself 
affronted  and  disobliged,  she  had  been  more  than  usually 
violent  on  his  return,  and  awakened  inHamish  a  sense 
of  displeasure,  whidh  clouded  his  brow  and  cheek.  At 
length,  as  she  persevered  in  her  unreasonable  resent- 
ment, his  patience  became  exhausted,  and  taking  his 
gun  from  the  chimney  comer,  and  muttering  to  himself 
the  reply  which  his  respect  for  his  mother  prevented 
him  from  speaking  aloud,  he  was  about  to  leave  the  hut 
which  he  had  but  barely  entered. 

"  Hamish/'  said  his  mother,  "are  you  again  about  to 
les^ve  me  ?  "  But  Hamish  only  replied  by  looking  at  and 
rubbing  the  lock  of  his  gun. 

"Ay,  nib  the  lock  of  your  gun,"  said  his  parent, 
bitterfy ;  "  I  am  glad  you  have  courage  enough  to  fire  it, 
though  it  be  but  at  a  roe-deer."  Hamish  started  at  this 
undeserved  taunt,  and  cast  a  look  of  anger  at  htf  m 
reply.  She  saw  that  she  had  found  the  medns  ol.gtving 
him  pain. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "look  fierce  as  you  will  at  an  old 
woman,  and  your  mother ;  it  would  be  long^ere  you  bent 
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your  brow  on  the  angry  countenance   bf  a  bearded 
man." 

"  Be  silent,  mother,  or  speak  of  what  you  understand," 
said  Hamish,  much  irritated,  "  and  that  is  of  the  distaff 
and  the  spindle." 

'  f  And  was  it  of  spindle  and  distaff  that  I  was  thmking 
when  I  bore  you  away  on  my  bade  through  the  fire  of 
six  of.  theSaieoR  soldiers,  and  you  a  wailing  child?  I 
teU  you,  Hamish,  I  know  a  himdred  fold  more  of  swords 
and  guns  than  ever  you  will ;  and  you  will  never  leani  so 
nrach  of  noble  war  by  yourself,  as  you  have  seen  when 
yon  were  wrapt  up  in  my  plaid." 

"  You  are  determined  at  least  to  allow  me  no  peace  at 
home,  mother ;  but  this  shall  have  an  end,"  said  Hamish, 
as^  resuming  his  piirpose  of  leaving  the  hut,  he  cose  and 
went  towards  the  door. 

''  Stay,  I  command  you,"  said  his  mother ;  "  stay,  or 
may  the  gun  you  cahy  be  the  means  of  your  ruin — ^may 
the  road  3rou  are  going  be  the  track  of  your  funeral  i " 

*•  What  makes  you  use  such  words,  mother?"  said 
the  young  man,  turning  a  little  back«^"they  are  not 
good,  and  good  cannot  come  of  them.  Farewell  just 
now  ;  wet  are  too  angry  to  speak  together— farewell ;  il 
will  belong  ere. you  see  me  again."  And  l^  departed, 
his  mother,  in  the  first  burst  of  her  impatience,  shower- 
ing after  him  her  i^aledictions,  and  in  the  Aeirt  invoking 
them  on  her  .o$ira  head,  so  that  they  m^ht  spare  per 
son's.  She  passed  that  day  and  the  heict  in  all  the  vrfie- 
mencr  of  itipolent '  and  .yet  unrestrained  passion,  now  en- 
treating'  Heavcfk,  ^d  such  powers  as  wec$  fiamfliar  to 
her  fay  rude  tiaffiitioa,  to  restotce  her  dear  son,  "  the  calf 
of  hezt  heast ; "  -  n(>w  in  impatient  resentment,  meditating 
with  what  bitter  teems  she  should  rebuke  his  filial  dis- 
obedience upon  his  return,  and  now  studying  the  naost 
tendoE  hxiguagt  to  attach  him  to  the  cottage,  vdiich, 
^wh^n  her  boy  was  present,  she  would  not,  in  ibe  rapture 
«oa    .  ' 
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ti  her  ajfeodon,  have  exchanged  for  the  aparttn^nts  of 
Taymouth  Castle. 

Two  days  passed,  during  which,  neglecting  even  the 
slender  means  of  supporting  nature  which  best  sitnation 
afforded,  nothing  but  the  strength  of  a  frame  accustomed 
to  hard^ps  dnd .  privations  of  eviery  kind,  could'  have 
kept  her  in  existence,  notwithstanding  the  aailfCiish  of 
her  mind  prevented  Tiet  being  sensible  of  her  pergonal 
weakhes&  Hei-  dwdling,  at  this  period,  was  the  ieane 
cottage  near  which  I  had  found  her,  but  then  more 
habitable  by  th^  exertions  of  Hamikh,  by  whom  it  had 
been  in  a  great  measure  built  and  repaired. 

It  was  on  the  third  day  after  her  ^on  h^  idisapt^eared, 
as  she  sat  at  the  door  rocking  herself,  a^erthe  iashion  of 
her  cburitrywbmeii  when  in  distress  or  in  pain,  that  the 
then  unwonted  ciircimistiance  occurred  of  a  passenger 
being  seen  on  the  high-road  above  thfe  cottage.  She 
cast  but  one  glance  at  him— he  was  bn  hdrsebadk}  so 
that  |t  cpuld  not  be  Hamish,  and  Elspat  cared  not 
enough  for  any  other  being  on  earth  to  Boake  her  turn 
her  eyes  towards  him  a  second  time.  The  stranger, 
however,  paused  opposite  to  her  cottage,  and  dismounting 
from  his  pony,  led  it  dbwn'  the  steep  and  broken  path 
which  conductfed  to  her  door. 

"  God  bless  you,  Elspat  MacTavish  I  "—She  lobked  kt 
the  man  as  he  addressed  her  in  her  native  language, 
with  the  displeased  air  df  one  whose  reverie  is  inter- 
rupted ;  but  the  traveller  vveat  on  to  say,  *'I  bring  you 
tidings  of  your  son  Hamish."  At  once,  from  being  the 
niost  uninteresting  object,  in  respect  to  ElSpat,  that  could 
ferist,  the  form  <rf  the  stranger  bt^ame  aw6il  in  her  eyes, 
as  that  of  a  messenger  descended  from  Heaven,  expressly 
to  pronoum^  upon  her  death  or  life.  She  started  from 
her  seati  and  with  hands  convulsively  dasped  together, 
and  held  up  to  Heaven,  eyes  fixed  on  the  stranger's 
countenance,  and  person  stooping  forward  tohimi  she 
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lookfed  tkose  inquiries,  which  her  fahering  tongue  couKl 
not  articulate.  "Your  son  sends  you  his  dutiful  remem- 
brance, ■  and  this,"  said  the  missei^^,  putting  into 
Elspat^  haad  a  small  purse  containing  four  or  five 
dollars. 

-  " He  is  gone,  he  is  gone  I  "  exclaimed  Elspat ;  "he 
has  sold  himself  to  be  the  servant  of  the  Saxons»  and  I 
shall  never  more  b^old  him !  Tell  me.  Miles  Mac- 
Phadmidc,  for  now  I  know  you,  is  it  th^  price  of  the 
son's  l^ood  that  you  have  put  into  the  mother's  hand  ?  " 

'*  Now,  God  forbid !  "  answered.  MacPhadraick,  who 
was  a  tacksman,  and  had  possession  of  a  considerable 
tract  of  grouibd  under  his  Chief,  a  proprietor  who  lived 
about  twenty  'miles  off—**  God  forbid  I  should  do  wrong, 
or  say  wrong,  to  you,  or  to  the  son  of  MacTavish  Mhor  ! 
I  swear  to  you  by  Ae  hand  of  my  Chief,  that  your  son 
is  well,  and  will  soon  ^see  you,  and  the  rest  he  will  tell 
you  himself."  So  saying,  MacPhadraick  hastened  back 
up  the  pathway,  gained  the  road,  mounted  his  pony,  and 
rode  upon  his  way. 

CHAP.  in. 

LSPAT  MACTAVISH  remained  gazing  on  the 
I  moiney,'  as  if  the  impress  of  the  coin  could  have 
1  conveyed  information  how  it  was  procured. 
"  I  love  not  this  MacPhadraick,"  she  said  to  hersdf ; 
**  it  was  his  race  of  whom  the  Bard  hath  spoken, 
sajring,  Fear  them  not  when  their  words  are  loud  as  the 
winter's  wind,  but  fear  them  when  they  fall  on  you  like 
the  sound  of  the  thrush's  song.  And  yet  this  riddle  can 
be  read  but  one  way  :  My  son  hath  taken  the  sword,  to 
win  that  with  strength  like  a  man^  which  churls  would 
keep  him  from  with  the  words  that  frighten  children." 
This  idea,  when  once- it  occurred  to  her,  seemed  the 
more  reasonabV),  that  MacPhadraick,  as  she  well  knew, 
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hlmsdf  a  cautioas  man,  had  so  far  encouraged  her  hus- 
band's practices,  as  occasionally  to  buy  cattle  of  Mac> 
Tavish,  although  he  must  have  well  known  how  they 
were  come  by,  taking  care,  however,  that  the  transaction 
was  so  made  as  to  be  accompanied  with  great  profit  and 
abscdute  safety.  Who  so  likely  as  MacPhadraick  to  in- 
dicate to  a  young  cateran  the  glen  in  which  he  could 
commence  his  perilous  trade  with  most  prospect  of  suc- 
cess? who  so  likely  to  convert  his  booty  into  money? 
The  feelings  which  another,  might  have  experienced  on 
believing  that  an  only  son  had  rushed  forward  on  the 
same  path  in  v^nch  his  faXhcr  had  perished,  were  scarce 
known  to  the  Highland  mothers  of  that  day.  She 
thought  of  the  death  of  MacTavish  Mhor  as  that  of  a 
hero  who  had  fallen  in  his  proper  trade  of  war,  and  who 
had  not  fallen  unavenged.  She  feared  less  for  her  son's 
life  than  for  his  dishdnoiu*.  She  dreaded  on  his  account 
the  subjection  to  strangers,  and  the  death-sleep  of 
the  soul  which  is  brought  on  by  what  she  regarded  as 
slavery. 

The  moral  principle  which  so  naturally  and  so  justly 
occurs  to  the  mind  of  those  who  have  been  educated 
under  a  settled  government  of  laws  that  protect  the  pro- 
perty of  the  weak  against  the  mcursions  of  the  strong. 
was  to  poor  Elspat  a  book  sealed  and  a  fountain  closed. 
She  had  been  taught  to  consider  those  whom  they  called 
Saxons  as  a  race  with  whom  the  Gael  were  constandy  at 
war,  and  she  regarded  every  settlement  of  theirs  within 
the  readi  of  Highland  incursion,  as  affording  a  Inti- 
mate object  of  attack  and  plunder.  Her  feelings  on  this 
point  had  been  strengthened  and  confirmed,  not  only  by 
the  desire  of  retenge  for  the  death  of  her  husband,  but 
by  the  sense  of  g&i&ral  indignation  entertained,  not  un- 
justly, through  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  on  account  of 
the  barbarous  and  violent  conduct  of  the  victors  after 
the  battle  of  Culloden.  Other  Highland  clans,  too,  she 
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regirded  lis  the  fair*  objects  of  plunder  v^en  that  wiifl 
possible,  upon  the  score  of  anci^it  enmhies  and  deadly 
fi^uds. 

The  prudence  that  might  have  weighed  the  slender 
means  which  the  times  afforded  for  resisting  the  efforts 
of  a  comtnned  government,  which  had,  in  its  less  com- 
pact and  established  authority,  been,  i^mble  to  put  down 
the  ravages  of  such  lawless  caterans  as  MaoTavish  Mhor, 
was  unknown  to  a  solitary  woman,  whose  ideas  still 
dwelt  upon  her  own  early  times.  She  imagined  that  her 
son  had  only  to  proclaim  himself  his  father's  successor  in 
adventure  and  enterprise,  and  that  a  force  of  men  as  gal- 
lant as.  those  who  had  followed  his  fitthdr's  banmer  would 
crowd  around  to  support  it  when  again  di^Iayed.  To 
her,  Hamish  was  the  eagle  who  had  only  to  soar  aloft 
and  resutoe  his  native  p^ee  in  the  skies,  without  her  being 
able  to  comprehend  how  mai^  additional  ^es  would 
have  watched  his  flight,  how  many  additional  bullets 
would  have  been  directed  at  his  bosK)m.  To  be  brief, 
Elspat  was  one  who  viewed  the  present  state  of  society 
with  the  tome  feelings  with  which  she  regarded  the  times 
ihat  had  passed  away.  She  had  been  indigem, 
neglected,  oppressed,  since  the  days  that  her  husband 
had  no  kmger  been  feared  and  powerful,  and  she  thought 
that  the  term  of  her  ascendance  would  return  when  her 
son  had,  determined  to  play  the  part  of  his  father.  If 
she  |)ermitted  her  eye  to  glance  farther  into  futurity,  it 
was  but  t6  anticipate  that  she  hiust  be  for  ms^y  a  day 
cold  in  t^  grave,  with  the  coronanh  ot  her  tribe  cried 
duly  over  .her,  before  her  fair-haired  Hamish  eoutd,  ac- 
cording to  her  calculation,  die  with  ^is  hand  on  the 
basket*hilt  of  the  red  claymore.  His  Esther's  hair  was 
grcy*  ere^  after  a  hundred  dangers,  he  had  &Uen  with 
his  arms  iu  his  hands.  That  she  shouM  have  seen  and 
survived  the  sight,  was  a  natural  cbnsequenc^  of  the 
manners  of  that  age.  And  better  it  was^sttch  was  her 
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I  proud  thdught-^fhat  she  had  seen  him  so  die,  than  to 
have  vntnes^ed  his  dejjarture  from  life  in  a  smoky  hovel 
—on  a  bed  of  rbtten  straw,  like  an  over- worn  hound,  or 
la  bullock  whi<^  died  of  distease.  But  the  hour  of  her 
young,  her  brave  Harai^h,  was  yet  far  distant.  He 
must  succeed-— 4ie  must  conquer,  like  his  father.  And 
when  he  fell  at  length, — foi-  she  anticipated  for  him  no 
bloodless  d^ath, — Elspat  would  ere  then  have  lain  long 
in  the  grave,  and  could  neither  see  his  death-struggle, 
nor  mourn  over  his  grave-sod. 

With  such  #ild  hotions  working  in  her  brain,  the 
spirit  of  Elspat  rose  to  its  usual  pitch,  or  rather  to  one 
which  seem^  higher.  In  the  emphatic  language  of 
Scripture,  which  in  that  idiom  does  not  greatly  differ 
fi*om  her  own,  she  arose,  she  washed  and  changed  her 
apparel,  and  ate  bread,  and  was  refreshed. 

She  longed  eagerly  for  the  retuf  n  of  her  son,  but  she 
now  longed  Aot  with  the  bitter  anxiety  of  doubt  and  ap- 
prehension. She  said  to  herself,  that  much  must  be 
done  ere  he  could,  in  these  times,  arise  to  be  an  eminent 
and  dreaded  leader.  Yet  when  she  saw  him  again,  she 
almost  ejqjected  him  at  the  head  of  a  daring  band,  with 
pipes  playing,  and  batmers  flying,  the  noble  tartans  flut- 
tering free  in  the  wind,  in  despite  of  the  laws  which  had 
suppress^,  uAder  severe  pienalties,  the  usfe  of  the  halional 
garb,  and  all  the  appurtenances  df  Highland  chivalry. 
For  an  this.her  eager  imagination  was  content  only  to 
allow  the  interval  of  some  days. 

From  the  moment  this  opinion  had  taken  deep  and 
serious  possession  of  her  mind,  her  thoughts  were  bent 
upon  receiving  her  son  at  the  head  of  his  adherents,  in 
the  manner  in  which  she  used  to  adorn  her  hut  for  the 
return  of  his  fether. 

The  substantial  means  of  subsistence  she  had  not  the 
power  of  providing,  nor  did  She  consider  that  of  impor- 
tance.   The  successful  caterans  would  bring  with  them 
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herds  and  flocks.  But  the  interior  of  her  hut  was  ar-  , 
ranged  for  their  reception — the  usquebaugh  was  brewed, 
or  distilled,  in  a  larger  quantity  than  it  could  have  been 
supposed  one  lone  woman  could  have  made  r^dy.  Her 
hut  was  put  into  such  order  as  might,  ii\  some  d^rree, 
give  it  the  appearance  of  a  day  of  rejoicing.  It  was 
swept  and  decorated  with  boughs  of  various  kinds,  like 
the  house  of  a  Jewess,  upon  what  is  termed  the  Feast  of 
the  Tabernacles.  The  produce  of  the  milk  of  her  little 
flock  was  prepared  in  as  great  variety  of  forms  as  her 
skill  admitted,  to  entertain  her  son  and  his  associates, 
whom  she  expected  to  receive  along  with  him. 

But  the  principal  decoration,  which  she  sought  with 
the  greatest  toil,  was  the  cloud-berry,  a  scarlet  fruit, 
which  is  only  foimd  on  very  high  hills,  and  there  only  in 
small  quantities.  Her  husband,  or  perhaps  one  of 
his  forefathers,  had  chosen  this  as  the  emblem  of  his 
family,  because  it  seemed  at  once  to  imply  by,  its 
scarcity  the  smaUness  of  their  clan,  and  by  the  places  4n 
which  it  was  found,  the  ambitious  height  of  their  pre- 
tensions. 

For  the  time  that  these  simple  preparations  for  welcome 
endured,  Elspat  was  in  a  state  of  troubled  happiness.  In 
fact,  her  only  anxiety  was,  that  she  might  be  able  to 
complete  all  that  she  could  do  to  welcome  Hamish  and 
the  friends  who  she  supposed  must  have  attached  them- 
selves to  his  band  before  they  should  arrive,  and  find  her 
unprovided  for  their  reception. 

But  when  such  efforts  as  she  oould  make  had  been 
accomplished,  She  once  more  had  nothing  left  to  engage 
her  save  the  trifling  care  of  her  goats  ;  and  when  these 
had  been  attended  to,  she  had  only  to  review  her  little 
preparations,  renew  such  as  were  of  a  transitory  nature, 
replace  decayed  branches,  and  fading  boughs,  and  then 
to  sit  down  at  her  cottage  door  and  watch  the  road,  as  it 
ascended  on  one  side  from  the  banks  of  the  Awe,  and  on 
So6 
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^e  other  wound  rou&d  the  heights  of  the  mountain, 
yrith  such  a  degree  of  accommodCLtion  tojull  and  level  as 
the  plan  of  the  military  engineer  permitted.  While  so 
Qccujpied,  her  imagination,  anticipating  the  future  from 
recollections  of  the  past,  formed  out  of  the  moming-mist» 
or  the  eyening-eloud,  the  wild  forms  of  an  advancing 
band^  whidi  were  then  calle4  "Sidier  Dhu/' — dark 
soldiers — dressed  in  their  native  tartan,  and  so  named  to 
distinguish  them  from  the  scarlet  ranks  of  the  British 
army*  In  this  occupation  she  spent  many  hours  of  each 
morning  and  evening. 


CHAP.  IV 

IT  was  in  vain  that  Elspat's  eyes  surveyed  the 
distant  path,  by  the  earliest  light  of  the  dawn  and 
the  latest  glimmer  of  the  twilight.  ,  No  rising  dust 
awakened  the  expectation  of  nodding  plumes  or  flashing 
anns ;  the  solitary  traveller  trudged  listljessly  along  in  his 
brown  lowland  great-oo^t,  his, tartans  dyed  black  or 
purple,  to  comply  with,  or  evade,  the  law,  which  pro- 
hibited their  being  worn  in  their  variegated  hues.  The 
spirit  of,  the  Gad,  sunk  and  broken  by  the  severe 
though  perhaps  necessary  laws  that  proscribed  the  dress 
and  arms  which  he  considered  as  his  birthright,  was 
intimated  by  his  drooping  head  and  dejected  appearance. 
Not  in  such  depressed  wanderers  did  Elspat  recognise 
the  tight  and  free  step  of  her  son,  now,  as  she  concluded, 
regenerated  from  every  sign  of  Saxon  thraldom.  Night 
by  night,  as  darkness  came,  she  removed  from  her  im- 
closed  door  to  throw  herself  on  her  restless  pallet,  not  to 
sleep,  but  to  watch.  The  brave  and  the  terrible,  she 
said,  walk  by  night — their  steps  are  heard  in  darkness, 
when  all  is  silent  save  the  whirlwind  and  the  cataract — 
the  timid  deer  comes  only  forth  when  the  sun  is  upon  the 
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mountain's  peak ;  but  the  bold  wolf  walks  in  the  red  light 
of  the  harvest-moon.  She  reasoned  in  vain— her  son's 
expected  summons  did  not  call  her  from  the  lowly  couch, 
where  she  lay  dreaming  of  his  approach.  Hainish  came 
not 

•^  Hope  deferred,"  saith  the  royal  sage,  "  maketh  the 
heart  sick ; "  and  strong  as  was  Elspat'd  constitution,  she 
began  to  experience  that  it  was  unequal  to  the  toils  to 
which  her  anxious  and  immoderate  affection' subjected 
her,  when  early  one  morning  the  appearance  of  a  travelter 
on  the  lonely  mountain-road  revived  hopes  which  had 
begun  to  sink  into  listless  despair.  There  was  no  sign 
of  Saxon  subjugation  about  the  stranger.  At  a  distance 
she  could  see  the  flutter  of  the  belted-plaid,  that  drooped 
in  graceful  folds  behind  him,  and  the  plume  that,  placed 
in  the  bonnet,  showed  rank  and  gentle  birth.  He  cani^ 
a  gun  over  his  shoulder,  the  claymor6  was  swinging  fc^f 
his  side,  with  its  usual  appendages,  the  dirk,  the  pistol, 
and  the  sporran  ^oUaek,  Ete  yet  her  eye  had  scanned 
all  these  particulars,  the  light  step  of  the  traveller  was 
hastened;  his  arm  Was  waved  in  token  of  recognition — a 
moment  more;  and  Elspat  held  in  her  arms  her  darling 
son,  dressed  In  thie  garb  of  his  ancestors,  and  looking, 
in  her  nlfttemal  6yes,  the  fairest  aWong  ten  ttiousand ! 

The  first  outpouring  of  affecitioii  it  wdukibe  fanposiible 
to  describe.  Blessings  mingted  with  die  most  endearing 
epithets  which  her  energfetic  language  affords,  iA  striving 
to  express  the  wild  rapture  of  Elspat's  Joy.  Her  board 
was  heaped  hastily  with  all  she  had  to  offer  ;  and  the 
mother  watched  the  young  soldier  as  he  partook  of  the 
refreshment,  with  feelings  how  similar  to,  yfet  bow 
different  from,  those  with  which  she  had  seeii  him  draw 
his  first  sustenance  from  her  bosom  ! 

When  the  tumult  of  joy  was  appeased,  Elspat  becslnae 
anxious  to  know  her  son's  adventures  sihfee  they  parted, 
and  could  not  help  greatly  censuring  his  tashnes^  for 
SoS 
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traversing  the  hiUs  in  the  Highland  dress  in  the  broad  sun^ 
shine,  when  the  penalty  was  so  heavy,  and  so  many  red 
soldiers  were  abroad  in  the  country. 

"Fear not  for  me.  mother,"  said  Hamish,  in  atone 
designed  to  relieve  her  anxiety,  and  yet  somewhat  em> 
barrassed ;  "I  may  wear  the  breacan  at  the  gate  of 
Fort-Augimu^  if  I  like  it." 

"Oh*  be  not  too  daring,  my  beloved  Hamish,  though 
it  be  the  fault  lyhich  best  becomes  thy  Other's  son— yet 
be  not  too  daring  1  Alas,  they  fight  not  now  as  in  former 
days,  with  fm  weapons,  and  on  equal  terms,  but  take 
odds  of  numbers  and  of  arms,  so  that  the  feeble  and  the 
strong  are  alike  levelled  by  the  shot  of  a  boy.  And  do 
not  think  me  unworthy  to  be  called  your  father's  widow, 
and  your  mother,  because  I  speak  thus,  for  God  knoweth 
that,  man  to  man,  I  would  peril  thee  against  the  best  in 
Breadalbaiie,  and  broad  Lorn  besides." 
,  "  X  assure  you,  my  dearest  mother,"  replied  Hamish, 
•  •  that  I  am  in  no  danger.  But  have  you  seen  MacPhad- 
raick,  mother,  and  what  has  he  said  to  you  on  my 
account  ? " 

"Silver,  he  left  me  in  plenty,  Hamish  ;  but  the  best  of 
his  comfort  was,  that  you  were  well,  and  would  see  me 
soon.  But  beware  of  MacPhadraick,  my  son  ;  for  when 
he  called  himself  the  friend  of  your  ^ther,  he  better 
loved  the  most  worthless  stirk  in  his  herd  than  he  did 
the  life-blood  of  MacTavish  Mhor.  Use  his  services, 
therefore,  and  pay  him  for  them — for  it  is  thus  we  should 
deal  with  the  unworthy  ;  but  take  my  counsel,  and  trust 
him  not." 

Hamish  could  not  suppress  a  sigh,  which  seemed  to 
Elspat  to  intimate  that  the  caution  came  too  late.  ' '  What 
have  you  done  witti  him?"  she  continued,  eager  and 
farmed.  "  I  had  money  of  him,  and  he  gives  not  that 
without  \itdue — ^he  is  none  of  those  who  exchai^e  barley 
for  chaff.  Oh,  if  you  repent  you  of  your  bargain,  and  if 
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it  be  one  which  you  may  break  off  without  disgrace  to 
your  truth  or  your  manhood,  take  back  his  silver,  and 
trust  not  to  his  fair  words. " 

"  It  may  not  be,  mother,"  said  Hamish ;  **  I  do  not 
repent  my  engagement,  unless  that  it  must  make  me 
leave  you  soon. " 

"  Leave  me  !  how  leave  me?  Silly  boy,  think  you  I 
know  not  what  duty  belongs  to  the  wife  or  mothet  6f  a 
daring  man  ?  Thou  art  but  a  boy  yet ;  anid  when  thy 
father  had  been  the  dread  of  the  countiy  for  twenty  years, 
he  did  not  despise  my  company  and  assistance,  but  often 
said  my  help  was  worth  that  of  two  strong  gSttes." 

**  It  is  not  on  that  score  mother ;  but  since  I  must 
leave  the  country  " 

"  Leave  the  country ! "  replied  his  mother,  interrupting 
him ;  "  and  diink  you  that  I  am  like  a  bush,  that  is 
rooted  to  the  soil  where  it  grows,  and  must  die  if  catried 
elsewhere  ?  I  have  breathed  other  winds  than  the^  of 
Ben  Cruachan— I  have  followed  youl-  father  to  the  wilds 
of  Ross,  and  the  impenetrable  deserts  of  Y  Mac  Y  Mhor 
— ^Tush,  man,  my  limbs,  old  as  they  are,  will  bear  me 
as  far  as  yoUr  young  feet  can  trace  the  way." 

•'  Alas,  mother,"  said  the  young  man,  with  a  faltering 
accent,  *'  but  to  cross  the  sea  ** 

"  The  sea !  who  am  I  that  I  should  fear  the  sea  !  Have 
I  never  been  in  a  birling  in  my  life— never  known  the 
Sound  of  Mull,  the  Isles  of  Treshomish,  and  the  rough 
rocks  of  Harris?  " 

"  Alas,  mother,  I  go  far,  far  from  all  of  these — I  am 
enlisted  in  one  of  the  new  regiments,  and  we  go  against 
the  French  in  America." 

•'  Enlisted  ! "  uttered  the  astonished  mother — "  against 
niy  will — ^without  wy  consent — ^you  could  not, — you 
would  not," — then  rising  up,  and  assuming  a  posture  of 
almost  imperial  command,  ••  Hamish,  you  dared 
notr* 
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"Despair,  mother,  dares  everything,"  answered  Ha- 
mish,  in  a  tone  of  melancholy  resolution.  "What 
shonld  I  do  here,  where  I  can  scarce  get  bread  for  my- 
self and  you,  and  when  the  times  are  growing  daily 
worse  ?  Would  you  but  sit  down  and  listen,  I  would 
convince  you  I  have  acted  for  the  best." 

With  a  bitter  smile.  Elspat  sat  down,  and  the  same 
severe  ironical  expression  was  on  her  features,  as,  with 
her  lips  firmly  dosed,  she  listened  to  his  vindication. 

Hamish  went  oh,  without  being  disconcerted  by  her 
expected  displeasure.  ' '  When  ^  left  you,  dearest  mothe^;, 
it  was  to  go  to  MacPbadraick's  house  ;  for  although  I 
knew  he  is  crafty  and  worldly,  after  the  fashion  of  the 
Sassenach,  yet  he  is  vnse,  and  I  thought  how  he  would 
teach  me,  as  it  Would  cost  him  nothing,  in  which  way  I 
coidd  mend  oin:  estate  in  the  world." 

"  Our  estate  in  the  world  !  "  said  Elspat,  losing 
patience  at  the  word  ;  "  and  went  you  to  a  base  fellow, 
with  a  soul  no  better  than  that  of  a  cowherd^  to  ask 
counsel  about  your  conduct?  Your  father  asked  none, 
save  of  hh  courage  and  his  sword." 

"Dearest  mother/'  answered  Hamish,  "how  shall  I 
convince  you  that  you  live  in  this  land  of  our  fkthers,  as 
if  our  fathers  were  yet  living  ?  You  walk  as  it  were  in  a 
dream,  surrounded  by  the  phantoms  of  those  who  have 
been  long  with  the  dead.  When  my  father  lived  and 
fought,  the  great  respected  the  man  of  the  strong  right 
hand,  and  the  rich  feared  him.  He  had  protection  from 
MacAllimi  More,  nnd  from  Caberfae,  and  tribute  from 
meaner  men.  That  is  ended,  and  his  son  would  only 
earn  a  disgraceful  and  unpitied  death,  by  the  practices 
which  gave  his  father  credit  and  power  among  those  who 
wear  the  breacan.  The  land  is  conquered — ^its  lights  are 
quenched — Glengary,.  Lochiel,  Perth,  Lord  Lewis,  all 
the  high  chiefs  are  dead  or  in  exile — We  may  mourn  foi* 
it,  but  we  cannot  help  it.     Bonnet,  broadisword,  and 
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sporran — power,  strength,  and  wealthy  w^:e  all  lest  on 
Druqamossic  Muir." 

"It  is  false  ! "  said  Elspat,  fiercely  ;  "  you,  and  such 
like  dastardly  spirits,  are  gelled  hy  your  own  faint 
hearts,  not  by  the  strength  of  the  enemy ;  ygm  are  like 
the  fearful  waterfowl,  to  whom  the  least  doud  in  the  sky 
seems  the  shadow  of  the  eagle." 

• '  Mother, "  said  Hamish,  proudly,  ' '  lay  not  £E^nt  heart 
to  my  charge.  I  go  where  men  are  wanted  vrho  have 
strong  arn^^  s^id  bold  hearts  toa  I  leave  a  desert  for  a 
land  where  I  may  gather  fame." 
'  ••  And  you  leave  your  mother  to  perish  in  want*  age. 
and  sojitude/'  said  Elspat,  essaying  swooessively  etery 
means  of  moving  a  resolution,  which  she  beg^  to  aee 
was  more  deeply  rooted  than  she  had  at  first  thought. 

"Not  so,  neither,"  he  answered;  "I  leave  you  to 
comfort  and  certainty,  which  you  have  yet  never  known. 
Barcaldine's  bc^  is  made  a  leader,,  and  with  him  I  have 
enrolled  myself ;  MacPhadraick  acts,  for  him,  and  raises 
men,  and  finds  his  own  in  doing  it," 

"  That  is  the  truest  word  of  the  tale,  were  all  the  rest 
as  false  as  hell,"  said  the  old  woman,  bitterly* 

"  But  we  are  to  find  our  good  in  it  also,  "continued 
Hamisl^;  "for  Barcaldine  is.to  give  you  a  shieling  in 
his  wood  of  Letterfindreight,  with  grass  for  your  goats, 
and  a  cpw,  when  you  please  to  have  one.  on  the  common ; 
and  ray  own  pay^  dearest  mother,  though  I  am  £ar  away, 
will  do  more  than  provide  you  with  meal  and  with  all 
else  you  can  want.  Do  not  fear  for  me.  I  ent^  a 
private  gentleman ;  but  I  wiU  return,  if  hard  fighting 
and  regular  duty  cau  deserve  it,  au  ofiicer,  and  with  half* 
?i-dollar  a-day."  ,     / 

"Poor  child  I" — replied  Elspat,  in  a  tone  of  pity 
mingled  with  contempt,  "  and  you  trust  MacPhad- 
raick?" 

"I  might,  motJ)er,"'-*-said  Hamish,  the 'Sark  red 

512 

Digitized  by  Google 


THI^  HIGHLAND  WIDOW, 
colour  of  his  race  crossing  his  forehead  and  cheeks; 
"for  MacPhadraick  knows  the  blood  which  flows  in 
my  veins,  and  is  aware,  that  should  he  break  trust  with 
you,  he  might  count  the  days  which  could  bring  Hamish 
back  to  Breadalbane,  and  number  those  of  his  life  within 
three  suns  more.  I  would  kill  him  at  his  own  hearth  did 
he  break  his  word  with  me — I  would,  by  the  great  Being 
who  made  us  both  ! " 

The  look  and  attitude  of  the  young  soldier  for  a 
moment  overawed  Elspat ;  she  was  unused  to  s.ee  him 
express  a  deep  and  bitter  mood,  which  reminded  her  so 
strongly  of  his  father,  but  she  resiuned  her  remonstrances 
in  the  same  .taunting  manner  in  which  she  had  com- 
menced them. 

"  Poor  boy  1 "  she  said  ;  "and  you  think  that  at  the 
distance  of  half  the  world  your  threats  will  be  heard  or 
thought  of!  But,  go — ^go— place  your  neck  under  him 
of  Hanover's  yoke,  against  whom  every  true  Gael  fougbi 
to  the  death. — Go,  disown  the  royal  Stuart,  for  whom 
your  father,  and  his  fathers,  and  your  mother's  fethers, 
liave  crimsoned  many  a  field  with  their  blood.— Go,  put 
your  head  under  the  belt  of  one  of  the  race  of  Dermid^ 
whose  children  murdered — ^yes,"  she  added  with  a  wild 
shriek,  "murdered  your  mother's  fathers  in  their  peacer 
ful  dwellings  in  Glencoe  I — Yes,"  she  again  exclaimed, 
with  a  wilder  and  shriller  scream,  "  I  was  then  unborn, 
^ut  my  mother  has  told  me — and  I  attended  to  the  voice 
•pf  my  mother — Well  I  remember  her  words  ! — ^They 
came  in  peace,  and  were  received  in  friendship,  and 
blood  and  fire  arose,  and  screams,  and  murder  1 " 

"  Mother,"  answered  Hamish.  mournfully,  but  with  a 
decided  tone,  "all  that  I  have  thought  over— there  is  not 
/».  drop  of  the  blood  of  Glenooe  on  the  noble  hand  of 
Barcaldine — ^with  the  unhappy  house  of  Glenlyon  th« 
curse  remains,  and  on  them  God  hath  avenged  it." 

"  You  speak  like  the  Saxon  priest  already,"  replied  hi« 
5.3  LI. 
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mother  ;  "  will  you  not  better  stay,  and  ask  a  kirk  from 
MacAllura  More,  that  you  may  preach  forgiveness  to  the 
race  of  Dermid  ?  " 

•*  Yesterday  was  yesterday,"  answered  Hamish,  "  iand 
to-day  is  to-day.  When  the  clans  are  crushed  and  con- 
founded together,  it  is  well  and  wise  that  their  hatreds 
and  their  feuds  should  not  survive  their  independence 
and  their  power.  He  that  cannot  execute  vengeance 
like  a  man  should  not  harbour  useless  enmity  like  a 
craven.  Mother,  young  Barcaldine  is  true  and  brave; 
I  know  that  MacPhadraick  counselled  him,  that  he 
should  not  let  me  take  leave  of  you,  lest  you  dissuaded 
me  from  my  purpose  ;  but  he  said,  '  Hamish  MacTavish 
is  the  son  of  a  brave  man,  and  he  will  not  break  his 
word.'  Mother,  Barcaldine  leads  an  hundred  of  the 
bravest  of  the  sons  of  the  Gael  in  their  native  dress,  and 
^th  their  fathers'  arms — heart  to  heart — shoulder  to 
shoulder.  I  have  sworn  to  go  with  him — He  lias  trusted 
me,  and  I  will  trust  him." 

At  this  reply,  so  firmly  and  resolvedly  pronounced, 
Elspat  remained  like  one  thunderstruck,  and  sunk  in 
despair.  The  arguments  which  she  had  considered  so 
Irresistibly  conclusive,  had  recoiled  like  a  wave  from  a 
rock.  After  a  long  pause,  she  filled  her  son's  quaigh, 
and  presented  it  to  hina  with  an  air  of  dejected  deference 
and  submission. 

•*  Drink,"  she  said,  "  to  thy  father's  roof-tree,  ere  you 
leave  it  for  ever ;  and  tell  me,  since  the  chains  of  a  new 
King,  and  of  a  new  Chief,  whom  your  fathers  knew  not 
save  as  mortal  enemies,  are  fastened  upon  the  limbs  c^ 
your  father's  son, — tell  me  how  many  links  you  count 
upon  them  ?  " 

Hamish  took  the  cup,  but  looked  at  her  as  if  uncertain 
of  her  meaning.  She  proceeded  in  a  raised  voice.  "  Tell 
me,"  she  said,  "for  I  have  a  right  to  know,  for  how 
^any  da>'s  the  will  of  those  you  have  made  your  masters 
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fjerrfiits  me  to  look  upon  you? — In  other  words,  hoW 
many  are  the  days  of  my  life — for  when  you  leave  me; 
tlie  earth  has  nought  besides  worth  living  for  !  " 

'*  Mother,"  replied  Hamish  MacTavish,  "for  six  days 
I  may  remain  with  you,  and  if  you  will  set  out  with  me 
on  the  fifth,  I  will  conduct  you  in  safety  *o  your  new 
dwelling.  But  if  you  remain  here,  then  I  will  depart  on 
the  seventh  by  daybreak — then,  as  at  the  last  moment, 
I  MUST  set  out  for  Dumbarton,  for  if  I  appear  not  on 
the  eighth  day,  I  am  subject  to  punishment  as  a  deserter^ 
and  am  dishonoured  as  a  soldier  and  a  gentleman." 

*'  Your  father's  foot,"  ^he  answered,  "  was  free  as  the 
wind  on  the  heath — it  were  as  vain  to  say  to  him,  where 
goest  thou,  as  to  ask  that  viewless  driver  of  the  clouds, 
wherefore  blowest  thou.  Tell  me  under  what  penalty 
thou  Jimst — since  go  thou  must,  and  go  thou  wilt- 
return  to  thy  thraldom  ?  " 

*'Call  it  not  thraldom,  mother,  it  is  the  service  of  an 
honourable  soldier — ^the  only  service  which  is  now  open 
to  the  son  of  MacTavish  Mhor." 

**  Yet  say  what  is  the  penalty  if  thou  shouldst  not 
return  !  "  replied  Elspat. 

' '  Military  punishment  as  a  deserter, "  answered  Hamish  \ 
writhing,  however,  as  his  mother  failed  not  to  observe, 
under  some  intehial  feelings,  which  she  resolved  to  probe 
to  the  uttermost. 

"  And  that,"  she  said,  with  assumed  calmness,  which 
her  glancing  eye  disowned,  "is  the  punishment  of  a 
disobedient  hound,  is  it  not  ?  " 

"Ask  me  no  more,  mother,"  said  Hamish  ;  "the 
punishment  is  nothing  to  one  who  will  never  deserve 
it." 

*'To  me  it  is  something,"  replied  Elspat,  "since  I 
know  better  than  thou,  that  where  there  is  power  to 
inflict,  there  is  oft«n  the  will  to  do  so  without  cause.  I 
would  pray  for  thee,  Hamish,  and  I  must  know  against 
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what  evils  I  should   beseech  Him  who  leaves   none 
unguarded,  to  protect  thy  youth  and  simplicity." 

"  Mother/'  said  Hamish,  "it  signifies  little  to  what  a 
criminal  may  be  exposed,  if  a  man  is  determined  not  to 
be  such.  Our  Highland  chiefs  used  also  to  punish  their 
vassals,  and,  as  I  have  heard,  severely. — Was  it  not 
Lachlan  Maclan,  whom  we  remember  of  old,  whose 
head  was  struck  off  by  order  of  his  chieftain  for  shooting 
at  the  stag  before  him  ?  " 

"  Ay,"  said  Elspat,  "  and  right  he  had  to  lose  it,  since 
he  dishonoured  the  father  of  the  people  even  in  the  face 
of  the  assembled  clan.  But  the  chiefs  were  noble  in 
their  ire — they  punished  with  the  sharp  blade,  and  not 
with  the  baton.  Their  punishments  drew  blood,  but 
they  did  not  infer  dishonour.  Canst  thou  say  the  same 
for  the  laws  under  whose  yoke  thou  hast  placed  thy  free- 
bom  neck  ?  " 

"I  cannot — mother— I  cannot,"  said  Hamish  mourn- 
fully. "I  Sfaw  them  punish  a  Sassenach  for  deserting, 
as  they  called  it,  his  banner.  He  was  scoiwged — I  own 
it — scourged  like  a  hoimd  who  has  offended  an  imperious 
master.  I  was  sick  at  the  sight— I  confess  it  But  the 
punishment  of  dogs  is  only  for  those  worse  than  dogs, 
who  know  not  how  to  keep  their  faith." 

'•  To  this  infamy,  however,  thou  hast  subjected  thy- 
self, Hamish,"  replied  Elspat,  "if  thou  shouldst give,  or 
thy  officers  take  measures  of  offence  against  thee. — I 
speak  no  more  to  thee  on  thy  purpose. — Were  the  sixth 
day  from  this  morning's  sun  my  dying  day,  and  thou 
wert  to  stay  to  close  mine  eyes,  thou  wouldst  run  the 
risk  of  being  lashed  like  a  dog  at  a  post — yes  1  unless 
thou  hadst  the  gallant  heart  to  leave  me  to  die  alone, 
and  upon  my  desolate  hearth,  the  last  spark  of  thy 
father's  fire,  and  of  thy  forsaken  mother's  life,  to  be 
extinguished  together  1 " — Hamish  traversed  the  hut  with 
an  impatient  and  angry  pace. 
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"Mother,"  he  said  at  length,  "concern  not  yourself 
about  such  things.  I  cannot  be  subjected  to  such 
infamy,  for  never  will  I  deserve  it ;  and  were  I  threatened 
with  it,  I  should  know  how  to  die  before  I  was  so  far 
dishonoured." 

••  There  spoke  the  son  of  the  husband  of  my  heart !  '* 
replied  Elspat ;  and  she  changed  the  discourse,  and 
seemed  to  liidten  in  melancholy  acquiescence,  when  her 
son  reminded  her  how  short  the  time  was  which  they 
were  permitted  to  pass  in  each  other's  society,  and  en- 
treated that  it  might  be  spent  without  useless  and  un* 
pleasant  recollections  respecting  the  circumstances  undet 
which  they  must  soon  be  separated. 

Elspat  was  now  satisfied  that  her  son,  with  some  of  his 
father's  other  properties,  preserved  the  haughty  mascu- 
line spirit  which  rendered  it  impossible  to  divert  him 
from  a  reslution  which  he  had  deliberately  adopted.  She 
assumed,  therefore,  an  exterior  of  apparent  submission 
to  their  inevitable  separation  ;  and  if  she  now  and  then 
broke  out  iiito  complaints  and  murmurs,  it  was  eithef 
that  she  could  not  altogether  suppress  the  natural  im- 
petuosity of  her  temper,  or  because  she  had  the  wit  td 
(Consider,  that  a  total  and  unreserved  acquiescence  might 
have  seemed  to  her  son  constrained  and  suspicious,  and 
induced  him  to  watch  and  defeat  the  means  by  which  she 
still  hoped  to  prevent  his  leaving  her.  Her  ardent, 
though  selfish  affection  for  her  son,  incapable  of  being 
qualified  by  a  regard  for  the  true  interests  of  the  unfor- 
tunate object  of  her  attachment,  resembled  the  instinc- 
tive fondness  of  the  animal  race  for  their  offspring  ;  and, 
diving  little  farther  into  futurity  than  one  of  the  inferior 
creatures,  she  only  felt,  that  to  be  separated  from  Hamish 
was  to  die. 

In  the  brief  interval  permitted  them,  Elspat  exhausted 
every  art  which  affection  could  devise,  to  render  agree- 
able to  him  the  space  which  they  were  apparently  to 
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spend  with,  each  other.  Her  memory  caltied  her  far 
back  into  former  days,  and  her. stories  of  legendary  his- 
tory, which  furnish  at  alt  times  a  principal  amusement  of 
the  Highlander  in  his  moments  of  xepose,  were  aug- 
mented by  in  unusual  acquaintance  with  the  songs  of 
ancient  bards,  and  traditions  of  the  most  approved  Sean- 
nachies  and  tellers  of  tales.  Her  officious  attentions  to 
her  son's  accommodation,  indeed,  were  so  unremitted  as 
almost  to  give  him  pain  ;  and  he  endeavoured  quietly  to 
prevent  her  from  taking  so  much  personal  toil  in  select- 
ing the  blooming  heath  for  his  bed,  or  preparing  the 
pieal  for  his  refreshment.  "Let  me  alone,  Hamish," 
she  would  reply  on  such  occasions;  "you  follow  your 
own  will  in  departing  from  your  mother,  let  your  mother 
have  hers  in  doing  what  gives  her  pleasure  while  you 
remain." 

So  much  she  seemed  to  be  reconciled  to  the  arrange* 
ments  which  he  had  made  in  her  behalf,,  that  she  could 
bear  him  speak  to  her  of  her  removing  to  the  lands  of 
Green  Colin,  as  the  g^tleman  was  called,  on  whose 
estate  he  had  provided  her  an  asylum.  In  truth,  how* 
ever,  nothing  could  be  farther  from  her  thoughts.  From 
what  he  had  said  during  their  first  violent  dispute,  Elspat 
had  gathered,  that  if  Hamish  returned  not  by  the  ap- 
pointed time  permitted  by  his  furlough,  he  would  incur 
the  hazard  of  corporal  punishment  Were  he  placed 
within  the  risk  of  being  thus  dishonoured,  she  was  well 
aware  that  he  would  never  submit  to  the  disgrace  by  a 
return  to  the  regiment  where  it  might  be.  inflicted. 
Whether  she  looked  to  any  farther  probable  conse- 
quences of  her  unhappy  scheme,  cannot  be  known  ;  but 
the  partner  of  MacTavish  Mhor,  in  all  his  perils  and 
wanderings,  was  familiar  with  a  hundred  instances  of 
resistance  or  escajje,  by  which  one  brave  msm,  amidst  a 
land  of  rocks,  lakes,  and  mountains,  dangerous  passes^ 
Wid  dark  forests,  might  baflae  the  pursuit,  of  hundreds. 
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For  the  future,  therefore,  she  feared  nothing  ;  her  sole 
engrossing  object  was  to  prevent  her  son  from  keeping 
his  word  with  his  commanding  officer. 

With  this  secret  purpose,  she  evaded  the  proposal 
which  Hamish  repeatedly  made,  that  they  should  set  out 
together  to  take  possession  of  her  new  abode  ;  and  she 
resisted  it  upon  grounds  apparently  so  natural  to  hef 
character,  that  her  son  was  neither  alarmed  nor  dis- 
pleased. "  Let  me  not,"  she  said,  "in  the  same  short 
week,  bid  farewell  to  my  only  son,  and  to  the  glen  in 
which  I  have  so  long  dwelt.  Let  my  eye,  w^hen  dimmed 
with  weeping  for  thee,  still  look  around,  for  a  while  ia.t 
least,  upon  Loch  Awe  and  on  Ben  Cruachan." 

Hamish  yielded  the  more  willingly  to  his  mother's 
humour  in  this  particular,  that  one  or  two  persons  who 
resided  in  a  neighbouring  glen,  and  had  given  their  sons 
to  Barcaldine's  levy,  were  also  to  be  provided  for  on  the 
estate  of  the  chieftain,  and  it  was  apparently  settled  that 
Elspat  was  to  take  her  journey  along  with  them  whew 
they  should  remove  to  their  new  residence.  Thus, 
Hamish  believed  that  he  had  at  once  indulged  his 
mother's  humour,  and  insured  her  safety  and  accommo- 
dation. But  she  nourished  in  her  mind  very  different 
thoughts  and  projects  1 

The  period  of  Hamish' s  leave  of  absence  was  fast 
approaching,  and  more  than  once  he  proposed  to  de- 
part, in  such  time  as  to  ensure  his  gaining  easily  and 
early  Dumbarton,  the  town  where  were  the  head-quar- 
ters of  his  regiment.  But  still  his  mother's  entreatieSr 
his  own  natural  disposition  to  linger  among  scenes 
long  dear  to  him.  and  above  all,  his  firm  reliance  in 
his  speed  and  activity,  induced  him  to  protract  his  de*- 
parture  till  the  sixth  day,  being  the  very  last  which  he 
could  possibly  afford  to  spend  with  his  mother,  if 
indeed  he  meant  to  comply  with  the  conditions  of  his 
fiirlough. 
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CHAP.  V. 

BtU^  for  your  sofiy—helieve  it^  oh,  believe  it — 
Most  dangerously  you  have  with  hitn  prer'ailed^ 
If  not  most  mortal  to  him. — Coriolanus. 

N  the  evening  which  preceded  his  proposed 
I  departure,  Hamish  walked  down  to  the  river 
I  with  his  fishing-rod,  to  practise  in  the  Awe,  for  , 
the  last  time,  a  sport  in  which  he  excelled,  and  to  find, 
at  the  same  time,  the  means  for  making  one  social  meal 
with  his  mother,  on  something  better  than  their  ordinary 
cheer.  He  was  as  successful  as  usual,  and  soon  killed  a 
fine  salmon.  On  his  return  homeward,  an  incident 
befell  him,  which  he  afterwards  related  as  ominous, 
though  probably  his  heated  imagination,  joined  to  the 
universal  turn  of  his  countrymen  for  the  marvellous, 
exaggerated  into  superstitious  importance  some  very 
ordinary  and  accidental  circumstance. 

In  the  path  which  he  pursued  homeward,  he  was  sur- 
prised to  observe  a  person,  who,  like  himself,  was  dressed 
and  armed  after  the  old  Highland  fashion.  The  first 
idea  that  struck  him  was,  that  the  passenger  belonged 
to  his  own  corps,  who,  levied  by  government,  and  bearing 
arms  under  royal  authority,  were  not  amenable  for 
breach  of  the  statutes  against  the  use  of  the  Highland 
garb  or  weapons.  But  he  was  struck  on  perceiving,  as 
he  mended  his  pace  to  make  up  to  his  supposed  com- 
rade, meaning  to  request  his  company  for  the  next  day's 
journey,  that  the  stranger  wore  a  white  cockade,  the 
fatal  badge  which  was  proscribed  in  the  Highlands. 
The  stature  of  the  man  was  tall,  and  there  was  some- 
thing  shadowy  in  the  outline,  which,  added  to  his  size, 
and  his  mode  of  motion,  which  rather  resembled  gliding 
than  walking,  impressed  Hamish  with  superstitious  fears 
concerning  the  character  of  the  being  which  thus  i 
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before  him  in  the  twilight.  He  no  longer  strove  to 
make  up  to  the  stranger,  but  contented  himself  with 
keeping  him  in  view ;  under  the  superstition,  common 
to  the  Highlanders,  that  you  ought  neither  to  intrude 
yourself  on  such  supernatural  apparitions  as  you  may 
witness,  nor  avoid  their  presence,  but  leave  it  to  them- 
selves to  withhold  or  extend  their  communication,  as 
their  power  may  permit,  or  the  purpose  of  their  com- 
mission require. 

Upon  an  elevated  knoll  by  the  side  of  the  road,  just 
where  the  pathway  turned  down  to  Elspat's  hut,  the 
stranger  made  a  pause,  and  seemed  to  await  Hamish's 
coming  up.  Hamish,  on  his  part,  seeing  it  was  neces- 
sary he  should  pass  the  object  of  his  suspicion,  mustered 
up  his  courage,  and  approached  the  spot  where  the 
stranger  had  placed  himself ;  who  first  pointed  to 
Elspat's  hut,  and  madte,  with  arm  and  head,  a  gesture 
prohibiting  Hamish  to  approach  it,  then  stretched  his 
hand  to  the  road  which  led  to  the  southward,  with 
a  motion  which  seemed  to  enjoin  his  instant  departure 
in  that  direction.  In  a  moment  afterwards  the  plaided 
form  was  gone — Hamish  did  not  exactly  say  vanished, 
because  there  were  rocks  and  stunted  trees  enough  to 
have  concealed  him  ;  but  it  was  his  own  opinion  that  he 
had  seen  the  spirit  of  MacTavish  Mhor,  warning  him  to 
commence  his  instant  journey  to  Dumbarton,  without 
waiting  till  morning,  or  again  visiting  his  mother's  hut 

In  fact,  so  many  accidents  might  arise  to  delay  his 
}oumey,  especially  where  there  were  many  ferries,  that 
it  became  his  settled  purpose,  though  he  could  not 
depart  without  bidding  his  mother  adieu,  that  he  neither 
oould  nor  would  abide  longer  than  for  that  object ;  and 
that  the  first  glimpse  of  next  day's  sun  should  see  him 
many  miles  advanced  towards  Dumbarton.  He  de- 
scended the  path,  therefore,  and  entering  the  cottage, 
he  communicated,  in  a  hasty  and  trouUed  voice,  which 
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indicated  mental  agitation,  his  determination  to  take  his 
instant  departure.  Somewhat  to  his  surprise  Blspat 
appeared  not  to  combat  his  purpose,  but  she  urged  him 
to  take  some  refreshment  ere  he  left  her  for  ever.  He 
did  so  hastily,  and  in  silence,  thinking  on  the  approach- 
ing separation,  and  scarce  yet  believing  it  would  take 
place  without  a  final  struggle  with  his  mother's  fondness. 
To  his  surprise  she  filled  the  quaigh  with  liquor  for  his 
parting  cup. 

"Go,"  she  said,  "my  son,  since  such  is  thy  settled 
purpose ;  but  first  stand  once  more  on  thy  mother's 
hearth,  the  flame  on  which  will  be  extinguished  long  ere 
thy  foot  shall  again  be  placed  there." 

"  To  your  health,  mother  ! "  said  Hamish,  "  and  may 
we  meet  again  in  happiness,  in  spite  of  your  ominous 
words." 

"  It  were  better  not  to  part,"  said  his  mother, 
watching  him  as  he  quaffed  the  liquor,  of  which  he 
would  have  held  it  ominous  to  have  left  a  drop. 

"And  now,"  she  said,  muttering  the  words  to  herself, 
"go— if  thou  canst  go." 

"  Mother,"  said  Hamish,  as  he  replaced  on  the  table 
the  empty  quaigh,  "  thy  drink  is  pleasant  to  the  taste, 
but  it  takes  away  the  strength  which  it  ought  to  give." 

"Such  is  its  first  effect,  my  son,"  replied  Elspat; 
"but  lie  down  upon  that  soft  heather  couch,  shut  your 
eyes  but  for  a  moment,  and,  in  the  sleep  of  an  hour, 
you  shall  have  more  refreshment  than  in  the  ordinary 
repose  of  three  whole  nights,  could  they  be  blended  into 
one." 

"Mother,"  said  Hamish,  upon  whose  brain  the  potion 
was  now  taking  rapid  effect,  "give  me  my  bonnet—I 
must  kiss  you  and  begone — ^yet  it  seems  as  if  my  feet 
were  nailed  to  the  floor. " 

"Indeed,"  said  his  mother,   "you  will  be  instantly 
well,  if  you,  will  sit  down  for  half-an-hour  —  but  half- 
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aif-hour ;    it  is  eight  hours  to  dawn,  and  dawn  were 
time  enough  for  your  father's  son  to   begin  such  a 
journey.'* 

"I  must  obey  you,  mother — I  feel  I  must,"  said 
Hamish  inarticulately;  "but  call  me  when  the  moon 
rises." 

He  sat  down  on  the  bed — ^reclined  back,  and  almost 
instantly  was  fast  asleep.  With  the  throbbing  glee  of 
one  who  has  brought  to  an  end  a  difficult  and  trouble- 
some enterprise,  Elspat  proceeded  tenderly  to  arrange 
the  plaid  of  the  unconscious  slumberer,  to  whom  her 
extravagant  affection  was  doomed  to  be  so  fatal,  express- 
ing, while  busied  in  her  office,  her  delight,  in  tones  of 
mingled  tenderness  and  triumph.  "Yes,"  she  said, 
"  calf  of  my  heart,  the  moon  shall  arise  and  set  to  thee, 
and  so  shall  the  sun  ;  but  not  to  light  thee  from  the  land 
of  thy  fathers,  or  tempt  thee  to  serve  the  foreign  prince 
or  the  feudal  enemy  1  To  no  son  of  Dermid  shall  I  be 
delivered,  to  be  fed  like  a  bondswoman  ;  but  he  ^ho  is 
my  pleasure  and  my  pride  shall  be  my  guard  and  my 
protector.  They  say  the  Highlands  are  changed  ;  but 
I  see  Ben  Cruachan  rear  his  crest  as  high  as  ever  into 
the  evening  sky- -no  one  hath  yet  herded  his  kine  on  the 
depth  of  Loch  Awe — and  yonder  oak  does  not  yet  bend 
like  a  willow.  The  children  of  the  mountains  will  be 
such  as  their  fathers,  until  the  mountains  themselves 
shall  be  levelled  with  the  strath.  In  these  wild  forests, 
which  used  to  support  thousands  of  the  brave,  there  is 
still  surely  subsistence  and  refuge  left  for  one  aged 
woman,  and  one  gallant  youth,  of  the  ancient  race  and 
the  ancient  manners." 

While  the  misjudging  mother  thus  exulted  in  the 
success  of  her  stratagem,  we  may  mention  to  the  reader, 
that  it  was  founded  on  the  acquaintance  with  drugs 
and  simples,  which  Elspat.  accomplished  m  all  things 
belonging  to  the  wild  life  which  she  had  led,  possessed  in 
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an  unconimbn  degree,  and  which  she  exercised  pye 
various  purposes.  With  the  her1?s,  which  she  knew  howr 
to  select  as  well  as  how  to  distil,  she  could  relieve  more 
diseases  than .  a  regular  medical  person  cbuld  easily 
believe.  She  applied  some  to  dye  the  bright  colours  of 
the  tartan — from  others  she  compounded  draughts  of 
various  powei's,  And  unhappily  posisessed  the  secret  of 
one  which  was  strongly  soporific.  Upon  the  effects  of 
this  last  concoction,  as  the  reader  doubtless  has  anti- 
cipated, she  reckoned  with  security  on  delaying  Hamish 
beyond  the  period  for  which  his  return  was  appointed  ; 
and  she  trusted  to  Ms  horror  for  the  apprehended 
punishment  to  which  he  was  thus '  rendered  Gable,  to 
prevent  him  from  returning  at  aU. 

Sound  and  deep,  beyohd  natural  rest,  was  the  sleep  of 
Hamish  MacTavish  on  that  eventful  evening,  but  not 
such  the  repose  of  his  mother.  Scarce  did  she  dose  her 
eyes  from  time  to  time,  but  she  awakened  again  with  a 
start,  in  Uie  terror  that  her  son  had  arisen  and  departed ; 
and  it  was  only  on  approaching  his  couch,  and  hearing 
his  deep-drawn  and  regular  breathing,  that  she  reassured 
herself  of  the  security  of  the  repose  in  which  he  was 
phmged. 

Still",  dawning,  she  feared,  might  awaken  him,  notwith^ 
standing  the  unusual  strength  of  the  potion  with  which 
she  had  drugged  his  cup.  If  there  remained  a  hope  of 
mortal  man  accomplishing  the  journey,  she  was  aware 
that  Hamish  would  attempt  it,  though  he  were  to  die 
from  fatigue  upon  the  road.  Animated  by  this  new  fear, 
she  studied  to  exclude  the  light  by  stopping  all  the 
crannies  and  crevices  through  which,  rather  than  through 
any  regular  entrance,  the  morning  beams  might  find 
access  to  her  miserable  dwelling ;  and  this  in  order  tQ 
detain  amid  its  wants  and  wretchedness  the  being,  on 
whom,  if  the  world  itself  had  been  at  her  disposal,  she 
would  have  jqyfuUy  conferred  it* 
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Her  pains  were  bestowed  unnecessarily.  The  siln  rose 
high  above  the  heavens,  and  not  the  fleetest  stag  in 
Breadalbane,  were  the  hounds  at  his  heels,  could  have 
sped  to  save  his  life,  so  fast  as  would  have  been  necessary 
to  keep  Haraish's  appointment.  Her  purpose  was  fully 
attained — her  son's  retiun  within  the  period  assigned  was 
impossible.  She  deemed  it  equally  impossible,  that  he 
would  ever  dream  of  returning,  standing,  as  he  must  now 
do,  in  the  danger  of  an  infamous  punishment.  By  degrees, 
and  at  diiferent  times,  she  had  gained  from  him  a  full 
acquaintance  with  the  predicament  in  which  he  would  be 
placed  by  failing  to  appear  on  the  day  appointed,  and 
;he  very  small  hope  he  could  entertain  of  being  treated' 
with  lenity.  It  is  well  known  that  the  great  and  wise 
Pari  of  Chatham  prided  himself  on  the  scheme,  t^  which 
he  drew  together,  for  the  defence  of  the  colonies,  those 
hardy  Highlanders,  who,  imtil  his  time,  had  been  the 
objects  of  doubt,  fear,  and  suspicion,  on  the  part  of  each 
successive  administration.  But  some  obstacles  occurred, 
from  the  peculiar  habits  and  temper  of  this  people,  to 
the  execution  of  his  patriotic  project.  By  nature  and 
habit,  every  Highlander  was  accustomed  to  the  use  of 
arms,  but  at  the  same  time  totally  unaccustomed  to,  and 
impatient  of,  the  restraints  imposed  by  discipline  upon 
regular  troops.  They  were  a  species  of  militia,  who  had 
no  conception  of  a  camp  as  their  only  home.  If  a  battle 
was  lost,  they  dispersed  to  save  themselves,  and  look  out 
for  the  safety  of  their  families  ;  if  won,  they  went  back 
to  their  glens  to  hoard  up  their  booty,  and  attend  to  their 
cattle  and  their  farms.  This  privilege  of  going  and 
commg  at  pleasure,  they  would  not  be  deprived  of  even 
by  their  Chiefs,  whose  authority  was  in  most  other 
respects  so  despotic.  It  followed  as  a  matter  of  course, 
that  the  new-levied  Highland  recruits  could  scarce  be 
made  to  comprehend  the  natiu-e  of  a  military  engage^ 
ment,  which  compelled  a  man  to  serve  in  the  army  longer 
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than  he  pleased ;  and  perhaps,  in  many  instances, 
sufficient  care  was  not  taken  at  enlisting  to  explain  to 
them  the  permanency  of  the  engagement  Which  they 
came  under,  lest  such  a  disclosure  should  induce  them  to 
change  their  mind.  Desertions  were  therefore  become 
numerous  from  the  newly-raised  regiment,  and  the 
veteran  General  who  commanded  at  Dumbarton  saw  no 
better  way  of  checking  them  than  by  causing  an  unusually 
severe  example  to  be  made  of  a  deserter  from  an  English 
corps.  The  young  Highland  regiment  was  obUged  to 
attend  upon  the  punishment,  which  struck  a  people 
peculiarly  jealous  of  personal  honour,  with  equal  horror 
and  disgust,  and  not  unnaturally  indisposed  some  of 
them  to  the  service,  The  old  General,  however,  who 
had  been  regularly  bred  in  the  German  wars,  stuck  to 
his  own  opinion,  and  gave  out  in  orders  that  the  first 
Highlander  who  might  either  desert  or  fail  to  appear  at 
the  expiry  of  his  furlough,  should  be  brought  to  the 
halberds  and  punished  like  the  culprit  whom  they  had 
seen  in  that  condition.  No  man  doubted  that  General 
-— —  would  keep  his  word  rigorously  whenever  severity 
was  required,  and  Elspat,  therefore,  knew  that  her  son, 
when  he  perceived  that  due  compliance  with  his  orders 
was  impossible,  must  at  the  same  time  consider  the 
degrading  punishment  denounced  against  his  defection 
as  inevitable,  should  he  place  himself  within  the  General's 
power.* 

When  noon  was  well  passed,  new  apprehensions  came 
on  the  mind  of  the  lonely  woman.  Her  son  still  slept 
under  the  influence  of  the  draught ;  but  what  if,  being 
stronger  than  she  had  ever  known  it  administered,  his 
health  or  his  reason  siiould  be  affected  by  its  potency  ! 
For  the  first  time,  h'kewise,  notwithstanding  her  high 
ideas  on  the  subject  of  parental  authority,  she  began  to 
dread  the  resentment  of  her  son,  whom  her  heart  told 
her  she  had  wronged.  Of  late  she  had. observed  that  his 
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temper  was  less  docile,  and  his  determinations,  espedallf 
upon  this  late  occasion  of  his  enlistment,  independently 
formed,  and  then  boldly  carried  through.  She  re- 
membered the  stern  wilfulness  of  his  father  when  he 
accounted  himself  ill-used,  and  began  to  dread  that 
Hamish,  upon  finding  the  deceit  she  had  put  upon  him, 
might  resent  it  even  to  the  extent  of  casting  her  off,  and 
pursuing  his  own  course  through  the  world  alone.  Such 
were  the  alarming  and  yet  the  reasonable  apprehensions 
which  began  to  crowd  upon  the  unfortunate  woman, 
after  the  apparent  success  of  her  ill-advised  stratagem. 

It  was  near  evening  when  Hamish  first  awoke,  and 
.then  he  was  far  from  being  in  the  full  possession  either 
of  his  mental  or  bodily  powers.  From  his  vague  expres- 
sions and  disordered  pulse,  Elspat  at  first  experienced 
much  apprehension  ;  but  she  used  such  expedients  as  her 
medical  knowledge  suggested  ;  and  in  the  course  of  the 
night,  she  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  him  sink  once  more 
into  a  deep  sleep,  which  probably  carried  off  the  greater 
part  of  the  effects  of  the  drug,  for  about  sunrising  she 
heard  him  arise,  and  call  to  her  for  his  bonnet.  This 
she  had  purposely  removed,  from  fear  that  he  might 
awaken  and  deport  in  the  night-time,  without  het 
knowledge. 

"  My  bonnet — my  bonnet,"  cried  Hamish,  "  it  is  time 
to  take  farewell.  Mother,  yoiu*  drink  was  too  strong — 
the  sun  is  up — but  with  the  next  morning  I  will  still  see 
the  double  summit  of  the  ancient  Dun.  My  bonnet— my 
bonnet !  mother,  I  must  be  instant  in  my  departure."^ 
These  expressions  made  it  plain  that  poor  Hamish  was 
unconscious  that  two  nights  and  a  day  had  passed  since 
he  had  drained  the  fatal  quaigh,  and  Elspat  had  now  to 
ventiure  on  what  she  felt  as  the  almost  perilous,  as  well 
as  painful  task,  of  explaining  her  machinations. 

*•  Forgive  me,  my  son,"  she  said,  approaching  Hamish, 
and  taking  him  by  the  hand  with  an  air  of  deferential 
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awe,  which  perhaps  3he  had  not  always  used  to  his  father, 
even  when  in  his  moody  fits. 

"Forgive  you,  mother — for  what?*'  said  Hamish, 
laughing  ;  "for  giving  me  a  dram  that  was  too  strong, 
and  which  my  head  still  feels  this  morning,  or  for  hiding 
my  bonnet  to  keep  me  an  instant  longer?  Nay,  do  you 
forgive  me.  Give  me  the  bonnet,  and  let  that  be  done 
which  now  must  be  done.  Give  me  my  bonnet,  or  I  go 
without  it ;  surely  I  am  not  to  be  delayed  by  so  trifling  a 
want  as  that — I,  who  have  gone  for  years  with  only  a  strap 
of  deer's  hide  to  tie  back  my  hair.  Trifle  not,  but  give  it 
me,  or  I  must  go  bareheaded,  since  to  stay  is  impossible." 

"  My  son,"  said  Elspat,  keeping  fast  hold  of  his  hand, 
*'  what  is  done  cannot  be  recalled  ;  could  you  borrow  the 
wings  of  yonder  eagle,  you  would  arrive  at  the  Dun  too 
late  for  what  you  purpose, — too  soon  for  what  awaits  you 
there.  You  believe  you  see  the  sun  rising  for  the  first 
time  since  you  have  seen  him  set,  but  yesterday  beheld 
him  climb  Ben  Cruachan,  though  your  eyes  were  closed 
to  his  light." 

Hamish  cast  upon  his  mother  a  wild  glance  of  extreme 
terror,  then,  instantly  repovering  himself,  said — "  I  am 
DO  child  to  be  cheated  out  of  my  piupose  by  such  tricks 
as  these — Farewell,  mother,  each  moment  is  worth  a 
lifetime." 

"  Stay,"  she  said,  "  my  dear — ^my  deceived  sou  1  rush 
not  on  infamy  and  ruin — Yonder  I  see  the  priest  upon 
the  highroad  on  his  white  horse — ask  him  the  day  of  the 
month  and  week — let  him  decide  between  us." 

With  the  speed  of  an  eagle,  Hamish  darted  up  the 
acclivity,  and  stood  by  the  minister  of  Glenorquhy,  who 
was  pacing  out  thus  early  to  administer  consolation  to  a 
distressed  family  near  Bunawe. 

The  good  man  was  somewhat  startled  to  behold  aa 
armed  Highlander— then  so  unusual  a  sight,  and  ap- 
parently much  agitated— stop  his  horse  by  the  bridle, 
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and  ask  him  with  a  faltering  voice  the  day  of  the  week 
and  month.  "  Had  you  been  where  you  should  have 
been  yesterday,  young  man,"  replied  the  clergyman, 
"you  would  have  known  that  it  was  God's  Sabbath; 
and  that  this  is  -Monday,  the  second  day  of  the  week, 
and  tvvjenty-first  of  the  month." 

•'And  is  this  true?"  said  Hamish. 

"As  true,"  answered  the  surprised  minister,  " as  that 
I  yesterday  preached  the  word  of  God  to  this  parish. — 
What  ails  you,  young  man  ? — ^are  you  sick  ? — are  you  in 
your  right  mind  ?  " 

Hamish  made  no  answer,  only  repeated  to  himself  the 
first  expression  of  the  clergyman  —  "Had  you  been 
where  you  should  have  been  yesterday  ;  "  and  so  saying, 
he  let  go  the  bridle,  turned  from  the  road,  and  descended 
the  path  towards  the  hut,  with  the  look  and  pace  of  one 
who  was  going  to  execution.  The  minister  looked  after 
him  with  surprise  ;  but  although  he  knew  the  inhabitant 
of  the  hovel,  the  character  of  Elspat  had  not  invited  him 
to  open  any  communication  with  her,  because  she  was 
generally  reputed  a  Papist,  or  rather  one  indifferent  to 
all  religion,  except  some  superstitious  observances  which 
had  been  handed  down  from  her  parents.  On  Hamish 
the  Reverend  Mr.  Tyrie  had  bestowed  instructions  when 
he  was  occasionally  thrown  in  his  way,  and  if  the  seed 
fell  among  the  brambles  and  thorns  of  a  wild  and  un- 
cultivated disposition,  it  had  not  yet  been  entirely  checked 
or  destroyed.  There  was  something  so  ghastly  i^  the 
present  expression  of  the  youth's  features,  that  the  good 
man  was  tempted  to  go  down  to  the  hovel,  and  inquire 
whether  any  distress  had  befallen  the  inhabitants,  in 
which  his  presence  might  be  consoling,  and  his  ministry 
useful.  Unhappily  he  did  not  persevere  in  this  resolu- 
tion, which  might  have  saved  a  great  misfortune,  as  he 
would  have  probably  become  a  mediator  for  the  un- 
fortunate young  man ;  but  a  recollection  of  the  wikl 
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moods  of  such  Highlanders  as  had  been  educated  after 
the  old  fashion  of  the  country,  prevented  his  interesting 
himself  in  the  widow  and  son  of  the  far-dreaded  robber. 
MacTavish  Mhor  ;  and  he  thus  missed  an  opportunity, 
which  he  afterwards  sorely  repented,  of  doing  much 
good. 

When  Hamish  MacTavish  entered  his  mother's  hut,  it 
was  only  to  throw  himself  on  the  bed  he  had  left,  and 
exclaiming,  "Undone,  undone!"  to  give  vent,  in  cries 
of  grief  and  anger,  to  his  deep  sense  of  the  deceit  which 
had  been  practised  on  him,  and  of  the  cruel  predicament 
to  which  he  was  reduced. 

EUspat  was  prepared  for  the  first  explosion  of  her  son's 
passion,  and  said  to  herself,  "It  is  but  the  mountain 
torrent,  swelled  by  the  thunder  shower.  Let  us  sit  and 
rest  us  by  the  bank ;  for  all  its  present  tumult,  the  time 
wiU  soon  come  when  we  may  pass  it  dryshod."  She 
suffered  his  complaints  and  his  reproaches,  which  were, 
even  in  the  midst  of  his  agony,  respectful  and  affec- 
tionate, to  die  away  without  returning  any  answer  ;  and 
when,  at  length,  having  exhausted  all  the  exclamations 
of  sorrow  which  his  language,  copious  in  expressing  the 
feelings  of  the  heart,  affords  to  the  sufferer,  he  sunk 
into  a  gloomy  silence,  she  suffered  the  interval  to  con- 
tinue near  an  hour  ere  she  approached  her  son's  couoh. 

"  And  now,"  she  said  at  length,  with  a  voice  in  which 
the  authority  of  the  mother  was  qualified  by  her  tender- 
ness, "  have  you  exhausted  your  idle  sorrows,  and  are 
you  able  to  place  what  you  have  gained  against  what 
you  have  lost  ?  Is  the  false  son  of  Dermid  your  brother, 
or  the  father  of  your  tribe,  that  you  weep  because  you 
cannot  bind  yourself  to  his  belt,  and  become  one  of 
those  who  must  do  his  bidding?  Could  you  find  in 
yonder  tlistant  country  the  lakes  and  the  mountains  that 
you  leave  behind  you  here  ?  Can  you  hunt  the  deer  of 
Breadalbane  in  the  £orests  of  America,  or  will  the  ocean 
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afford  you  the  silver-scaled  salmon  of  the  Awe?    Con* 
sider,  then,  what  is  your  loss,  and,  like  a  wise  man,  set  it 
against  what  you  have  won." 

"I  have  lost  all,  mother,"  replied  Hamish,  "since  I 
have  broken  my  word,  and  lost  my  honour.  I  might 
tell  my  tale,  but  who,  oh,  who  would  believe  me  ?  "  The 
unfortunate  young  man  again  clasped  his  hands  together, 
and  pressing  them  to  his  forehedd,  hid  his  face  upon 
the  bed. 

Elspat  was  now  really  alarmed,  and  perhaps  wished 
the  fatal  deceit  had  been  left  unattempted.  She  had  no 
hope  or  refuge  saving  in  the  eloquence  of  persuasion,  of 
which  she  possessed  no  small  share,  though  her  total 
ignorance  of  the  world,  as  it  actually  existed,  rendered 
its  energy  unavailing.  She  urged  her  son,  by  every 
tender  epithet  which  a  parent  could  bestow,  to  take  care 
for  his  own  safety. 

"Leave  me,"  she  said,  "to  baffle  your  pursuers.  I 
will  save  your  life — I  will  save  your  honour— I  will  tell 
them  that  my  fair-haired  Hamish  fell  from  the  Corrie 
dhu  (black  precipice)  into  the  gulf,  of  which  human  eye 
never  beheld  the  bottom.  1  will  tell  them  this,  and  I 
will  fling  your  plaid  on  the  thorns  which  grow  on  the 
brink  of  the  precipice,  that  they  may  beheve  my  word^ 
They  will  believe,  and  they  will  return  to  the  Dun  of  the 
dbuble-crest ;  for  though  the  Saxon  drum  can  call  the 
living  to  die,  it  cannot  recall  the  dead  to  their  slavish 
standard.  Then  we  will  travel  together  far  northward 
to  the  salt  lakes  of  Kintail,  and  place  glens  and  moun- 
tains betwixt  us  and  the  sons  of  Dermid.  We  will  visit 
the  shores  of  the  dark  lake,  and  my  kinsmen — (for  was 
not  my  mother  of  the  children  of  Kenneth,  and  will 
they  not  remember  us  with  the  old  love  ?) — my  kinsmen 
will  receive  us  with  the  affection  of  the  olden  time,  which 
lives  in  those  distant  glens,  where  the  Gael  still  dweU  in 
their  nobleness,  unmingled  with  the  churl  Saxons,  or 
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with  the  base  brood  that  are  their   tools  and  thdr 

slaves. " 

The  energy  of  the  language,  somewhat  allied  to  hyper- 
bole, even  in  its  most  ordinary  expressions,  now  seemed 
almost  too  weak  to  afford  Elspat  the  means  of  bringing^ 
out  the  splendid  (MCture  which  she  (M'esented  to  her  son 
of  the  land  in  which  she  proposed  to  him  to  take  refuge* 
Yet  the  colours  were  few  with  which  she  could  paint  her 
Highland  paradise.  "The  hills,"  she  said,  "were  higher 
and  more  magnificent  than  those  of  Breadalbane — Ben 
Cruachan  was  but  a  dwarf  to  Skooroora.  The  lakes 
Wens  broader  and  larger,  and  abounded  not  only  with 
fish,  but  with  the  enchanted  and  amphilnous  animal 
which  gives  oil  to  the  lamp.  The  deer  were  larger  and 
more  numerous — ^the  white-tusked  boar,  the  chase  of 
which  the  brave  loved  best,  was  yet  to  be  roused  in  those 
western  solitudes  —  the  men  were  nobler,  wiser,  and 
stronger,  than  the  degenerate  brood  who  hved  under  the 
Saxon  banner.  The  daughters  of  the  land  were  beatb> 
tifiil,  with  blue  eyes  and  fair  hair,  and  bosoms  of  snow, 
and  out  of  these  she  would  choose  a  wife  for  Hamish.  of 
blameless  descent,  spotless  fame,  fixed  and  true  aifeo 
tion,  who  should  be  in  their  summer  bothy  as  a  beam  d 
the  sun,  and  in  their  winter  abode  as  the  warmth  of  the 
needful  fire. 

Such  were  the  topics  with  which  Elspat  strove  to 
soothe  the  despair  of  her  son,  and  to  determine  him,  if 
possible,  to  leave  the  fatal  spot,  on  which  he  seemed 
resolved  to  linger.  The  style  of  her  rhetoric  was  poetical* 
but  in  other  respects  resembled  that  which,  like  other 
fond  mothers,  she  had  lavished  on  Hamish,  while  a  child 
or  a  boy.  in  order  to  gain  his  consent  to  do  something 
he  had  no  mind  to ;  and  she  spoke  louder,  quicks,  and 
more  earnestly,  in  proportion  as  she  began  to  despair  of 
her  words  carrying  conviction. 

On  the  mind  of  Hamish  her  eloquence  made  no  im- 
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pression.  He  knew  far  better  than  she  did  the  actual 
situation  of  the  country,  ctnd  was  sensible,  that,  though 
it  might  be  possible  to  hide  himself  as  a  fugitive  among 
more  distant  mountains,  there  was  now  no  comer  in  the 
Highlands  in  which  his  father's  profession  could  be 
practised,  even  if  he  had  not  adopted,  from  the  improved 
ideas  of  the  time  when  he  lived,  the  opinion,  that  the 
trade  of  the  cateran  was  no  longer  the  road  to  honour 
and  distinction.  Her  words  were  therefore  poured  into 
regardless  ears,  and  she  exhausted  herself  in  vain  in  the 
attempt  to  paint  the  regions  of  her  mother's  kinsmen  in 
such  terms  as  might  tempt  Hamish  to  accompany  her 
thither.  She  spoke  for  hours,  but  she  spoke  in  vain. 
She  could  extort  no  answer,  save  groans,  and  sighs,  and 
ejaculations,  expressing  the  extremity  of  despair. 

At  length,  starting  on  her  feet,  and  changing  the 
monotonous  tone  in  which  she  had  chanted,  as  it  were, 
the  praises  of  the  province  of  refuge,  into  the  short, 
stem  language  of  eager  passion — '*  I  am  a  fool,"  she 
said,  "to  spend  my  words  upon  an  idle,  poor-spirited, 
unintelligent  boy,  who  crouches  like  a  hound  to  the  lash. 
Wait  here,  and  receive  your  taskmasters,  and  abide  your 
chastisement  at  their  hands;  but  do  not  think  your 
mother's  eyes  will  behold  it.  I  could  not  see  it  and  live. 
My  eyes  have  looked  often  upon  death,  but  never  upon 
dishonour.    Farewell,  Hamish  ! — We  never  meet  again." 

She  da^ed  from  the  hut  like  a  lapwing,  and  perhaps 
for  the  moment  actually  entertained  the  purpose  which 
she  expressed,  of  parting  with  her  son  for  ewer.  A 
fearful  sight  she  would  have  been  that  evening  to  any 
who  might  have  met  her  wandering  through  the  wilder- 
ness like  a  restless  spirit,  and  speaking  to  herself  in  lan- 
guage which  wiU  endure  no  translation.  She  rambled 
for  hours,  seeking  rather  than  shunning  the  most  dan^ 
gerous  paths.  The  precarious  track  through  the  morass, 
the  dizzy  path  along  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  or  by  th^ 
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banks  of  the  gulfing  river,  were  the  roads  which,  ht 
from  avoiding,  she  sought  with  eagerness,  and  traversed 
with  leckless  haste.  But  the  courage  arising  from  despair 
was  the  means  of  saving  the  life,  which  (though  de- 
liberate suicide  was  rarely  practised  in  the  Highlands) 
she  was  perhaps  desirous  of  terminating.  Her  step  on 
the  veige  of  the  precipice  was  firm  as  that  of  the  wild 
goat.  Her  eye,  in  that  state  of  excitation,  was  so  keen 
as  to  discern,  even  amid  darkness,  the  perils  which  noon 
would  not  have  enabled  a  stranger  to  avoid. 

Elspat's  course  was  not  directly  forward,  else  she  had 
soon  been  Car  from  the  bothy  in  which  she  had  left  her 
son.  It  was  circuitous,  for  that  hut  was  the  centre  to 
which  her  heartstrings  were  chained,  and  though  she 
wandered  around  it,  she  felt  it  impossible  to  leave  the 
vicinity.  With  the  first  beams  of  morning,  she  returned 
to  the  hut.  A  while  she  paused  at  the  wattled  door,  as 
if  ashamed  that  lingering  fondness  should  have  brought 
her  back  to  the  spot  which  she  had  left  with  the  purpose 
of  never  returning ;  but  there  was  yet  more  of  fear  and 
anxiety  in  her  hesitation — of  anxiety,  lest  her  fair-haired 
son  had  suffered  from  the  effects  of  her  potion— of  fear 
lest  his  enemies  had  come  upon  him  in  the  night.  She 
opened  the  door  of  the  hut  gendy,  and  entered  with 
noiseless  step.  Exhausted  with  his  sorrow  and  anxiety, 
and  not  entirely  relieved  perhaps  from  the  influence  of 
the  powerful  opiate,  Hamish  Bean  again  slept  the  stem 
sound  sleep,  by  which  the  Indians  are  said  to  be  over- 
come during  the  interval  of  their  torments.  His  mother 
was  scarcely  sure  that  she  actually  discerned  his  form  on 
the  bed.  scarce  certain  that  her  ear  caught  the  sound  of 
his  breathing.  With  a  throbbing  heart,  Elspat  went  to 
the  fireplace  in  the  centre  of  the  hut.  where  slumbered, 
covered  with  a  piece  of  turf,  the  glimmering  embers  of 
the  fire,  never  extinguished  on  a  Scottish  hearth  until  the 
indwellers  leave  the  mansion  for  ever, 
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••  Feeble  greishogh,"  she  said,  as  she  lighted,  by  the 
help  of  a  match,  a  splinter  of  bog  pine  which  was  to 
serve  the  place  of  a  candle ;  "  weak  greishogh,  soon  shalt 
thou  be  put  out  for  ever,  and  may  Heaven  grant  that  the 
life  of  Elspat  MacTavish  have  no  longer  duration  than 
thine ! " 

While  she  spoke  she  raised  the  blazing  light  towards 
the  bed,  on  which  still  lay  the  prostrate  limbs  of  her  son, 
in  a  posture  that  left  it  doubtful  whether  he  slept  or 
swooned.  As  she  advanced  towards  him,  the  hght 
flashed  upon  his  eyes — he  started  up  in  an  instant,  made 
a  stride  forward  with  his  naked  dirk  in  his  hand,  like  a 
man  armed  to  meet  a  mortal  enemy,  and  exclaimed, 
"Stand  off! — on  thy  life,  stand  off  I  " 

"It  is  the  word  and  the  action  of  my  husband," 
answered  Elspat ;  "and  I  know  by  his  speech  and  his 
step  the  son  of  MacTavish  Mhor." 

"Mother,"  said  Hamish,  relapsing  from  his  tone  of 
desperate  firmness  into  one  of  "melancholy  expostula- 
tion ;  "oh,  dearest  mother,  wherefore  have  you  returned 
hither?" 

"Ask  why  the  hind  comes  back  to  the  fawn,"  said 
Elspat;  "why  the  cat  of  the  mountain  returns  to  her 
lodge  and  her  young.  Know  you,  Hamish,  that  the 
heart  of  the  mother  only  lives  in  the  bosom  of  the 
child." 

"Then  will  it  soon  cease  to  throb,"  said  Hamish, 
"  unless  it  can  beat  within  a  bosom  that  lies  beneath  the 
turf. — Mother,  do  not  blame  me  ;  if  I  weep,  it  is  not  for 
myself,  but  for  you,  for  my  sufferings  will  soon  be  over ; 

but  yours Oh,  who  but  Heaven  shall  set  a  boundary 

to  them  I " 

Elspat  shuddered  ana  stepped  backward,  but  almost 
instantly  resumed  her  firm  and  upright  position,'  and  her 
dauntless  bearing. 

"  I  thought  thou  wert  a  man  but  even  now,"  shs  said. 
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"  and  thou  art  again  a  child.  Hearken  to  me  yet,  and 
let  us  leave  this  place  together.  Have  I  done  thw 
wrong  or  injury  ?  if  so,  yet  do  not  avenge  it  so  cruelly — 
See,  Elsf)at  MacTavish,  who  never  kneeled  before  even 
to  a  priest,  falls  prostrate  before  her  own  son,  and  craves 
forgiveness."  And  at  once  she  threw  herself  on  her 
knees  before  the  young  man,  seized  on  his  hand,  and 
kissing  it  a  hundred  times,' repeated  as  often,  in  heart- 
breaking accents,  the  most  earnest  entreaties  for  for- 
giveness. "Pardon,"  she  exclaimed,  "pardon,  for  the 
sake  of  your  father's  ashes — pardon,  for  the  sake  of 
the  pain  with  which  I  bore  thee,  the  care  with  which  I 
nurtured  thee  ! — Hear  it,  Heaven,  and  behold  it.  Earth 
— the  mother  asks  pardon  of  her  child,  and  she  is 
refused  1 " 

It  was  in  vain  that  Hamish  endeavoiu^  to  stem  this 
tide  of  passion,  by  assuring  his  mother,  with  the  most 
solemn  asseverations,  that  he  forgave  entirely  the  fatal 
deceit  which  she  had  practised  upon  him. 

"Empty  words,"  she  said  ;  " idle  protestations,  which 
are  but  used  to  hide  the  obduracy  of  your  resentment. 
Would  you  have  me  believe  you,  then  leave  the  hut  this 
instant,  and  retire  from  a  country  which  every  hour 
renders  more  dangerous — Do  this,  and  I  may  think 
you  have  forgiven  me — refuse  it,  and  again  I  call  on 
moon  and  stars,  heaven  and  earth,  to  witness  the  un- 
relenting resentment  with  which  you  prosecute  your 
mother  for  a  fault,  which,  if  it  be  one,  arose  out  of  love 
to  you." 

"  Mother,"  said  Hamish,  "  on  this  subject  you  move 
me  not  I  will  fly  before  no  man.  If  Barcaldioe  should 
send  every  Gael  that  is  under  his  banner,  here,  and  in 
this  place,  will  I  abide  them  ;  and  when  you  bid  me  fly, 
you  may  as  well  command  yonder  mountain  to  be 
loosened  from  its  foundations.  Had  I  been  sure  of  the 
road  by  which  they  are  coming  hither,  I  had  spared 
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tliem  the  pains  of  seeking  me ;  but  I  might  go  by  the 
mountain,  while  they  perchance  came  by  the  lake. 
Here  1  will  abide  my  fate ;  nor  is  there  in  Scotland  a 
voice  of  power  enough  to  bid  me  stir  from  hence,  and  be 
obeyed." 

"  Here,  then,  I  also  stay,"  said  Elspat,  rising  up  and 
speaking  with  assumed  composure.  "I  have  .seen  my 
husband's  death — my  eyelids  shall  not  grieve  to  look  on 
the  fall  of  my  son.  But  MacTavish  Mhor  died  as 
became  the  brave,  with  his  good  sword  in  his  right 
hand  ;  my  son  will  perish  like  the  bullock  that  is  driven 
to  the  shambles  by  the  Saxon  owner,  who  has  bought 
him  for  a  price. " 

"  Mother,"  said  the  unhappy  young  man,  "  you  have 
taken  my  life  ;  to  that  you  have  a  right,  for  you  gave  it ; 
but  touch  not  my  honour !  It  came  to  me  from  a  brave 
train  of  ancestors,  and  should  be  sullied  neither  by  man's 
deed  nor  woman's  speech.  What  I  shall  do,  perhaps 
I  myself  yet  know  not ;  but  tempt  me  no  further  by 
reproachful  words ;  you  have  already  made  wounds 
more  than  you  can  ever  heal." 

"  It  is  well,  my  son,"  said  Elspat,  in  reply.  ••  Expect 
neither  farther  complaint  nor  remonstrance  from  me ; 
but  let  us  be  silent,  and  wait  the  chance  which  Heaven 
shall  send  us." 

The  sun  arose  on  the  next  morning,  and  found  the 
bothy  silent  as  the  grave.  The  mother  and  son  had 
arisen,  and  were  engaged  each  in  their  separate  task — 
Hamish  in  preparing  and  cleaning  his  arms  with  the 
greatest  accuracy,  but  with  an  air  of  deep  dejection. 
Elspat,  more  restless  in  her  agony  of  spirit,  employed 
herself  in  making  ready  the  food  which  the  distress  of 
yesterday  had  induced  them  both  to  dispense  with  for  an 
unusual  number  of  hours.  She  placed  it  on  the  board 
before  her  son  so  soon  as  it  was  prepared,  with  the 
words  of  a  Gaelic  poet,  "Without  daily  food,  the 
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husbandmen's  ploughshare  stands  still  in  the  furrow ; 
without  daily  food  the  sword  of  the  warrior  is  too 
heavy  for  his  hand.  Our  bodies  are  our  slaves,  yet 
they  must  be  fed  if  we  would  have  their  service.  So 
spake,  in  ancient  days,  the  Bhnd  Bard  to  the  warriors  ot 
Pion." 

The  young  man  made  no  reply,  but  he  fed  on  what 
was  placed  before  him,  as  if  to  gather  strength  for  the 
scene  which  he  was  to  undergo.  When  his  mother  saw 
that  he  had  eaten  what  sufficed  him,  she  again  filled  the 
fatal  quaigh,  and  proffered  it  as  the  conclusion  of  the 
repast.  But  he  started  aside  with  a  convulsive  gesture, 
expressive  at  once  of  fear  and  abhorrence. 

•*Nay,  my  son,"  she  said;  "this  time,  surely,  thou 
hast  no  cause  of  fear." 

"  Urge  me  not,  mother,"  answered  Hamish  ;  *'  or  put 
the  leprous  toad  into  a  flagon,  and  I  will  drink ;  but  from 
that  accursed  cup,  and  of  that  mind-destroying  potion, 
never  will  I  taste  more  ! " 

"At  your  pleasure,  my  son,"  said  Elspat,  haughtily; 
and  began,  with  much  apparent  assiduity,  the  variois 
domestic  tasks  which  had  been  interrupted  during  the 
preceding  day.  Whatever  was  at  her  heart,  all  anxiety 
seemed  banished  from  her  looks  and  demeanour.  It  was 
but  from  an  over-activity  of  bustling  exertion  that  it 
might  have  been  perceived,  by  a  close  observer,  that  her 
actions  were  spurred  by  some  internal  cause  of  painful 
excitement ;  and  such  a  spectator,  too,  might  also  have 
observed  how  often  she  broke  off  the  snatches  of  songs 
or  tunes  which  she  hiunmed,  apparently  without  knowing 
what  she  was  doing,  in  order  to  cast  a  hasty  glance  from 
the  door  of  the  hut.  Whatever  might  be  in  the  mind  of 
Hamish,  his  demeanour  was  directly  the  reverse  of  that 
adopted  by  his  mother.  Having  finished  the  task  of 
cleaning  and  preparing  his  arms,  which  he  arranged 
within  the  hut»  he  sat  himself  doyra  before  the  door  of 
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the  bothy,  and  watched  the  oppo^te  hill,  like  the  lixed 
sentinel  who  expects  the  approach  of  an  enemy.  Noon 
found  him  in  the  same  unchanged  posture,  and  it  was  an 
hour  after  that  period,  when  his  mother,  standing  beside 
him,  laid  her  hand  on  his  shoulder,  and  said,  in  a  tone 
indifferent,  as  if  she  had  been  talking  of  some-  friendly 
visit,  ' '  When  dost  thou  expect  them  ?  " 

•'  They  cannot  be  here  till  the  shadows  fall  long  to 
the  eastward,"  replied  Hamish ;  "that  is,  even  sufv 
posing  the  nearest  party,  commanded  by  Sergeant  Allan 
Breack  Cameron,  has  been  commanded  hither  by  express 
from  Dumbarton,  as  it  is  most  hkely  they  will." 

"  Then  enter  beneath  your  mother's  roof  once  more  ^ 
partake  the  last  time  of  the  food  which  she  has  pre^ 
pared ;  after  this,  let  them  come,  and  thou  shalt  see 
if  thy  mother  is  a  useless  encumbrance  in  the  day  of 
strife.  Thy  hand,  practised  as  it  is,  cannot  fire  thesfe 
arms  so  fast  as  I  can  load  them  ;  nay,  if  it  is  necessary, 
I  do  not  myself  fear  the  flash  or  the  report,  and  my  aim 
lias  been  held  fatal" 

•'  In  the  name  of  Heaven,  mother,  meddle  not  with 
this  matter  I  "  said  Hamish.  "  Allan  Breack  is  a  wise 
man,  and  a  kind  one.  and  comes  of  a  good  stem.  It 
may  be,  he  can  promise  for  our  officers,  that  they  will 
touch  me  with  no  infamous  punishment ;  and  if  they 
joffer  me  confinement  in  the  dungeon,  or  death  by  the 
musket,  to  that  I  may  not  object," 

"  Alas  I  and  wilt  thou  trust  to  their  word,  my  foolish 
child  ?  Remember  the  race  of  Dermid  were  ever  fair 
and  false,  and  no  sooner  shall  they  have  gyves  on  thy 
hands,  than  they  will  strip  thy  shoulders  for  the 
scourge." 

•'  Save  your  advice,  mother,"  said  Hamish»  sternly ; 
•'  for  me,  my  mind  is  made  up." 

But  though  he  spoke  thus,  to  escape  the  almost  per- 
secuting urgency  of  his  mother,  Hamish  would  have 
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fbtind  it,  at  that  moment,  impossible  to  saj  upon  wbat 
cowse  of  conduct  he  had  thus  fixed.  On  one  point 
alone  he  was  determined,  namely,  to  abide  his  destiny, 
be  what  it  might,  and  not  to  add  to  the  breach  a(  his 
word,  of  which  he  had  been  involuntarily  rendered 
guilty,  by  attempting  to  escape  from  punishinent.  This 
act  of  self-devotion  he  conceived  to  be  due  to  his  own 
honour  and  that  of  his  coimtrymen.  Which  of  his  com- 
rades would  in  future  be  trusted,  if  he  should  be  con- 
sidered as  having  broken  his  word,  and  betrayed  the 
confidence  of  his  officers  ?  and  whom  but  Hamish  Bean 
MacTavish  would  the  Gael  accuse,  for  having  verified 
and  confirmed  the  suspicions  which  the  Saxon  general 
was  well  known  to  entertain  against  the  good  faith  of 
the  Highlanders?  He  was,  therefore,  bent  firmly-  to 
abide  his  fate.  But  whether  his  intention  was  to  jridd 
himsdf  peaceably  into  the  hands  of  the  party  who  should 
come  to  apprehend  him,  or  whether  he  purposed,  by  a 
show  of  resistance,  to  provoke  them  to  kill  him  on  the 
spot,  was  a  question  which  he  could  not  himself  have 
answered.  His  desire  to  see  Barcaldine,  and  explain 
the  cause  of  his  absence  at  the  appointed  time,  uiiged 
him  to  the  one  course  ;  his  fear  of  the  d^^ding  pimish- 
ment,  and  of  his  mother's  bitter  upbraidings,  strong^ly 
instigated  the  latter  and  the  more  dangerous  purpose. 
He  left  it  to  chance  to  decide  when  the  crisis  should 
arrive ;  nor  did  he  tarry  long  in  expectation  of  the 
c&tastrophe. 

Evening  approached,  the  gigantic  shadows  of  the 
mountains  streamed  in  darkness  towards  the  east,  while 
their  western  peaks  were  still  glowing  with  crimson  and 
gold.  The  road  which  winds  round  Ben  Cruachan  was 
fully  visible  from  the  door  of  the  bothy,  when  a  party  of 
five  Highland  soldiers,  whose  arms  glanced  in  the  sun, 
wheeled  suddenly  into  sight  from  the  most  distant 
extremity  where  the  highway  is  bidden  behind  the 
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mountain.  One  of  the  party  walked  a  little  before  the 
other  four,  who  marched  regularly  and  in  files,  according 
to  the  rules  of  military  discipline.  There  was  no  dis- 
pute, from  the  firelocks  which  they  carried,  and  the 
plaids  and  bonnets  which  they  wore,  that  they  were  a 
party  of  Hamish's  regiment,  und6r  a  non-commissioned 
officer  ;  and  there  could  be  as  little  doubt  of  the  pur- 
pose of  their  appearance  on  the  banks  of  I.x>cb  Awe. 

•'They  come  briskly  forward,"  said  the  widow  of 
MacTavish  Mhor, — "  I  wonder  how  fast  or  how  slow 
some  of  them  will  return  again  !  But  they  are  five,  and 
it  is  too  much  odds  for  a  fair  field.  Step  back,  within 
the  hut,  my  son,  and  shoot  from  the  loophole  beside  the 
door.  Two  you  may  bring  down  ere  they  quit  the  high- 
road for  the  footpath— there  will  remain  but  three  ;  and 
your  father,  with  my  aid,  has  often  stood  against  that 
number." 

Hamish  Bean  took  the  gun  which  his  mother  offered, 
but  did  not  stir  from  the  door  of  the  hut.  He  was  soon 
visible  to  the  party  on  the  high-road,  as  was  evident 
from  their  increasing  their  pace  to  a  run  ;  the  files,  how- 
ever, still  keeping  together,  like  coupled  greyhounds, 
and  advancing  with  great  rapidity.  In  far  less  time 
than  would  have  been  accomplished  by  men  less  accus- 
tomed to  the  mountains,  they  had  left  the  high-road, 
traversed  the  narrow  path,  and  approached  within  pistol- 
shot  of  the  bothy,  at  the  door  of  which  stood  Hamish. 
fixed  like  a  statue  of  stone,  with  his  firelock  in  his  hand, 
while  his  mother,  placed  behind  him,  and  almost  driven 
to  frensy  by  the  violence  of  her  passions,  reproached  him 
in  the  strongest  terms  which  despair  could  invent,  for 
his  want  of  resolution  and  faintness  of  heart  Her  words 
increased  the  bitter  gall  which  was  arising  in  the  yoimg 
man's  own  spirit,  as  he  observed  the  unfriendly  speed 
with  which  his  late  comrades  were  eagerly  making  to- 
wards him,  like  hounds  towards  the  stag  when  he  is  at 
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bay.  The  untamed  and  angry  passions  \rhidi  he  in-« 
herited  from  father  and  mother,  were  awakened  by  the 
supposed  hostility  of  those  who  pursued  him  ;  and  the 
restraint  imder  which  these  passions  had  been  hitherto 
held  by  his  sober  judgment,  began  gradually  to  give  way. 
The  sergeant  now  called  to  him,  "  Hamish  Bean  Mac- 
Tavisli,  lay  down  your  arms,  and  surrender." 

"  Do  you  stand,  Allan  Breack  Cameron,  and  command 
your  men  to  stand,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  us  all." 

••Halt,  men!" — said  the  sergeant,  but  continuing 
himself  to  advance. '  "  Hamish,  think  what  you  do,  and 
give  up  your  gun  ;  you  may  spill  blood,  but  you  cannot 
escape  punishment." 

••The  scourge— the  scourge! — My  son,  beware  the 
scourge !  "  whispered  his  mother. 

"Take  heed,  Allan  Breack,"  said  Hamish.  *'  I  would 
not  hurt  you  willingly, — ^but  I  will  not  be  taken  unless 
you  can  assure  me  against  the  Saxon  lash." 

"  Fool ! "  answered  Cameron,  "  you  know  I  cannot ; 
yet  I  will  do  all  I  can.  I  will  say  I  met  you  on  your 
return,  and  the  punishrtient  will  be  light— But  give  up 
your  musket — Come  on,  men." 

Instantly  he  rushed  forward,  extending  his  arm  as  if 
to  push  aside  the  young  man's  levelled  firelock.  Elspat 
exclaimed,  "  Now,  spare  not  your  father's  blood  to 
defend  your  father's  hearth ! "  Hamish  fired  his  piece, 
and  Cameron  dropped  dead. — ^AU  these  things  happened. 
it  might  be  said,  in  the  same  moment  of  time.  The 
soldiers  rushed  forward  and  seized  Hamish,  who,  seem- 
ing petrified  with  what  he  had  done,  offered  not  the  least 
resistance.  Not  so  his  mother ;  who,  seeing  the  men 
about  to  put  handcuffs  on  her  son,  threw  herself  on  the 
soldiers  with  such  fury,  that  it  required  two  of  them  to 
hold  her,  while  the  rest  secured  the  prisoner. 

••  Are  you  not  an  accursed  creature,"  said  one  of  the 
toen  to  Hamish,  •'  to  have  slain  your  best  friend,  who 
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was  contriving,  during  the  whole  march,  how  he  could 
find  some  way  of  getting  you  off  without  punishm^t  for 
your  desertion?" 

"  Do  you  hear  that,  mother?"  said  Hamish,  turning 
himself  as  much  towards  her  as  his  bonds  would  permit 
— ^but  the  mother  heard  nothing,  and  saw  nothing.  She 
had  fainted  on  the  floor  of  her  hut.  Without  waiting  for 
her  recovery,  the  party  almost  immediately  began  their 
homeward  march  towards  Dumbarton,  leading  along 
with  them  their  prisoner.  They  thought  it  necessary, 
however,  to  stay  for  a  little  space  at  the  village  of 
Dalmally,  from  which  they  despatched  a  party  of  the 
inhabitants  to  bring  away  the  body  of  their  unfortunate 
leader,  while  they  themselves  repaired  to  a  magistrate  to 
state  what  had  happened,  and  require  his  instructions  as 
to  the  farther  course  to  be  pursued.  The  crime  being  of 
a  military  character,  they  were  instructed  to  march  the 
prisoner  to  Dumbarton  without  delay. 

The  swoon  of  the  mother  of  Hamish  lasted  for  a 
length  of  time  ;  the  longer  perhaps  that  her  constitution, 
strong  as  it  was,  must  have  been  much  exhausted  by  her 
previous  agitation  of  three  days'  endurance.  She  was 
roused  from  her  stupor  at  length  by  female  voices,  which 
cried  the  coronach,  or  lament  for  the  dead,  with  clapping 
of  hands  and  loud  exclamations  ;  while  the  melancholy 
note  of  a  lament,  appropriate  to  the  clan  Cameron, 
j^yed  on  the  bagpipe,  was  heard  from  time  to  time. 

Elspat  started  up  like  one  awakened  from  the  dead, 
and  without  any  accurate  recollection  of  the  scene  which 
had  passed  before  her  eyes.  There  were  females  in  the 
hut  who  were  swathing  the  corpse  in  its  bloody  plaid 
before  carrying  it  from  the  fatal  spot.  "Women,"  she 
said,  starting  up  and  interrupting  their  chant  at  once 
and  their  labour— -"  Tell  me,  women,  why  sing  you  the 
dirge  of  MacDhonuil  Dhu  in  the  house  of  MacTavish 
Mhor?" 
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'•aie-wolf,  be  silent  with  thine  ill-omened  yell,"  an- 
swered one  of  the  females,  a  relation  of  the  deceased, 
•'  and  let  us  do  our  duty  to  our  beloved  kinsman  !  There 
shall  never  be  coronach  cried>  or  diiig^e  played,  for  thee 
or  thy  bloody  wolf-burd.  The  ravens  shall  eat  him 
from  the  gibbet,  and  the  foxes  and  wild-cats  shall  tear 
thy  corpse  upon  the  hill  Cursed  be  he  that  would  sain 
your  bones,  or  add  a  stone  to  your  cairn  !  " 

"  Daughter  of  a  foolish  mother,"  answered  the  widow 
of  MacTavish  Mhor,  "  know  that  the  gibbet  with  which 
you  threaten  us,  is  no  portion  of  our  inheritance.  For 
thirty  years  the  Black  Tree  of  the  Law,  whose  apples  are 
dead  men's  bodies,  hungered^  after  the  beloved  husband 
of  my  heart ;  but  he  died  like  a  brave  man,  with  the 
sword  in  his  hand,  and  defrauded  it  of  its  hopes  and 
its  fruit." 

"  So  shall  it  not  be  with  thy  child,  bloody  sorceress," 
replied  the  female  mourner,  whose  passions  were  as 
violent  as  those  of  Elspat  herself.  "  The  ravens  shall 
tear  his  fair  hair  to  line  their  nests,  before  the  sun  sinks 
beneath  the  Treshomish  islands." 

These  words  recalled  to  Elspat's  mind  the  whole  his- 
tory of  the  last  three  dreadful  days.  At  first,  she  stood 
fixed  as  if  the  extremity  of  distress  had  converted  her 
into  stone  ;  but  in  a  minute,  the  pride  and  violence  of 
her  temper,  outbraved  as  she  thought  herself  on  her  own 
threshold,  enabled  her  to  reply — "  Yes,  insulting  hag,  my 
fair-haired  boy  may  die,  but  it  will  not  be  with  a  white 
hand — it  has  been  dyed  in  the  blood  of  his  enemy,  in  the 
best  blood  of  a  Cameron — remember  that ;  and  when 
you  lay  your  dead  in  his  grave,  let  it  be  his  best  epitaph, 
that  he  was  killed  by  Hamish  Bean  for  essaying  to  lay 
hands  on  the  son  of  MacTavish  Mhor  on  his  own  thres- 
hold. Farewell— the  shame  of  defeat,  loss,  and  slaughter, 
remain  with  the  clan  that  has  endured  it" 

The  relative  of  the  slaughtered  Cameron  raised  her 
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•'  voice  in  reply  ;  but  Ebpat,  disdaining  to  Aoi^^nue  the 

-objurgation,  or  pe5bap3. feeling  ber  grief  likely  to  over- 
master her  power  of  expressing  her  resentment,  had 

,  left  the  hut,  and  was  walking  forth  in  the  bright  moon- 
shine. 

The  females  who  were  arranging  the  corpse  of  the 
slaughtered  man  hu  /ied  from  their  melancholy  labour  ^ 
look  after  her  tall  figure  as  it  glided  away  among  the 
cliffs.  "  I  am  glad  she  is  gone,"  said  one  of  the  younger 
persons  who  assisted.     "  I  would  as  soon  dress  a  corp^ 

^  when  the  great  Fiend  himself ^God  sain  us— stood  vjsiWy 
before  us,  as  when  Elspat  of  the  Tree  is  amongst  us.— 

,  Ay — ay,  eve^  overmuch  intercourse  hath  she  had  with  the 
Enemy  in  her  day/' 

"Silly  woman,"  answered  the  female  who  had  maia- 
Udned  the  dialogue  with  the  departed  Elspat,  "  thinkest 
thou  that  there  is  a  worse  .fiend  on  earth,  or  beneath  it, 

,  tlian  the  pride  and  fury  of  an  offended  woman,  lil^e 
yonder  bloody-minded  hag  ?  Know  that  blood  has  been 
as  familiar  to  her  as  the  dew  to  the  mountain  daisy.  Many 
and  many  a  brave  man  has  she  caused  to  breathe  their 

.last  for   little  wrong  they  had  done  to  her  or  hez^. 

.  But  her  hough-sinews  are  cut,  now  that  her  wolf-bur4 
must,  like  a  murderer  as  he  is,   make  a  murderer's 

,end." 

Whilst  the  women  thiis  discoursed  together,  as  thegr 

-watched  the  corpse  of  Allan  Breack  Cameron,  the  un- 
happy cause  of  his  death  pursued  her  lonely  way  across 

<the  mountain.    While  she  remained  within  sight  of  the 

.bothy,  she  put  a  strong  constraint  on  herself,  th$i,t  by  np 
alteration  of  pace  or  gesture,  she  might  afford  to  h§r 

.•nemies  .the  .triumph  of  calculating  the  ezfiess  of  bef 
mental  agitation,  nay,  despair.    She  stalked,  therefor/s, 

;^tba  slow  rather  than  a.  swift  step,  and,  holding  herself 

.upright,  seemed  at  once  to  endure  with,  firmness  that  woe 

.which  was  (>assed,  and  bid  defianoe to  il^  which  was 
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'«b6ut  to  come.  But  when  she  was  beyond  the  sight  oC 
those  who  remained  iti  the  hfut»  she  could  no  longer  sup- 

J  press  the  extremity  of  her  agitati<»i.  Drawing  her  mantle 
wildly 'round  her.  she  stopped  at  the  first  knoll,  and 
climbing  to  its  summit,  extended  her  arms  up  to  the 
bright  moon,  as  if  accusing  heaven  and  earth  for  her  mis- 

'  fortunes,  and  uttered  scream  on  scream,  like  those  of  an 

*  eagle  whose  nest  has  been  plundered  of  her  brood. 
Awhile  she  vented  her  grief  in  th^se  inarticulate  cries^  then 

'  rushed  on  her  way  with  a  hasty  and  unequal  step,  in  the 
vain  hope  of  overtaking  the  party  which  was  conveying 
her  son  a  prisoner  to  Dumbarton.  But  her  strength, 
superhuman  as  it  seemed>  failed  her  in  the  trial,  nor  was 
it  possible  for  her,  with  her  utmost  efforts,  to  accomplish 
herpurpose. 
Y^t  she  pressed  onward,  with  all  the  speed  whidi  h^r 

'Exhausted  frame  could  exert  When  food  became  indis- 
pensable, she  entered  the  first  cottage  : — ^'Give  me  to 
eat,"  she  said  ;  ^*  I  am  the  widow  of  MacTavish  Mhor-^ 
I  am  the  mother  of  Hamish  MacTavish  Bean, — give  me 
to  ejtt,  that  I  may  once  more  see  my  fair-haired  son.'* 
Her  demand  was  never  refused,  though  granted  in  many 
cases  with  •  a  kind  of  struggle  between  compassion  and 
aversion  in -some  of  those  to  whom  she  applied,  Which 
was  in  others  qualified  by  fear.  The  share  she  had  had 
in  occasioning  the  death  of  Allan  Breack  Cameron,  which 
must  probably  involve  that  of  her  own  son,  was  not  ac- 
curately known  ;  but,  from  a  knowledge  of  her  violent 
passions  and  former  habits  of  life,  no  one  doubted  in 
one  way  or  other  she  had  been  the  cause  of  the  catas- 
trophe ;  and  Hamish  Bean  was  considered,  in  the 
slaughter  which  he  had  committed,  rather  as  the  instru- 
ment than  as  the  accomplice  of  his  mother. 

This  general  opinion  of  his  countrymen  was  of  little 
service  to  the  unfortunate  Hamish.     As 'his  captain, 

'Green  Colin,  understood  the  manners  and  liabits  of  his 
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reomktrf,  he  had  no  difficulty  m  collecting  ftonk  'HsiMStk 
.  the  paitkmlars  accompanying  his  supposed  desertion, 
and  the  subsequent   death  of   the  non-commissioned 
officer.     He  felt  the  utmost  compassion  for  a  youth  who 
had  thus  fallen  a  victim  to  the  extravagant  and  fatal  fond- 
ness of  a  parent     But  he  had  no  excuse  to  plead  whiqh 
could  rescue  his  imhappy  recruit  from  the  doom,  which 
military  discipline  and  the   award  of  a  court-martial 
denounced  against  him.  for  the  crime  he  had  committed. 
No  time  had  been  lost  in  their  proceedings,  and  as 
little  was  interposed  betwixt  sentence  and  execution. 

General ;  had  determined  to  make  a  severe  example 

of  the  first  deserter  who  should  fall  into  his  power,  tiad 
ihere  was.  one  who  hkd  defendied  himself  by  mainfdrce, 
;  and  had  ^ain  in  the  afiray  the  officer  sent  to  take  him 
i  int6  custody.  A  fitter  subject  for  punishment  could  m6t 
•have  occurred,  and  Hamish  was  sentenced  to  immediate 
execution.  All  Which  the  interference  of  hh  captain  in 
.  his  fkvour,  oould  pi^ocure,  was  that  he  should  die  a  soldiei's 
..death  ;  for  there  had  been  a  purpose  of  executing  him 
.  upon  the  gibbet. 

The  worthy  clergyman  of  Glenorquhy  chanced  to  be 

.  at  Dumbarton,  in  attendance  upon  s<i>me  church  courts, 

at  the  time  of  this  catastrophe*    He  visited  his  tmfor- 

.  tunate  parishioner  in  his  dungeon,  found  him  ignorant 

indeed,  but   not  obstinate,  and  the  answers  which  he 

received  from  him,  when  conversing  on  religious  topics, 

.  were  such  as  induced  him  doubly  to  regret  that  a  mind 

:  naturally  pure  and  noble  should  have  remained  unhap* 

.pily  so  wild  and  uncultivated. 

When  he  ascertained  the  real  character  and  dispositidii 

of  the  ybung  mfin,  the  worthy  pastor  made  deep  and 

•  painful  reflections  on  his  own.  shyness  and  timidity, 

,  which,  arising  out  of  the  evil  fame  that  attached  to  die 

.  lineage  of  Hamish,  had  restrained. him  from  charitably 

ende^voairing  to  bring rthis  strayed  lAfgep  within  thegrt^' 
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rfftld. '  ^  White  the  good  mmister  Utoied  hi^  coWardhie  la 
,  (iines  past,  which  had  deterred  idm .  from  lisking^   hJs 
i  person,  to  save,  perhaps,  an  immortal  soul,  he  eesdlued 
1  no  longer  to  1>e  goroned  by  snch  timid  counsels,  but  to 

•  endeavour,  by  application  to  his  officers,  to  obtain  a  re- 
prieve, at  least,  if  not  a  pardon,  for  the  criminal,  in 
whom  he  felt  so  unusually  interested,  at  once  from  his 
docility  of  temper  and  his  generosity  of  disposition. 

Accordingly,  the  divine  sought  out  Captain  Campbell 
at  the  barracks  within  the  garrison.  There  was  a  gloomy 
melancholy  on  the  brow  of  Green  Cotin,  which  was  not 
lessened,  but  increased,  When  the  clergyman  sUted  bis 
name,  quality,  and  errand. 

*'  You  cannot  tell  me  better  of  the  young  man  than  I 
am  disposed  to  bdieve,"  answered  the  Highland  officer ; 
"  you  cannot  aisk  »e  to  do  more  in  his  behalf  than  I  am 
of  myself  inclined,  and  have  already  enddavonred  to  do. 
But  it  is  all  in  vain.  Genend  — -  is  half  a  Lowlander. 
half  an  Englishman.  >  He  has  no  ide^  of  the  high  and 
f  enthusiastic  character  w)iicb,  in  these  mountains,  often 
brings  exalted  virtues  in  contact  with  great  crimes,  which, 

•  however,  are  less  offences  61  the  heart  than  errors  of  the 
,  understanding.  I  have  gcmeso  far  as  to  tell  him,  thut, 
.  in  this  young  man,  be  was  putting  to  death  the  best  and 
'  the  bravest  of  .my  company,  where  all,  or  ahno^t  all,  are 

•  good  and  ;brave.  i  explained  to  him  by  what  snange 
.^lelusion  the  culprit's  apparent  desertion  was  occasioned, 
i  and  how  little  his  heart  was  accessory  to  the  crime  which 
.|kis  hand  unhappily  oommitted.    His  answer  yras,  *  These 

are  Highland  visions.  Captain  CampbeH,  as  unsatisfsp- 
/iory  and  vain  as  those  of  the.  second  sighL  An  act  of 
i  gross  desertion  may,  in  any  ease,  be  palliated  under  the 
.plea  of  intoxication  i  the  murder  of  an  officer  may  ^ 
'  as  easily  coloured  over  wilSi  tiiat  af  temporary  insanity. 

The  example  must  be  made  !!atad.  if.  it  has  ^len  on:  a 
jman  otherwii&fts<x>d  xota^li%  will  iba^re.the  greater 
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effeot.*M3iich  being  the  general's  unalterable  paifpose/'T 
ccmtinued  Captain  Campbell,  with  a  sigh, '  ^  be  it  yottr  care,  * 
reverend  sir,  that  your  penitent  prepare,  hy  break  of  day 
to-morrow,  for  that  great  change -which  wc  shaMr  all  one ' 
day  be  subjected  toi" 
•  "And  fOT  which/'  said  the  clergyman,   "may  God  • 
prepare  us  all,  as  I  m  my  duty  will  not  be  wanting  to 
this  poor  youth." 

Next  morning,  a$  the  very  earliest  b«ims  of  sunrise' ' 
saluted  the  grey  towers  which  crown  the .  summit  of  that  * 
singular  and  tremendous  rock,  the  soldiers  of  the  New ' 
Highland  regiment,  appeared  on  the  parade,,  within  the  J 
Casde  of  Dumbarton,   and  having  fallen   into  order, 
began  to  move  downward  by  steep  staircases  and  narrow 
passages  towards  the  extemair  barrier-^gate,  whidi  is  at 
the  very  bottoin  of  the  rock.    The  wild  wailii^  of  the . 
pibroch  were  heard  at  times,  interchanged  with  this  drumsi ' 
and  fifes  ^ich  beat  the  DesMl  March. 

The  unhappy  criminal's  fate  did  not,  at  first,  excite  that 
general  sympathy  in  the  regiment  which  would  probably  > 
have  arisen  had  he  been  executed  for  desertion  alone. 
The  slaughter  df  the  unfortunate- Allan  Bread^  had  given 
a.  different  colour  to  Hamish's  offence  ;  for  the  deceased 
was  much  beloved,  and  besides  belonging  to  a  numerous - 
and  powerful  dan,  of  whom  there  were  many  in  the  ranks. 
The  unfoortunate  mminal,  on  the  contrary,   was  little 
kuown  to,    and  scarcely  connected  with,  any  of  his: 
r^niental  companions*     His  father  had  been,  indeed, 
distinguished  for  his  strength  and  manhood,  but  he  was 
of  a  broken  clan,,  as  those  names  were  called  who  had  no  • 
chief  to  lead  them  to  battle. 

It  would  have  been  almost  impossible,  in  another  case, 
to*  have  turned  out  of  the  ranks  of  the  regiment  the  party  - 
necessary  for  execution  of  the  sentence  ;  but  the  six  in« 
diViduals:  selected  for  that  purpose  were  friends  of  the^ 
deosase4r  dcsoended,  likev  him, .  from  the  rade  of  Mae> 
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Dhonuil'Dhii  *,  and  while  they  prefiared  fbr  th^  dlsnufl 
t^ak  which  their  duty  imposed,  it  w«s  not  without  a  stern 
feeling  of  gratified  revenge.  The  leading  company  of  < 
theregintont  began  now  to  defile  from  the  barrier-gate, 
and  was  followed  by  the  others,  each  suocesaively  moving 
abd  halting  according  td  the  iorders  6ft  the  Adjutant,  so 
as  to  formt  three  sides  of  an  oblong  square,  with  the  ranks 
faced  inwards.  The  fourth,  or  blank  sidb  df  the  square, . 
was  dosed  up  by  the  htige  and  lofty  precipice  on  which 
the  Castle  rises.  About  the  centre  of  tlse  procession, 
bare-headed,  disarmed,  and  with  his  hands  bound,  came 
the  unfortunate  victim  of  militarylaw.  He  was  deadly 
pale,  but  his  step  was  firm  imd  Ihs  eye  as  bright  as  ever.  • 
The  clergyman  walked  1^  lus  side-+r4fae  coffin,  which  was . 
to  receive  his  mortal  remaSnis,  was  borne  before  hire.  The 
lo<^  of  his  comrades  weire  stiU;  composed,  and  solemn. 
Th^  felt  for  the  yodth,  whose  handsome  form,  and 
manly  yet  submissive  deportment;  t  had,  as  soon  as  be 
was  distincUy*visible  to  them,  softened  .the  hearts  of  man{^. 
even  of  some  who  had  been  actuated  by  vindictive  feetings. 
The  coffin  destined  for  the  yet  Ihdng  body,  of  Hamish 
Bean  was  placed  at  the  bottom  of  the  hcdlow  square, 
about  two  yards  distant  from  the  foot)  of  thepredpioe, 
which  rises  m  that  place  as  steep  ai  a  stone  will  to  the 
height  of  thnee  or  four  hundred  feet.  Thither  the 
prisoner  was.  also  led,  the  clergyman  still  continuing  by 
his  side,  pouring  forth  exhortations  of  courage  and  con- 
solation, to  which  the  youth  appeared  to  listen  with  re- 
spectful devotion.  With  slow  and,  it  seemed,  almost 
unwilling  steps,  the  firing  party  entered  the  square,  and 
were  drawn  up  facing  the  prisoner,  about  teri  yards 
distant.  The  clergyman  was  now  about'  to  retire — 
"  Think,  my  son,"  he  said,  ••  on  what  I  have  tdd  you, 
and  let  your  hope  be  rested  on  the  anchor  which.  I  have 
given.  You  will  then  exchange  a  short  and  nuaerable  > 
existence  faerefbra  life,  in  viiich  you  w^.£Xpenimtm> 
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tifeither  sJorrow  nor  pain. — Is  there  aught  else  which  you 
can  intrust  to  me  to  execute  for  you  ?  " 

The  youth  looked  at  his  sleeve-buttons.  They  were  of 
gold,  booty  peiiiaps  which  his  father  had  taken  from 
some  English  officer,  during  the  civil  wars.  The  clergy- 
man disengaged  them  from  his  sleeves. 

'*  My  mother  I  "  he  said  with  some  effort,  **  give  them 
to  my  poor  mother  1 — See  her,  good  father,  and  teach 
her  what  she  should  think  of  all  this.  Tell  her  Hamish 
Bean  is  more  glad  to  die  than  ever  he  was  to  rest  after 
the  longest  day's  hunting.     Farewell,  sir — Farewell !  " 

The  good  man  could  scarce  retire  from  the  fatal  spot,  i 
An  officer  afforded  him  the  support  of  his  arm.    At  his 
last  look  towards  Hamish,   he  beheld  him  alive  and  , 
kneeling  on  the  coffin  ;  the  few  that  were  around  him  had 
aU  withdrawn.    The  fjatal  word  was  given,  the  rock  rung 
sharp  to  the  sound  of  the  discharge,  and  Hamish,  falling  ' 
forward  with  a  groan,  (fiedr  it  may  be  supposed,  without 
almost  a  sense  of  the  passing  agony.  t 

Tell  or  twelve  of  his  own  company  then  came  forward, 
and  laid  with  solemn  reverence  the  remains  of  their  com- 
rade in  the  coffin,  while  the  Dead  March  was  again  struck 
up,  and  the  several  companies,  marching  in  single  files, 
passed  the  coffin  one  by  one«.  in  otrder  that  all  might  re^ 
ceive  from  the  awful  spectacle,  the  warning  which  it  was 
peculiarly  intended  to  afford.  The  regiment  was  then 
marched  off  the  ground,  and  re-ascended  the  ancient 
cliff,  their  music,  as  usual  on  such  occasions,  striking 
lively  strains,  as  if  sorrow,  or  even  deep  thought,  should 
as  short  a  while  as  possible  he  the  tenant  of  the  soldier's 
bosom. 

At  the  same  time  the  small  party,  which  we  before 
mentioned,  bore  the  bier  of  the  ill-fated  Hamish  to  his  : 
humble  grave,  in  a  comer  of  the  churchyard  of  Dura- 
barton,  usually  assigned  to  criminals.    Here,  among  the 
dnst  of  the  guilty,  lies  a  youth,  whose  name,  had  he  sur« 
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vhed  the  ruin  of  the  fiual  events  by  which  he  was  htnried  ' 
into  crime,  might  have  adorned  the  annals  of  the  brave. 

The  minister  of  Gienorqt^  left  Dumbarton  imme- 
diately after  be  had  witnessed  the  last  scene  of  this 
melancholy  catastrophe^  His  reason  acquiesced  in  the 
justice  of  the  sentence,  which>  required  blood  for  blood, 
and  he  ackilbwledged  that  the  vmdictive  character  of  his 
countrymen  required  to  be  powerfully  restrained  by  the  ' 
strong:  curb  of  social  low.  But  still  he  mourned  over  the 
individual  victim.  Who  may  arraign  the  boh  of  Heaven 
when  it  bursts  among  the  sons  of  the  forest ;  yet  who  can 
refrain  from  mourning,  when  it  selects  for  the  object  of 
iu  btigfating  aim  the  fan*  stem  of  a  young  oak.  that' 
promised  to  be  the  pride  of  the  dell  in  which  it  flourished  ? 
Musing  on  these  melancholy  events,  noon  found  him  en- 
gaged in  the  mountain  passes,  by  which  he  was  to  return 
to  his  still  distant  home. 

Coniident  in  his  knowledgts  of  theoonntry,  the  dergy- 
man  had  left  the  main  road,  to  seek  one  of  those  ^lorter 
paths,  which  are  only  used  by  pedestrians,  or  by  men, 
like  the  minister,  mounted  on  the  small;  but  sure-fboted, 
hardy,  and  sagacious  horses  of  the  country.  The  place 
which  he  now  traversed  was  in  itself  gloomy  and  desolate^ 
and  tradition  had  added  to  it  the  terror  cyf  supo^dtion^ 
by  affiming  it  was  haunted  by  an  evil  spirit,  termed 
Cioght-deofrg^  that  is,  Redmande,  who  at  all  times,  but 
especially  at  noon  and  at  midnight,  traversed  the  glen,  in 
enmi^  both  to  man  and  the  inferior  creation,  did  such 
evil  as  her  power  was  permitted  to  extend  to,  and 
a3Iicted  with  ghastly  terrors  those  whom  she  had  not 
license  otherwise  to  hurt 

The  jnhiister  6f  Glekionquhy  had  set  hit  fitce  m  opposi- 
tion to  many  of  these  superstitions,  which  he  justly 
thought  wo-e  derived  from  the  dark  ages  of  Popery, 
perhaps  even  fronk  those  of  Paganism,  and  unfit  to  be 
entertaiaed  or  believed  by  the  Ckiristians  of  an  enlightened 
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age.    Some  of  his  more  attached  parishioners  considered  ' 
him  as  too  rash  in  opposing  the  ianoient  faith  of  their 
fjUhers  ;  and  though  they  honoured  the  moral  intrepidity 
of  their  pastor,  they  could  not  avoid  entertaining  and  ex- 
pressing fears  that  he  would  one  day  fall  a  victim  to  his 
temerity,  and  be  torn  to  pieces  in  the  glen  of  theCloght- 
dearg,  or  some  of  those  other  haunted  wilds,  which  he  ^ 
appeared  rather  to  have  a  pride  and  pleasure  in  traversing 
alone,  on  the  days  and  hours  when  the  wicked  spirits  wa« 
supposed  to  have  especial  power  over  man  and  beasi 

These  legends  came  across  the  mind  of  the  clergyman  ; 
and,  solitary  as  he  was,  a  melancholy  smile  shaded  his 
cheek,  as  he  thought  of  the  inconsistency  of  human 
nature,  and  reflected  how  many  lM"ave  men,  whom  the 
ydl  of  the  pibroch  would  have  sent  headlong  against 
fixed  bayonets,  as  the  wild  bull  rushes  on  his  enemy,  ' 
might  have  yet  feared  to  encounter  those  visionary 
terrors,  which  he  himself,  a  man  of  peace,  and  in  ordi-  v 
nary  perils  no  way  remarkable  for  the  firmness  of  his 
nerves,  was  now  ridcing  without  hesitation. 

As  he  looked  around  the  scene  of  desolation,  he  could 
not  but  acknowledge,  in  his  own  mind,  that  it  was  not 
ill-  chosen  for  the  haunt  of  those  spirits,  which  are  said  to 
delight  in  solitude  and  desolation.  The  glen  was  so 
steep  and  narrow,  that  there  was  but  just  room  for 
the  meridian  sun  to  dart  a  few  scattered  rays  upon  the 
gloomy  and  precarious  stream  which  stole  through  its 
recesses,  for  the  most  part  in  silence,  but  occasionally 
murmuring  sullenly  against  the  rocks  and  large  stones, 
which  seemed  determined  to  bar  its  farther  progress.  In 
winter,  or  in  the  rainy  season,  this  small  stream  was  a 
fcaming  tcMtreat  of  the  most  formidable  magnitude,  and 
it  was  at  such  periods  that  it  had  torn  open  and  laid  bare 
tlie  broadfaced  and  huge  fi*agraents  of  rock,  which  at  the 
season  of  which  we  speak,  hid  its  course  from  the  eye,  ' 
and  seemed  disposed  totally  to  mtorupt  its  course.  "  Un- 
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dftubtfedly,"  thought  the  clergyman,  "this  mountahi 
rivulet,  suddenly  swelled  t^  a  water-spout,  or  thunder- 
storm, has  often  been  the  cause  of  those  accidents, 
which,  happening  in  the  glen  called  by  her  name,  have 
been  ascribed  to  the  agency  of  the  Cloght-dearg." 

Just  as  this  idea  crossed  his  mind,  he  heard  a  female 
voice  exclaim  in  a  wild  and  thrilUng  accent,  "Michael 
Tyrie — Michael  Tyrie  I "  He  looked  round  in  astonish- 
ment, and  not  without  some  fear.  It  seemed  for  an 
uistant,  as  if  the  Evil  Being,  whose  existence  he  had  dis- 
owned, was  about  to  appear  for  the  punishment  of  his 
.  incredulity.  This  alarm  did  not  hold  him  more  than  an  . 
instant,  nor  did  it  prevent  his  replying  in  a  firm  voice, 
**  Who  caUs — and  where  are  you  ?  " 

••  One  who  journeys  in  wretchedness,  between  life  and 
death,"  answered  the  voice  ;  and  the  speaker,  a  tall 
female,  appeared  from  among  the  fragments  of  rocks 
which  had  :concealed  her  from  view. 

As  she  approached  more  closely,  her  mantle  of  bright 
tartan,  in  which  the  red  cok^ur  much  predominated,  her 
stature,  the  long  stride  with  which  she  advanced,  and 
the  writhen  features  and  wild  eyes  which  were  visible 
fron\  under  her  curch,  would  have  made  her  no  inade- 
quate representative  of  the  spirit  i^ch  gave  nanae  to  the 
valley.  But  Mr.  Tyrie  instantly  knew  her  as  the  Woman 
of  the  Tree,  the  widow  of  MacTavish  Mhor,  the  now 
childless  mother  of  Hamish  Bean.  I  am  not  sure 
whether  the  minister  would  not  have  endured  the  visita- 
tion of  the  Cloght-dearg  herself,  rather  than  the  shock 
of  Elspat's  presence,  considering  her  crime  and  her 
misery.  He  drew  up  his  horse  instinctively,  and  stood 
endeavouring  to  collect  his  ideas,  while  a  few  paces 
trought  her  up  to  his  horse's  head. 

"  Michael  Tyrie,"  said  she,  "  the  foolish  women  of  the 
Clachan  hold  thee  as  a  god— be  one  to  me,  and  say 
that  my  son  lives.    Say  this,  and  I  too  wiU  be  of  thy 
'54 

Digitized  by  Google 


TWE    HfGWLAND    WIDOWir 
trorship— I  will  bend  tay  kiiees  oin  thfe  seventh  day  iri> 
thy  bouse  of  wbrship,  and  thy  God  shall  be  nriy  God." 

'•Unhappy  woman,"  replied  the  clergyman,  "man 
forms  not  pactions  with  his  Maker  as  with  a  creature  of 
clay  like  himself.  Thinkest  thou  to  chaffer  with  Him, 
who  formed  the  earth,  and  ^>read  out  the  heavens,  or 
that  thou  canst  offer  aught  of  homage  or  devotion  that 
can  be  worth  acceptance  in  His  eyes  ?  He  hath  asked 
obedience,  not  sacrifice ;  patience  under  the  trials  with 
which  he  afflicts  us,  instead  of  vain  bribes,  such  as  man 
offers  to  his  chai^eful  toother  of  clay,  that  he  may  be 
moved  from  his  purpose. " 

'*  Be  silent,  priest  1 "  Answered  the  desperate  woman  ; 
*'  speak  not  to  me  the  words  of  thy  white  book.  Elspat's/' 
Idndred  were  of  those  who  crossed  themselves  and  knelt 
when  the  sacring  bell  was  rung ;  and  she  knows  that ' 
atonement  can  be  made  on  the  altar  for  deeds  done  in  > 
the  field.  Elspat  had  once  flocks  and  herds,  goats  upon 
the  clifBs,  and  cattle  in.  the  strath.  She  wore  gold  around 
her  neck  and  on  her  hairr-thick  twists  as  those  worn  by 
the  heroes  of  old.  All  these  would  she  have  resigned  to 
the  priest-^all  these  ;  and  if  he  wished  for  the  ornaments 
of  a  gentle  lady,  or  the  spoh^n  of  a  high  chief,  though 
they  bad  been  great  as  MacAllum  more  himself,  Mac 
Tavish'  Mhor  woidd  have  procured  them  if  Elspat  had 
promised  them.  Elspat  is  now  poor,  and  has  nothing 
to  give.  But  the  Black  Abbot  of  Inchaffray  would  have 
bidden  her  scourge ,  her  shoulders,  and  mascerate  her 
feet  by  pilgrimage,  and  he  would  have  granted  his  par* 
don  to  her  when  he  saw  that  her  blood  had  flowed,  and 
that  her  flesh  had  been  torn.  These  were  the  priests 
who  had  indeed  power  even  with  the  most  powerful — 
they  threatened  the  great  men. of  the  earth  with  the  word 
of  their  mouth,  the  sentence  of  their  book,  the  blare  of 
their  t(»ch,  the  soUnd  of  their  sdcring  bell.  The  mighty 
fartnt  to  their  will,  uiUoosed  at  the  word  of  the  priests 
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those  irh6m  they  had  botmd  in  tiieh*  wraths  ahd  sdt  a»' 
liberty,  unharmed,  hitn  whom  they  had  sentenced  tO' 
death,  and  for  whose  blood  ^ey  had  thirsted.  These 
Were  a  powerful  race,. and'  might  well  ask  the  poor  to 
kneelr  since  their  power  could  humble  the  proud.  But 
you  !— against  whom  lire  ye  strong,  but  against  women 
who  have  been  guilty  of  folly,  and  men  vfho  never  wcwe 
sword?  The  pHests  of  old  were  like  the  winter  tori-ent 
which  fills  this  hollow  valley,  and  rolls  these  massive 
rocks  against  each  other  as  easily  as  the  boy  plays  with- 
the  ball  which  he  casts  before  hink-^But  you  1  you  do  but  • 
resemble  the  summer-stricken  Stream,  which  is  turned, 
aside  by  the  rushed*  and  stemrasd  by  a  bush  of  sedges^- 
Woe  ¥^olrth  you,  for  there  is  no  hdp  in  you  I " 

The  clergyman  was  at  no  loss  to  concdve  that  £lspat> 
had  lost  the  Roman  Catholic  faith  without  gaimng  any 
other,  and  that  she  still  retained  a  vague  and  confused 
idea  of  the  composition  with  the  priesthood,  by  con- 
fession, alms,  and  penance,  and  of  thei£  extensive  power* ' 
which,  accon&ig  to  her  ikotion,  was  adequate,  if  duly 
propitiated,  even  to  eflfecting  her  son's  safMy.  Com-  - 
possionating  her  situation;  dnd  allowing  for  her  errors 
and  ignorance,  he  answered  her  with  mildness. 

"Alas,  unhappy  woman!  Would  to  God  I  could 
convince  thee  as  easily  where  thou  oughtest  to  seek,  and 
art  sure  to  find,  consolation,  as  I  can  assure  you  with  a 
single  word,  that  were  Rome  and  all  her  priesthood  once 
more  in  the  plenitude  of  their  power,  th^  could  not,  for 
largesse  or  penance,  afford  to  thy  misery  an  atom  of  aid 
or  comfort. -^Elspat  MacTavish,  I  grieve  to  tell  you  the 
news." 

*•  I  know  them  without  thy  speech,"  said  die  unhappy 
woman — ••  My  son  is  doomed  to  die." 

"  Elspat,"  resumed  the  clergyman,  •'  he  was  doomed, 
and  the   sentence   has  been   executed."    The  hapless ' 
mother  threw  Jier  eyes  up  tD  heaven,  and  utteredashnek 
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.16  unlike  the  ToSce  of  a  httraan  being.  Uiat  the  eagle 
.which  soared  in  middle  air  answered  it  as  she  would 
have  done  the  call  of  her  mate. 

'*  It  is  impossible  I  "  she  exdaimed,  "  it  is  impossible  1 
Men  do  not  condemn  and  kill  on  the  same  day !  Thoii 
art  deceiving  me. — The  people  call  thee  holy — hast  thou 
the  heart  to  tell  a  mother  she  has  murdered  her  only 
child?" 

"God  knows,"  said  the  priest,  the  tears  falling  fast 
from  his  eyes,  "  that,  were  it  in  my  power,  I  would  gladly 
tell  better  tidings — but  these  which  I  bear  are  as  certain 
as  they  are  fatal^-My  own  ears  heard  the  death-shot, 
my  own  eyes  beheld  thy  son's  death— thy  son's  funeral. 
->'My  tongue  bears  witness  to  what  my  ears  heard  and 
J  my  eyes  saw." 

The  wretched  female  dasped  her  hands  close  together, 

•aad  held  them  up  towards  heaven  like  a  sibyl  announcing 

•  war  and  desolation  ;  while,  in  impotent  yet  frightful  rage, 

iShe. poured  forth  a  tide  of  the  deepest  hnprecations. — 

"  Base  Saxon  churl  1 ','  she  exdaimed,  "  vile  hypocritical 

•juggler  !    May  the  eyes  that  looked  tamely  on  the  death 

of  my  fair4iaired  boy  be  melted  in  their  sodcets  with 

I  ceaseless  tears,  shed  for  those  that  are  nearest  and  most 

dear  to  thee  1    May  the  ears  that  heard  his  death-knell 

be  dead  hereafter  to  all  other  sounds  save  the  screech  of 

the  raven,  and  the  hissing  of  the  adder!   May  the  tongue 

( that  tdls  me  of  his  death,  and  of  my  own  crime,  be  withered 

lin  thy.  mouth— or,  better,  when  thou  wouldst  pray  with 

thy  people^  may  the  Evil  One  guide  it,  and  give  voice  to 

.Uasphemies  instead  of  blessings,  until  men  shall  fly  in 

:  terror  from  thy  presence,  and  the  thunder  of  heaven  be 

.  launched  against  thy  head,  and  stop  for  ever  thy  cursing 

i  and  accursed  voice'! — ^B^;one^  with  this  malison  I  Elspat 

;  will  never,  never  again  bestow  so  many  words  upon  living 

j-man." 

..  .  She  kept  Jier  word.    From  that  day.  the  worli  was  to 
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her  a  w9demess,  in  which  sht  oemained,  without  thought, 

.  care;  or  interest,  absorbed  in  her  own  grief-— indifferent 
to  everything  else. 
With  her  mode  of  life,  or  rather  of  existence,  the  reader 

■is  already  as  far  acquainted  as  I  have  the  power  of  making 
him.  Of  her  death,  I  can  tell  him  nothing..  It  is  sup- 
posed to  have  happened  several  years  after  she  had  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  my  excellent  friend  Mrs.  Bethune 

'BalioL  Her  benevolence,  which  was  never  saUsiied  with 
dropping  a  sentimental  tear  when  there  was  room  for  the 
operation  of  effective  charity,  induced  her  to  make  various 
attempts  to  alleviate  the  condition  of  this  most  wretched 
woman.  But  all  her  exertions  could  only  render  Elspat's 
means  of  aibsistence  less  preoarious-~a  circumstance 
which,  though  generally  interesting  even  to  the  most 
wretched  outcasts,  seemed  to  her  a*  matter  of  total  in- 
difference. Every  attempt  to  place  any  person  in  her 
hut  to  take  chaise  of  her  miscarried,  through  the  extrenie 
resentment  with  which  she  r^arded  all  intrusion  on  her 
solitude,  or  by  the  timidity  of  thos|e  who  had  been  pitched 
upon  to  be  inmates  with  the  terrible  Woman  of  the'Tree. 
At  length,  when  Elspat  became  totally  iinable  (in  appear- 
ance at  least)  to  turn  herself  on  the  wretched  settle  which 
served  her  for  a  couch,  the  humanity  of  Mr.  Tjrrie's  suc- 
cessor sent  two- wonten  to  attend  upon  the  last  moments 
of  the  solitary,  Svhich  could  not,  it  was  judged,  be  far 
distant,  and  to  avert  the:  possibility  that  she  might  perish 
for  want  of  assistance  or  food,  before  sh^  sunk  under 
the  effects  of  extreme  age,  or  moKal  malady. 

It  was  on  a  November  evening,  that  the  two  ^omeil, 
appointed  for  this '  melancholy  purpose,  arrived  at  the 
miserable  cottage  which  we  have  klready  described.  Its 
wretched  inmate  lay  stretdied  upon  the  bed,  and  seemed 
almost  already  a  lifeless  corpse,  save  for  the.wandenng 
of  the  fierce  dark  eyes,  which  rolled  in  their  sockets  inia 
manner  terrible  t^  look  upon;  ahd  deemed  td^ir^cfa,  with 
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.•surprise  abd  indignation,  the  motions  of  the  strangers, 
as  persons  whose  presence  was  alike  unexpected  and 
unwelcome.  They  were  frightened  at  her  looks ;  but, 
i  assured  in  each  other's  company,  they  kindled  a  fire, 
lighted  a  candle,  prepared  food,  and  made  other  arrange- 
ments for  the  discharge  of  the  duty  assigned  them. 

The  assistants  agreed  that  they  should  watch  the  bed- 
side of  the  sick  person  by  turns  ;  but,  about  midnight, 
overcome  by  fatigue  (for  they  had  walked  far  that  morn- 
ing), both  of  them  fell  fast  asleep. — When  they  awoke, 
which  was  not  till  after  the  interval  of  some  hours,  the 
hut  was  empty,  and  the  patient  gone.  They  rose  in 
terror,  and  went  to  the  door  of  the  cottage,  which 
was  latched  as  it  had  been  at  night.  They  looked 
.  out  into  the  darkness,  and  cklled  upon  their  charge  by 
.  her  name.  The  night-raven  screamed  from  the  old  oak- 
tree  ;  the  fox  howled  on  the  hill ;  the  hoarse  waterfall 
replied  with  its  echoes  ;  but  there  was  no  hunian  answer. 
The  terrified  women  did  not  dare  to  make  farther  search 
till  morning  should  appear ;  for  the  sudden  disappear- 
ance of  a  creatiure  so  frail  as  Elspat,  together  with  the 
.  wild  tenor  of  her  history,  intimidated  them  from  stirring 
from  the  hut.  They  remained,  therefore,  in  dreadftil 
.terror,  sometimes  thinking  they  heard  her  voice  without, 
and  at  other  times,  that  sounds  of  a  different  description 
were  mingled  with  the  mournful  sigh  of  the  night  breeze 
or  the  dash  of  the  cascade.  Sometimes,  too,  the  latdh 
(Tattled,  as  if  some  frail  and  impotent  hand  were  in  vain 
\attempting  to  lift  it,  and  ever  and  anon  they  expected  the 
ren trance  of  their  terrible  patient,  animated  by  super- 
natural strength,  and  in  the  company,  perhaps,  of  some 
being  more  dreadful  than  herself.  Morning  came  at 
length.  They  sought  brake,  rock,  and  thicket,  in  vain. 
Two  hours  after  daylight  the  minister  himself  appeared  ; 
and,  on  the  report  of  the  watchers,  caused  the  country 
to  be  alarmed,  and  a  general  and  exact  search  to  be 
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^        .  made  through  the  whole  neighbourhood  of  the  cbttag 
^         and  the  oak-tree.     But  it  was  all  in  vain.     Elspat  Ma 
lavish  was  never  found,  whether  dead  or  alive ;   n 
could  there  ever  be  traced  the  slightest  circumstance 
M         ipdicate  her  fate. 

h  The  neighbourhood  was  divided  concerning  the  cau 

P  of  her  disappearance.     The  credulous  thought  that  ti 

ti        .  Evil  SjMrit,  under  whose  infhience  she  seemed  to  ha 
£  acted,  had  carried  het  away  in  the  body  ;  and  there  a 

d  ,  many  who  are  still  unwilling,  at  untimely  hours,  to  pa 
the  oak-tree,  beneath  which,  as  they  allege,  she  may  st 
be  seen  seated  according  to  her  wont  Others  le 
superstitious  supposed  that  had  it  been  possible  to  scan 
the  gulf  of  the  >  Corrie  Dhu,  the  profound  depths  of  t] 
lake,  or  the  whelmmg  eddies  of  the  river,  the  remaii 
of  Elspat  MacTavisb  might  have  been  discovered ;  i 
nothing  was  more  natural,  considering  her  state  of  bo< 
and  mind,  than  that  she  should  have  fallen  in  by  ac< 
dent,  or  precipitated  herself  intentionally  into  one  i 
other  of  those  places  of  sure  destruction.  The  clerg 
man  entertained  an  opinion  of  his  own.  He  thougi 
that,  impatient  of  the  watch  which  was  placed  over  he 
this  unhappy  woman's  instinct  had  taught  her,  as 
directs  various  domestic  animals,  to  withdraw  bersc 
from  the  sight  of  her  ovra  race,  that  the  death  struggi 
might  take  place  in  some  secret  den,  where,  in  all  probi 
bility,  her  mortal  relics  would  never  meet  the  eyes  < 
mortals.  This  species  of  instinctive  feeling  seemed  t 
him  of  a  tenor  with  the  whole  course  of  her  unhapp 
life,  and  most  likely  to  influence  her,  when  it  drew  to 
conclusion. 
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For  the  cotvuenience  and  advantage  of  the  reader ^  the  Author't 
last  general  Introduction  has  been  slightly  abridged^  and  is 
placed  here  atnongst  the  "  Notes,"  of  which  in  reality  it/omit 
a  not  uHunportant  fart. 


INTRODUCTION. 

THE  Tales  of  the  Crusaders  was  determined  upon  as  the 
title  of  "The  Betrothed,"  and  *'The  Talisman,"  rather  by 
the  advice  of  the  few  friends  whom  death  has*now  rendered 
still  fewer,  than  by  the  Author's  own  taste.  Not  but  that  he 
saw  plainly  enough  the  interest  which  might  be  excited  by  the 
very  name  of  the  Crusades,  but  he  was  conscious  at  the  same 
time  that  that  interest  was  of  a  character  which  it  might  be 
more  easy  to  create  than  to  satisfy,  and  that  by  the  mention  of 
so  magnificent  a  subject  each  reader  might  be  induced  to  call 
up  to  his  imagination  a  sketch  so  extensive  and  so  grand  that 
it  might  not  be  in  the  power  of  the  Author  to  fill  it  up,  who 
would  thus  stand  in  the  predicament  of  the  dwarf  bringing 
with  him  a  standard  to  measure  his  own  stature,  and  showing 
himself,  therefore,  says  Sterne,  "  a  dwarf  more  ways  than  one.*' 
It  is  a  fact,  if  it  were  worth  while  to  examine  it,  that  the 
publisher  and  author,  however  much  their  general  interests  are 
the  same,  may  be  sadd  to  diffeiT  so  far  as  title-pages  are  con- 
cerned  ;  and  it  is  a  secret  of  the  tale-telling  art,  if  it  could  be 
termed  a  secret  worth  knowing,  that  a  taking  title,  as  it  is 
called,  best  answers  the  purpose  of  the  bookseller,  since  it  often 
goes  far  to  cover  his  risk,  and  sells  an  edition  not  unfrequently 
before  the  public  have  well  seen  it.  But  the  author  ought  to 
seek  more  permanent  fame,  and  wish  that  his  work,  when  its 
leaves  are  first  cut  open,  should  be  at  least  fahrly  judged  of. 
Thus,  many  of  the  best  novelists  have  been  anxious  to  give 
their  works  such  titles  as  render  it  out  of  the  reader's  power  to 
conjecture  their  contents  until  they  should  have  an  opportunity 
of  reading  them. 
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The  first  tale  of  the  scries  was  influenced  in  its  structure 
rather  by  the  wish  to  avoid  the  general  expectations  which 
might  be  formed  from  the  title,  than  to  comply  with  any  one  of 
them,  and  so  disappoint  the  rest.  The  story  was,  therefore, 
less  an  incident  belonging  to  the  Crusades  than  one  which  \*'as 
occasioned  by  the  singular  cast  of  mind  introduced  and  spread 
wide  by  those  memorable  undertakings.  The  confusion  amon^ 
families  was  not  the  least  concomitant  evil  of  the  extraordinary 
preponderance  of  this  superstition. 

The  wars  between  the  Welsh  and  the  Norman  lords  of  the 
Marches  were  selected  as  a  period  when  all  freedoms  might  be 
taken  with  the  strict  truth  of  history  without  encountering  any 
well-known  fact  which  might  render  the  narrative  improbable. 
Perhaps,  however,  the  period  which  vindicates  the  probability 
of  the  tale,  will,  with  its  wars  and  murders,  be  best  found 
described  in  the  following  p«ss;^;e  of  Gryfiyth  Ap  Edwin's 
wars: — 

"  This  prince,  in  conjunction  with  Algar,  Earl  of  Chester, 
who  had  been  banished  from  England  as  a  traitor,  in  the  reign 
of  Edward  the  Confessor,  marched  into  Herefordshire  and 
wasted  all  that  fertile  country  with  fire  and  sword,  to  revenge 
the  death  of  his  brother  Rhees,  whose  head  bad  been  brought 
to  Edward  in  pursuance  of  an  order  sent  by  the  King  on  ac- 
count of  the  depredations  which  he  had  committed  against  the 
English  on  the  borders.  To  stop  these  ravages,  the  Earl  of 
Hereford,  who  was  nephew  to  Edward,  advanced  with  an  army, 
not  of  English  alone,  but  of  mercenary  Normans  and  French, 
whom  he  had  entertained  in  his  service,  against  Gryffyth  and 
Algar.  He  met  them  near  Hereford,  and  offered  them  battle, 
which  the  Welsh  monarch,  who  had  woa  five  pitched  battles 
before,  and  never  had  fought  without  conquering,  joyfully 
accepted.  The  Elarl  had  commanded  his  English  forces  to 
fight  on  h<Mrseback,  in  imitation  of  the  Normans,  against  their 
usual  custom  ;  but  the  Welsh  making  a  furious  and  desperate 
charge,  that  nobleman  himself,  and  the  foreign  cavalry  led  by 
him,  were  so  daunted  at  the  view  of  them,  that  they  shamefully 
fled  without  fighting  ;  which  being  seen  by  the  English,  they 
also  turned  their  badcs  on  the  enemy,  who  having  killed  or 
wounded  as  many  of  them  as  they  could  come  up  with  in  their 
flight,  entered  triumphantly  into  Hereford,  spoiled  and  fired  the 
city,  razod  the  walls  to  the  ground,  slaughtered  some  of  the 
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citizens,  led  many  of  them  captive,  and  (to  use  the  words  of  the 
Welsh  Chronicle)  left  nothing  in  the  town  but  blood  and  ashes. 
After  this  exploit  they  immediately  returned  into  Wales,  un- 
doubtedly from  a  desire  of  securing  their  prisoners,  and  the 
rich  plunder  they  had  gained.  The  King  of  England  hereupon 
commanded  Earl  Harold  to  collect  a  great  army  from  all  parts 
of  the  kingdom,  and  assembling  them  at  Gloucester,  advanced 
from  thence  to  invade  the  dominions  of  GryfFyth  in  North 
Wales.  He  performed  his  orders,  and  penetrated  into  that 
country  without  resistance  from  the  Welsh  ;  Gryffyth  and  Algar 
returning  into  some  parts  of  South  Wales.  The  very  next  year 
the  Welsh  monarch,  upon  what  quarrel  we  know  not,  made  a 
new  incursion  into  England,  and  killed  the  Bishop  of  Hereford, 
the  Sheriff  of  the  county,  and  many  more  of  the  English,  both 
ecclesiastics  and  laymen.  Edward  was  counselled  by  Harold, 
and  Leofrick,  Earl  of  Mercia,  to  make  peace  with  him  again ; 
which  he  again  broke  ;  nor  could  he  be  restrained  by  any  means 
from  these  barbarous  inroads,  before  the  year  one  thousand  and 
sixty-three  ;  when  Edward}  whose  patience  and  pacific  disposi- 
tion had  been  too  much  abused,  commissioned  Harold  to 
assemble  the  whole  strength  of  the  kingdom,  and  make  war 
upon  him  in  his  own  country  till  he  had  subdued  or  destroyed 
him." — Lyttleton's  Hist,  of  England ^  vol.  ii.  p.  338. 

This  passage  will  be  found  to  bear  a  general  resemblance  to 
the  fictitious  tale  told  in  the  Romance. 


NOTES. 

Welsh  Bowmen— p.  82. 

The  Welsh  were  excellent  bowmen ;  but,  under  favour  of 
Lwd  Lyttleton,  they  probably  did  not  use  the  long  bow,  the  for- 
midable weapon  of  the  Normans,  and  afterwards  of  the  English 
yeomen.  That  of  the  Welsh  most  likely  rather  resembled  the 
bow  of  the  cognate  Celtic  tribes  of  Ireland,  and  of  the  High- 
landers of  Scotland.  It  was  shorter  than  the  Norman  long  bow, 
as  being  drawn  to  the  breast,  nut  to  the  ear,  more  loosely  strung, 
and  the  arrow  having  a  heavy  iron  head ;  altogether,  in  short,  a 
less  e£fective  weapon. 
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EUDORCHAWG  CHAINS — p.  I02 

Eudorchawg,  or  Gold  Chains  of  the  Welsh.  These  were  the 
distinguished  marks  of  rank  and  valour  among  the  numerous  tribes 
of  Celtic  extraction.  Manlius,  the  Roman  Champion,  gained  the 
name  of  Torquatus,  or  he  of  the  Chain,  on  account  of  an  orna- 
ment of  this  kind  won,  in  single  combat,  from  a  gigantic  Gaul. 
Aneurin,  the  Welsh  bard,  mentions,  in  his  poem  on  the  battle  of 
Catterath,  that  no  less  than  three  hundred  of  the  British  who 
fell  there,  had  their  necks  wreathed  with  the  Eudorchawg. 
This  seems  to  infer  that  the  chain  was  a  badge  of  distinction, 
and  valour  perhaps,  but  not  of  royalty  ;  otherwise  there  would 
scarce  have  been  so  many  kings  present  in  one  battle.  This  chain 
has  been  found  accordingly  in  Ireland  and  Wales,  and  some- 
times, though  more  rarely,  in  Scotland.  Doubtless,  it  was  of 
too  precious  materials  not  to  be  usually  converted  into  money 
by  the  enemy  into  whose  hands  it  fell. 

The  Bahr-Geist— p.  i6i. 

The  idea  of  the  Bahr-Gebt  was  taken  from  a  passage  in  the 
Memoirs  of  Lady  Fanshaw. 

The  original  runs  as  follows.  Lady  Fanshaw,  lifting  among 
her  friends  in  Ireland,  like  other  sound  loyalists  of  the  period^ 
tells  her  story  thus  : — 

"  From  thence  we  went  to  the  Lady  Honor  O'Brien's,  a  lady 
that  went  for  a  maid,  but  few  believed  it.  She  was  the  youngest 
daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Thomond.  There  we  staid  three  nights 
— ^the  first  of  which  I  was  siu-prised  at  being  laid  in  a  chamber 
where,  when  about  one  o'clock,  I  heard  a  voice  that  awakened 
me.  I  drew  the  curtain,  and  in  the  casement  of  the  window  I 
saw,  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  a  woman  leaning  through  the 
casement  into  the  room,  in  white,  with  red  hair  and  pale  and 
ghastly  complexion.  She  spoke  loud,  and  in  a  tone  I  had  never 
heard,  thrice,  'A  horse ;'  and  then,  with  a  sigh  more  like  the 
wind  than  breath,  she  vanished,  and  to  me  her  body  looked 
more  like  a  thick  cloud  than  substance.  I  was  so  muc4i 
frightened,  that  my  hair  stood  on  end,  and  my  night-clothes  tell 
off.  I  pulled  and  pinched  your  father,  who  never  awoke  durii^j; 
the  disorder  I  was  in,  but  at  last  was  much  surprised  to  see  me 
in  this  fright,  and  mcMre  so  when  I  related  the  story  and  showed 
him  the  window  opened.  Neither  of  us  slept  any  more  that 
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nigh^ ;  but  he  entertained  me  by  telling  me  how  much  more 
these  apparitions  were  common  in  this  country  than  in  England  ; 
and  we  concluded  the  cause  to  be  the  great  superstition  of  the 
Irish,  and  the  want  of  that  knowing  faith  which  should  defend 
them  from  the  power  of  the  Devil,  which  he  exercises  among 
them  very  much.  About  five  o'clock  the  lady  of  the  house  came 
to  see  us,  sajring  she  had  not  been  in  bed  all  night,  because  a 
cousin  O'Brien  of  hers,  whose  ancestors  had  owned  that  house, 
had  desired  her  to  stay  with  him  in  his,  chamber,  and  that  he 
died  at  two  o'clock  ;  and  she  said,  I  wish  you  to  have  had  no 
disturbance,  for  'tis  the  custom  of  the  place,  that  when  any  of 
the  family  are  dying,  the  shape  of  a  woman  appears  every  night 
in  the  window  until  they  be  dead.  This  woman  was  many  ages 
ago  got  with  child  by  the  owner  of  this  place,  who  murdered 
her  in  his  garden,  and  flung  her  into  the  river  under  the  window ; 
but  truly  I  thought  not  of  it  when  I  lodged  you  here,  it  beiiig 
the  best  room  in  the  house  !  We  made  little  reply  to  her  speech, 
but  disposed  ourselves  to  be  gone  suddenly." 

The  Swallow's  Tail — p.  312. 
The  pennon  of  a  Knight  was,  in  shape,  a  long  streamer,  and 
forked  like  a  swallow's  tail :  the  banner  of  a  Banneret  was 
square,  and  was  formed  from  the  other  by  cutting  the  ends  from 
the  pennon.  It  was  thus  the  ceremony  was  performed  on  the 
pennon  of  John  Chandos,  by  the  Black  Prince,  before  the  battle 
<^  Nejara. 

Sensibility  to  Pain — p.  350. 
Such  an  expression  is  said  to  have  been  used  by  Mandrin  the 
celebrated  smuggler,  while  in  the  act  of  being  broken  upon 
the  wheel.  This  dreadful  punishment  consists  in  the  execu- 
tioner, with  a  bar  of  iron,  breaking  the  shoulder-bones,  arms, 
thigh-bones,  and  legs  of  the  criminal,  taking  his  alternate  sides. 
The  punishment  is  concluded  by  a  blow  across  the  breast,  called 
the  coup  de  grace^  because  it  removes  the  sufferer  from  his 
agony.  When  Mandrin  received  the  second  blow  over  the  left 
shoulder-bone,  he  laughed.  His  confessor  inquired  the  reason 
of  demeanour  so  tmbecoming  his  situation.  "  I  only  laugh  at 
my  own  folly,  my  father,"  answered  Mandrin,  "  who  could  sup- 
pose that  sensibility  of  pain  should  continue  after  the  nervous 
system  had  been  completely  deranged  by  the  first  blow.' 
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THE  novel  of  ** Woodstock "  concluded  the  last  of  th« 
pieces  originally  published  under  the  nominis  umbra  o 
The  Author  of  Waverley,  and  circumstances  rendered  ii 
impossible  for  the  writer  to  continue  longer  in  the  possession  ol 
his  incognito. 

About  to  appear  for  the  first  time  in  my  own  name  in  this  de- 
partment of  letters,  it  occurred  to  me  that  something  in  the  shape 
of  a  periodical  publication  might  carry  with  it  a  certain  air  of 
novelty,  and  I  was  willing  to  break,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  the 
abruptness  of  my  personal  forthcoming,  by  investing  an  imagi- 
nary coadjutor  with  at  least  as  much  distinctness  of  individual 
existence  as  I  had  ever  previously  thought  it  worth  while  to 
bestow  on  shadows  of  the  same  convenient  tribe.  Of  course,  it 
had  never  been  in  my  contemplation  to  invite  the  assistance  of 
any  real  person  in  the  sustaining  of  my  quasi-editorial  character 
and  labours.  It  had  long  been  my  opinion,  that  anything  like 
a  literary  picnic  is  likely  to  end  in  suggesting  comparisons, 
justly  termed  odious,  and  therefore  to  be  avoided  :  and,  indeed, 
I  had  also  had  some  occasion  to  know,  that  promises  of  assist- 
ance, in  efforts  of  that  order,  are  apt  to  be  more  magnificent 
than  the  subsequent  performance.  I  therefore  planned  a  mis- 
cellany, to  be  dependent,  after  the  old  fashion,  on  my  own  re- 
sources alone,  and  although  conscious  enough  that  the  moment 
which  assigned  to  the  Author  of  Waverley  "a  local  habitation 
and  a  name,"  had  seriously  endangered  his  spell,  I  felt  inclined 
to  adopt  the  sentiment  of  my  old  hero  Montrose,  and  to  say 
to  myself,  that  in  literature,  as  in  war, 

"  He  either  fears  his  fate  too  fftuch. 
Or  his  deserts  are  small^ 
Who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  ionch^ 
To  win  or  lose  it  all** 

To  the  particulars  explanatory  of  the  plan  of  these  Chronicles, 
which  the  reader  is  presented  with  in  Chapter  V.  by  the  imagi- 
nary Editor,  Mr.  Croftangry,  I  have  now  to  add,  that  the  lady, 
termed  in  his  narrative  Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol,  was  designed  to 
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shadow  out  in  its  leading  points  the  interesting  character  of  a 
dear  friend  of  mine,  Mrs.  Murray  Keith,  whose  death,  occur- 
ring shortly  before,  had  saddened  a  wide  circle,  much  attached 
to  her,  as  well  for  her  genuine  virtue  and  amiable  qualities  of 
disposition,  sis  for  the  extent  of  information  which  she  possessed, 
and  the  delightful  manner  in  which  she  was  used  to  communi- 
cate it.  In  truth,  the  Author  had,  on  many  occasions,  been  in- 
debted to  her  vivid  memory  for  the  substratum  of  his  Scottish 
fictions— and  she  accordingly  had  been,  from  an  early  period,  at 
no  loss  to  fix  the  Waverley  Novels  on  die  right  culprit. 

In  the  sketch  of  Chrystal  Croftangry's  own  history,  the 
Author  has  been  accused  of  introducing  some  not  polite  allu- 
sions to  respectable  living  individuals :  but  he  may  safely,  he 
presumes,  pass  over  such  an  insinuation.  The  first  of  the  narra- 
tives which  Mr.  Croftangry  proceeds  to  lay  before  the  public, 
•*  The  Highland  Widow,"  was  derived  iroai  Mrs.  Murray  Keith, 
and  is  given,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  additional  circum- 
stances— the  introduction  of  which  I  am  rather  inclined  to 
regret— very  much  as  the  excellent  old  lady  used  to  tell  the 
story.  Neither  the  Highland  cicerone  MacLeish,  nor  the  de- 
mure waiting-woman,  were  drawn  from  imagination ;  and  on 
re-reading  my  tale,  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  years,  and  comparing 
its  effect  with  my  remembrance  of  my  worthy  friend's  oral  nar- 
ration, which  was  certainly  extremely  affecting,  I  cannot  but 
suspect  myself  of  having  marred  its  simplicity  by  some  of  those 
interpolations,  which,  at  the  time  when  I  penned  them,  no 
doubt  passed  with  myself  for  embellishments. 


NOTES. 
The  Sanctuary  of  Holyrood — ^p.  397. 

It  Is  by  no  means  clear  what  Scottish  prince  first  built  « 
palace,  properly  so  called,  in  the  precincts  of  this  renowned 
seat  of  sanctity.  The  abbey,  endowed  by  successive  sovereigns 
and  many  powerful  nobles  with  munificent  gifts  of  lands  and 
tithes,  came,  in  process  of  time,  to  be  one  of  the  most  important 
of  the  ecclesiastical  corporations  of  Scotland  ;  and  as  early  as  the 
days  of  Robert  Bruce,  parliaments  were  held  occasionally 
within  its  buildings.  We  have  evidence  that  James  IV.  had  a 
567 

Digitized  by  Google 


INTRODUCTION    AND    NOTES. 

royal  lodging  adjoining  to  the  cloister;  but  it  is  generally 
agreed  that  the  first  considerable  edifice  for  the  accommodation 
of  the  royal  family  erected  here  was  that  of  James  V.,  anno 
1525,  great  part  of  which  still  remains,  and  forms  the  north> 
western  side  of  the  exbting  palace.  The  more  modem  build- 
ings which  complete  the  quadrangle  were  erected  by  King 
Charles  II.  The  nave  of  the  old  conventual  church  was  used  as 
the  parish  church  of  the  Canongate  from  the  period  of  the 
Reformation,  until  James  II.  claimed  it  for  his  chapel  royal, 
and  had  it  'fitted  up  accordingly  in  a  style  of  splendour  which 
grievously  outraged  the  feelings  of  his  Presbyterian  subjects. 
The  roof  of  this  fragment  oi  a  once  magnificent  church  fell  in 
the  year  1768,  and  it  has  remained  ever  since  In  a  state  of 
desolation. 

FlDBLITY  OP  THE   HIGHLANDERS— p.  526. 

Of  the  strong,  undeviating  attachment  of  the  Highlanders  to 
the  person,  and  their  deference  to  the  will  or  commands  of 
their  chiefs  and  superiors — their  rigid  adherence  to  duty  and 
principle— and  their  chivalrous  acts  of  self-devotion  to  these  in 
the  face  of  danger  and  death — there  are  many  instances  recorded 
in  General  .Stewart  of  Garth's  interesting  Sketches  of  the  High- 
landers and  Highland  Regiments,  which  might  not  inaptly  sup- 
ply parallels  to  the  deeds  of  the  Romans  themselves,  at  the  era 
when  Rome  was  in  her  glory.  The  following  instance  is  worthy 
of  being  here  quoted  : — 

"A  soldier  of  the  Argyleshire  Highlanders  deserted,  and 
emigrated  to  America,  where  he  settled.  Several  years  after 
his  desertion,  a  letter  was  received  from  him,  with  a  sum  of 
money,  for  the  purpose  of  procuring  one  or  two  men  to  supply 
his  place  in  the  regiment,  as  the  only  recompense  he  could 
make  for  *  breaking  his  oath  to  his  God  and  his  allegiance  to 
his  King,  which  preyed  on  his  conscience  in  such  a  manner,  that 
he  had  no  rest  night  nor  day.' " 


Bradbury^  Agncw,  &•  Co.,  Printers,  Whitcfriars, 
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